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PREFACE. 


Pus woifti which have formed the materials for volume are the followings 
jamed in the order of their publication : — * 

I 1. Olney Hymns : 1^9. (See Memoir, p. xxxviL) 

^ Poems by William Cowpgr i 1782. (See p. 45.) ^ 

^ The Task, with three other pieces, by the same : 1785. (See pT z8i.) 
f 4. The above volumes were published distinctly, Na 3 offering no ^dication 
jbat the author had appeared in print before. But always afterwards No£, 
[ and 3 were issued together, and numbered ** Cowper's Poems, Vols. i. and ili^’ 
lew editions were published in 1786, 1787, lyw, 1793, 1794, 1798 {two editions 
h this year, very different in form and appearance), and i8ck>. Thg foregoing 
pere all t|at were printed in the author’s l^etime. The various Mitions contained 
liesh poems from time to time. * * * 

k ^ ® • • 

; s* Poems trankisted from the French oi» Madame de la Mothe Guyon by the 
Me >Villtam Cowper, Esq., Author of **The Task,’’ to which arcaadd^d some 
i)riginal Poems of Mr« Cowper, not inserted in his Works. Newport-Pqgnel, 

i8A. * • 

'6. The Life 4pd letters o(W’illiam Cowper, Esq., witlf Remarks on Epistolary 
IVriters. By William flayley, Esq. : 4 vols. 1803. ^ • 

This work contained many a^itional poems which had been seW tcMHeads. but not^ublidied 
1^ the author among his ^rju. These will be fwnd, with others, in pp. 337— ^os. A brief nmce 

with 1791, 


each poem is given in the Notes at the end. During Cowper’s lat^' life 
[ayley was intimately connected with him and his frienos. It vktwajmiceleiui boon to give 
Dwper’s Lmters to the public : two brother poets have pronourped him ”the bestiietter-wnter 
I the Engibh language.^** Hayley’s work therefore was highly interesting, hut it had many 
irious faults. • Nc| only is its styfe windy and tiresome, but the writer was so anxious not to give 
Bfence to any one, that in dealing with the ny>re painful pa-wages of Cowper’s life, he contrives to 
eve us in utter uncertainty of what the were,^nd invariably assures us that if we knew 
Mrything am should see that everybody concerned acted in the most exemp|pry manner possible, 
pith the same end in view he has made large omissions fronoTthe letters, without giving any indica- 
^ of fgiviag done so. The originals of many of the letters which he printed are mUM Manu* 
tpt MkMa of the British Museum (Addl. MSS. ax, 154 and and the omitted passages 

i mostly crossed with pencil>inarks, 1 presume by niv hand. IBie few Dassages not to crossed 
i (kobably stnicl^ out in the proofs. All these 4 etteia 1 have carefiuqr compared with the 


nted copies. • . 

Hayligrs knowledge of COwper, moreover, was confined to hit later life. In the ^raer part of 
M bio^phy he nu made several mistakes, and to one of the most interesting pIKions of 
“ ’ ' allusion. The rdemdM to Hayley’s work id 


^wpef^ life, his only love affair, he makes no 
he preeant volume are to the edition of 181a. 


*#oiitlicy tn^dd^p. I, and Alex. Stftth in " Ency^opadia Britaimlca.'* 
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l^tin ^id Italian Poems of Milton. Tran^atcd by Cowper. 1808. 

''i'Ms work was publishecf Hayl«y for the benefit of Cowper’s godson, W. C. Rose, See 
I> i*«v. f ^ f. 

8. Memoir of the Early Life of William Cowper. Writte^ by Himself. With an 
Appendix containing some ^ Cowper’s Religious I..etters, and other Documents. 
J.ondbn, 1816. • 

I'his was written at Tluntingdon for the private reading of his frieiids the Unwins, and its 

f nihlicatiiin never dreamt (if It was written just wiicn Cowper was in the full conviction of 

lis conversion, ^d in consei{uenoc speaks most severely of his previous life, and rails (it is not 
too strung a word) against the adi^uaintances of his youth. Written with all the exoneration of 
excitement, and with a tnorliid dweflpig upon the details of his madness, it is a paintiil work to 
read, and it is to he frgrciied that it was ever published. A lady who wa.s on a visit to 
Newton saw the MS. oi^his table, unjustifiably took a copy, and lent it to a friend, (if course^ 
it soon found Its way into I* pnblisner's bands, through the instrumengdity of a M pious character, “ 
to use the expression of one of C'ow])cr's biographers (Grimshawe, v. 362). 

9. Adclphh A Sketch of the Character, and an Account of the Last Illness 
of the laic Rev. John Cowper, who finished his course with joy, March 20, 1770. 
Wrilicn by William Cowper; transcribed from his original MS. by J. Newton. 
London, 1816. ^ 

10. Private Correspondence of William Cowper with several of his most 
inlimalc first published from the Originals in the possession of John 

Johnson. 2 vols. Ixindon, 1814. f 

II. items by William Cowper, in three volumes, by his Kinsman, John 
JohnsonJ Cl.I>,, Rector of Vaxliam with Welborne in Norfoll^ 

'I’he 3d vqliviie comurised “ his Posthumous Poetry, with a Sketch of liis Life," and contained 
a few pieces which had nut yet appeared. J)r. Juhnson was, as will \>e seen in the Life, a rebiive 
very^joar to Cowper, and made it hi|pioiis c.'tre to tend him in his last years. It may be well to 
mention here that he was no cunnexiuii of the Johnson 1^0 will also appear often In tlie memoir 
as the original publisher of C'owpcr's works. 

. 12. Poems, the Early Produciion.s of William Copper, now firft published from 
the Oiiginals in ihc%posscssioii of James Croft. With anecdotes of the Poet, col- 
let \ed Trom Ljttt*rs •of f.ady lleskcth, written during; her residence at Olney. 
Lomlon, 1825. ^ 

This volwne w.is a deeply iiMcresting one, for in it the public was informed for the first time that 
ho Poet in hi.s#nrly flays h id been deeply in love wiih his cousin Theodora Jane (.owper, and had 
uMiesved to her verses enough to make a small volume The editor, Mr Crofu was the son of Sii* 
\rflicr Croft, who married tlic youiige>«t sister of il[|irnet (I.adv Hesketh) aiuTTheodora Cowper. 
The editing cif the voinnic is very bad.* The p« 7 *ms arc full of mi.sprints, .and the ;^o!W part 
roiisists of extracts from L.idy Hc.sketh's letters without .urangement or dales, or any indication 
if the (fuantity of her correspondence. If these letters arc still inexistence, the pits^cssor would 
'onii r a rrc.it boon on literature publishing them, for tlie great want in the.m.atcriab for 
Jow pel's nre are the letters ^his friends. He appears not to luive preserved them - 4^1 above 
wo or three have been publ/shcd. And this volume of Mr. CrofPs U still the only one which 
ronlain.s any letters ^ his cou.sin and faitbful friend, Lady Hesketh. ^ c 

In i 1 p 35 w.is publislicd Southey s Life of Cowper. •At that time the 
'* Pii\:.u‘ Ov irespondcnce ” above^nignticined (No. 10) was a copj-riglit pnoperty, 
Ium;^h an unsaleable one. Southey’s publishers applied to the pos.sessor of it 
wr leave to purchase both copyright and remaining stock. Instead of Anting 
t, they commissioned a Mr. Griinsh,..we (brothcr-ii^aw of Dr. ^ohn Johnson) 
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bo prepare a rival edition to SoAh%y s. Both works the|p^ro camot out almost 
ki;cther. Grimshawc’s contained the copyright correspAidence, but l)eyond this 
no merit. Sibuthey, debarred from printing^the correspondence, wo\'e tlie 
Ust of it into his bifigraphical n^rative. There was some di;#dvantage in 
this, for it sometimes makes his narrative long anc^ tedious. •As soon as the 
copyright in the Private Correspondence ceased it was placed at the end of 
Souliiey^s edition as a supplement. 

Since Sjputhey’s there have been many lives wij|tcn, the onlj^mjcs calling 
for sj^cial remark being those of l^obert Bell a^d of Mr. John Bruce. The 
lattdr is prefixed to the Aldine Edition. Though it proves that he had taken 
great pains with his suhjbct, and is written in a vigorous, ^astefiri style, it does 
nOf contain much that is newt But he had collected much fresh matter in 
the way of letters, which he was preparing to publish when his lamented death 
took place suddenly, in the autumn of 1869. ^ ^ 

Great light has been thrown upon some of the most difficult passages in Cowper j 
life by a series of papers in the Sunday at Hofke (1866) by the Rev. William 
Bull, of Newport-Pagnell. The same gentleman has also published the life of 
Ills grandfather, Josiah Bull, one of Cowper’s intimate friends, si^d “ Memorials 
!»f John Ntfwton ’* (Religious Tract Society, 1869). I have largely availe«l iiysclf of 
ihe facts whicMe has brought to light ; they will be noticail in their prq|)(^ place. 

Jhe present editi8% contains some new and interesting matter. 

[1] Some lines written on the margin of ' Monthly Revinv, iffy authorily 
for ^hem js an anonyms, us correspondent of the Record newspaper of Feb.^20, 
1867. Minute examination leav& no doubt of their genuineness. P. 356, and 


Stuart. ^ MSS. arc 
which given to him^by Mrs. 


note, • • 

[2] “To a Young T.ady, with a Present of two Cockscombs.^ P. 347. 

[3] “ To a Lady who wo#e a Lock of his Hair.” P. ^5.' 

For the two last we are indebted to Mr. Charles 

.lasted inside the lid of an edition of 1793, 

[.yon. She vouched for their genuineness, having received them frflm the Rev. 
f. A. Knight, td whom they had becy given by I,ady Austen. 'J'he former of 
hem had already reached Mr. Bruce from another source, ^which is of course on 
ulditional proof of genuineness. f)f the deep interest attaching to the last piece 
' have !i{(r^ken in the Memoir, p. liv. 


The q^p-angement of the Poems in the present edition is as follows ^ * 

I. Those written in youth, comprising N%. Ii, as above named, fffongVilh a 
ew others (indicated in the Notes), taken from other sources, Jyit jilaccd here as 
belonging to the same jperiod. This division occupies pp. 1-23 of the present 
olume. ^ * 

h » 
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.. 2. I'He Q^ney Hyipns, pp. 24-44. 

3. The first publishe^'volume, pp. 45-179. 

^ 4. The second published voK me, pp. 181 7309. 

5. Poems ^dded by the Author in later ed^ions of his w^rks, pp. 31 1-325. 

6. Poems Yrriften in middle and later life/ but never published by the Author 
among his works, pp. 327-400. 

7. Translations, pp. 403 -5x2. 

No note^*’e placed at t|je foot of the page, except those that were written by 
the Author himself. It wasl^ought better to put my own Notes at thlTend, so as 
to present an unbrd«en page — easy to do in fiiis case, because, except in the transla- 
tions from Milton, thire are few recondite allusions in Coi|y)er’s wo^ks. But I hope 
it will be found that all needful explanations hav(^ been given, and that the Notes 
are inore complete than in any other edition. I have not burdened them with 
^discussien of every variation in reading, only naming these in special cases. But 
all the editions have been most scrupulously and carefully collated, and each 
icading has been duly weighed., 

In my frequent references to Macaulay’s Essays and Mahon’s (Lord Stanhope’s) 
History, .necesjary to explain Cowper’s allusions, it may save time to mention that 
1 have aly^ays used the “People’s Edition*’ of Macaulay, and the “f.abinet” of 
Mahon. 


INTRODUCTORY MEMOIR. 


Both by father and mother Cowper was of gentle blood, ills father’s family is 
traced back without inAmiption to the time of Edward I'V., when the Cowpers 
were possessors of land at Strode, in the parish of Slinfold, in Sussex^ His mother 
was Ann, daughter of Roger Donne of Ludham Hall, Norfolk, of the same family 
as Dr. Donne, the Dean of St Paul’s, and said to be ** descended thrdUgh four 
different lines from King Hemy III.'** 

A younger memlier of the Cowper family, leaning Strode in the possession oT 
his elder brother, settled in London in the reign of Henry VIII., married an 
heiress, h^rgaret Spencer, and bought an estate at Nonington,^n Kant. His 
son John,TAIderman of London, who died in 1609, was the father of Y^illiam, 
the first ba^:)«et. Sir William is noteworthy for his»love and re^rence for 
Hooker, **his spifl|^al father,” as Waltoif calls him. It was he who erected 
the monument to the great divine in Bishopsbourne Church, and cdhiposed the 
epitaph for it, which wiM not be out of place here. , 

** Though nothing can be apoVe worthy his faipe. 

Or the rcftienibrance of that precious name, 

Judicious Hookkr ; though this cost be sper 
On him that hath a lasting monument 
In his own books ; yet ought we to expresj^ 

If not nis worth, yet our respectfulness. 

Church ceremonies he maintain’d ; then why 
‘Without all ceremony should he die ? 

Was it becau.se his life and death should bf 
Both equal patterns of humility ? 

Or that, peniaps, this only glorious one 
Was above all, to as^ why nad he none ? 

Yet he that lay so long ob^urdly low. 

Both now preferr'd to mater honours go. 

Ambitious men, learn hence to be more wise)! 

Humility is the true way to rise : 

And Ood in me this lesson did inspire. 

To bid this humble man, * Friend, sit up ^her."* 
m • 

Sir William was tfti ardent Churchman and Royalist, and was imprisoi^d with 
his son*Jobn during the Commonwealth. The latter died in prison^dea^ng an 
* Johnson's Memoir, p. xiL 

t Up to this time the name was spelt and it has never been progpunced otherwise by 

the famUy. He altered it, probably in affectation of the Norman filing *|Cupere," or 
** Coupre." as the names app^ in the roll of Bcutie Abbey. Many of the family, however, 
retained the old selling for sometime after. In Lodi Campbeirs Jdfe of Chancellor Cowper, we 
iiave one or two letia-s sigued ** Wm. Cooper." * • a 
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infant son, •who ontSjf William’s death in t6l4 succeeded to the title, and by 
his marriage with one ^arah Holled became father of two sons, William and 
ff Spencer. The former oecame^Lord ChanceJlor, and an Earl,*in 1706. Spencer 
having been •tried for murder and acquiltcd|* became C|ief Justice of Chester, 
and a Judge of the Common Pleas. He^ died in 1728, leaving three sons, 
William, John, and Ashley, and several daughters. One of these married Colonel 
Madan, .74^ became the mother of Martin Madan, whose n«ftnc will occur several 
times in ihi^ '^iume, and of#^rances Maria, who married her cousin Major Cowper, 
and became one of Cowper’s t;pnstant corresnondents. 

The second of tfc three sons became the Kev. John Cowper, Chaplain to King 
George If.,* and Rcc!br of Great Berkhamstead. He murried Amn Donne ; and 
at the rcctosy (or as her son afterwards called tit, “the pastoral house”) she 
gave. birth to the future poet on the 26th of November (o. s. isth), I 73 *« The 
Jiouse w?is pulled down to make room for a new rectory about thirty years ago, 
■' His parents had five other children, all of whom died in infancy except John. He 
fived until manhood, 6ut his Wrthday was a heavy day for Berkhamstead par- 
sonage. The mother died at the age of thirty-four.+ It was the 14th of November, 
1737, WllliamF therefore was just six years old. In what sacred remembrance 
the geiv^liki ohild held her love and care of him we shall find infmore than 
one pa'vsafie of his life.# When heavy clouds gathered round hi^pirit in years 
after, and seemed altogether to hide *the blessing of God fr^ him, the image of 
his mother*remained clear in his memory, one bright spot which told him that 
there was a Heaven above. The gift of her picture, which he received^fifty-thrcc 
years after her death, gave him the occasion to |^ur out ail his love and gratitude 
in what is probably the* most touching elegy in the Bliglish language. 

The death of mother, generally the heaviest loss which a child cati 
have, 'was a n^^:/re#thar. ordinary calamity here. was delicate in body, 

sensitive and ficrvous in mind. His father, zealous towards his flock, and, ac- 
cording j^o his son's testimony, labouring to do them good, appears not to 
have understood his child’s extreme need of sympathy and care. Within a 
year of his mother’s death the poor boy was sent to school at*a Dr. Pitman’s^ 
at Markyatc Street, a straggling, 'nnattraclive village between St. Alban’s ami 
Dunstable. There he remained for two years, the victim of systematic bullying 
from sofne of his school companions. His shyness, sensibility, ill-health, were 
all converted int^ meanr of tormenting him, 'Phere was one boy in particular* 
who persecuted him so relentlessly that Cowjier writes in«<iis autobioginphy, 
“I h^d srtch a dread of him, that 1 did not dare lid my eyes to his ^ace. 1 

* I.ord Campbell ^aives the case at length (Chancellors, Iv. a6o). He decides that the 
verdict was a righteous one, though the case was not without suspicion. Macaulay'(History 
' of Kngland, chapter xxv.) holds the charge to be absolutely groum’Iess, got up out of nothing ' 
but political spite. r • / - 

t She is buried within th? altar-rails of Berkhamstead Church. . ^ 
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knew him best by his shoe-bAMe.” This cnieky wy#t length discovered, 
the brute was expelled, and Cowper was removed from tfie school. 

Meanwliile another trouble had .fallen upon ^he child, inflammation of the « 
eyes. Accordingly, he spent the'fnext two years in the house ^f an oc\iIist, 
leading a dull, and apparently no^a healthy, life. • However, *bis sight became 
better, and at ten years of age bis father sent him to Westminster. 

Cowper has spokA at great length in his autobiography of th e relig io ns fee lings, 
and fancies of Jiis hftyish These need not detfiin us. Mj^i^hildren have 

strong though often transient religious impressigfts, and there is little in his 
account of his own which has not probably befallen othei^boys. letter in life 
he looked baek upon^is feelings through the light of hll morbid ^fancies, and 
exaggerated their signiiicancey • • 

It would be more to the purpose if we could discover an 3 rthing concerning the 
religious teaching which he received in his childhood, for unque5tionat>ly it le(j^ 
its mark upon him for many a year. Alljvritem t^ee i^holduag-thatit- was an^^ 
evil time both ui pragtirg. The company in which Mr. Pattison found 

himself in his excellent Rssaj^ oh tht Rdigims Thought of the \%th Century f has 
somewhat discredited that essay. But it is at any rate valuably for •ur preseTit 
purpose, its gathering up into short compass the characteristics o4|h^ time in 
which young Xr^wper was brought up. It was a period^’' writes Mr.^P|tttison in | 
the Oldening of hisi^ssay, ** of decay of rdligion, licentiousness of morals, public ! 
'corruption, profaneness of language, — day of rebuke and blaapAmy. Evenj 
those wljo look with suspicion on the contempor^ complaints from the Jaeobite 
clergy of * decay of religion,’ ^1 not hesitate to say that it was an age ^stilutc 
of dcptl^ and ^rnestiiess ; eon age whose poetry was ^thout romance, wliose ! 
philosophy was without insight, and whose public men wer^ without charade * i 
an age of ‘ light without Igve,’ whose ve^ merits were q{ the ea»th«. carthjp." ^ 
This is certainly true in the general, though there are certa^ qualifications 
which the author makes in the course of his essay. Om AftceAi at tMs moment 
^ is with tlie theology of the period. And that may be summed up in »word — it was 
the period of EvuUncee, Let us hear Mr. Pattison once more. ** Dogmatic 
theology had ceased to exist; the exhibitifln of religious truth for practical 
purposes was confined to a few obscure writers. Every one who had anything to 
say oiw sacred subjects drilled it into an array of aiguments against a^supposed 
• objector. Christianity appeared made for nothing else Wit to * proved ; ’ what 
use fo make of i^when it was proved was not much thought about, ^he only 
qualitjsin Scripture w hi ch w as dwelt ^ 

We* may, then, fairly suppose that theVorthy Rector of Berkliamstead was 
on a. par with his brother clergy — that he would preach against the Deists, and 

marshal his argumentssas well as he could; but that he would not go beyond 
I ^ • 

* No. VI. in '*£iisnys &nd Reviews." 
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this, nor exhibit in ^i^ sermons the depth arid Experience of the Christian life. 
If we add to this the j^&demess and gezitle piety o f his wife, with little know- 
ledge of religious differences ot' dogmatics, ,we^shaH probably^ be' very near the 
mark in esti^iating the influences under wlfch the childfreceived his first reli- 
gious instruction^ That the Established rejigion was the true one, and could 
be proved so, that it promoted virtue and morality, this the boy must have been 
taught from the beginning; and probably not much beyond it. The death of 
his motherrS^.oved the last ^ance which remained of anything beyond intellectual 
teaching. And that this is Apt theology, but only tlie surrounding of it, that 
it cannot satisfy tiE spirit of man, many a one besides Cowper has found, 
lie mentions in one his letters, that when he was elefbn year^old his father 
gsvve him a treatise in favour of Suicide, and requested him to give his opinions 
upon it. It does not seem a high proof of parental wisdom. The oculist’s house- 
}ioId too,tif the autobiography is not hard upon him, was unfavourable to religious 
feeling, and the atmosphere of Westminster School not much less so. The head 
ihaster, Dr. Nicholls, iii preparing him for Confirmation, made some impression 
upon him, he says, but it was transient. It had no root, and withered away. He 
did jnot apparency commit any great acts of sin, but ]ie grew careless about religious 
thingSj^ ^nd r^eased to pray. Let it be considered that the mocking laughter of 
Fielding wps now in full vigour, in entire harmony with a wide-spread^tfMic opinion, 
and that it was holding up to unspafing ridicule what the k ^y had been taught 
to look updh as religion, and we shall hardly wonder that he was fascinated by 
the glaring and recklessness o( it, and, conscious of that, began to look upon 
himself as a young reprobate, at enmity with G^. 

Such thoughts, however, would be soon done witff, and his liftf at Westminster 
'seems to have been ^ very happy one. He not only became an excellent scholar, 
but wa»a good CFick^er f nd football player ; * and was popular both with masters 
and boys. Thfe usher of his form was Vincent Bourne (celebrated for his I^tin 
poetry), t anothef' usher ^s Dr. Pierson Lloyd. Among his schoolfellows were 
Robert Lioyd(son of the doctor), Warren Hastings and his future enemy Tmpey,. 
George Colman, Charles Churchill, George Cumberland, and William Russell. 
His intimacy with these at school u%s for the most part brought to an end, as is 
usual in such cases, by their parting. But we shall see how various passages in 
the cour^ of his life brought back the memory of old times. Of all hi^ friend- 
ships here the warmest vere those with Russell and Lloyd. The former was, a 
few years later, drowned while bathing, at a lime when Copper was in deep 
distress troRi another cause. He -has blended both sorrows together in an {flfusion 
which shows how deep the love between them was (g. i^). 

Lloyd was a clever, showy youth, who in due course graduated at Cambridge, and 
became, like his father, an usher at Westminster. Bu^th^irregularities of his life, 

* Sec Tirocinium, ; . 294. ■ * f See pp. 172 and 472, and not^ on them. 
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and his impatience of steady wotkf brought this to an endpasid he betook limself to 
the precarious profession of literature. A clever poem cail<^ “ The Actor gained a 
very favourable riception ; and Cowper, who ma(^ swans, not unfrequently, of veryi^ 
small geese, called the suc(tessor of Prior.” Public taste has not ratified 

the verdict, and Lloyd is no longer reckoned among the En^liidi poets. His 
poetical abilities were undoubtedly good, but his habitual indolence, which prevented 
him from seeking ii^orthy materials, as well as from bestowing the needhil labour 
upon wh^t he wrote, blighted his hopes. .aj. 

Churchill’s poenu were of a much higher order.. ' What can be said in mitigation 
of thel^es and excesses of his life lias been said admii&ly by Mr. Forster.* 
Lloyd, who v§ said to%ave been attached to Churchill’s sSter, took*to his' bed on 
hearing of his death, saying,* Ah 1 I shall soon follow poor Charles.” The 
one died in November, the other in December, 1764. The way in which Cowper 
afterwards spoke of these friends is veiy characteristic of him. In the IbstracH^ 
was not only most indignant at wrong-dojng, but h^was censonou^s ; ready to*-*" 
take an unfdrly bad view of motives, as well as^to cQndemn. teivlal faults whhout 
meas ure, lie denounces oratorios, chess, whist-playing, and smoking, as severely 
as*^ he does breaches of the moral law. But when he afterw%rds enme^aotiss 
a smoke! in the person of his friend Bull, his anger and scorn weae 4>ver and 
done with uHcectly. In the estimate of all his personal Acquaintance%hp was the 
most cliaritable of^en. And so when thb voice of society pronounced Churchill 
. only a good-for-nothing Cowper took occasion to express his hcafly admiration 
of the ]pan.t Macaulay, speaking of his chivalrous sonnet to Warren Hastings, 
attributes it to Cowpci’s partiJlity.$ No doubt; yet Cowper’s estimate is still, 
not improbably^ a righteous t)ne. Intimate knowledge ormen shows that none are 
devils, and the tone of affection which comes natural to vl% need not be out of 
unison with the voice of heavenly love, which has bidden ut judge none, %\xt hgpe 
the best of all. So different as these two men were, Cowper Idkmed his poetic 
style from the works of Churchill. The versiheatiop if Vei^ simil^, and the 
^ realism which Churchill revived with such felicitous results to ouxs literature was 
txiken up by Cowper. It may be mentioned here that his first poem (p. i), written 
while he was still at Westminster, was an ifhitation of John Philips’ ** Splendid 
Shilling.”' Its easy and finished rhythm proves that it yras by no means the only 
attemift of the kind. He says in one of his letters, that he translated an elegy 
of Tibullus when he was fourteen. He also read the'Cnglisl^poets with delight, 
especially Milton«gnd Cowley. With regard to Milton, he says that hc^as quite 
unhappy because he had not made his acquaintance till he was fountee^ and so 
the previous years had suffered a loss which^could never be made up.* He appears 
to have known Milton nearly by heart. m 

* %Defoe and Oilirchill." Two Esslys, by John F%vter. 

t 'table 'talk, p. 62. • * ” I Lsaays, voL U. p. 183. 
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^le left Wipstminst^ 1748, and was entefeef of the Middle Temple. After 
spending nine months m*hib father’s house, he was articled for three years to a 
^solicitor, Mr. Cliapmau; of Kl/* Place, Holbpm. Not far off* in Southampton 
Row, lived hi| uncle Ashley, afterwards Clerkfof the ParliaCients. * He had three 
daughters ; two of them, Harriet and Theod<^ were ripening into womanhood* 

It was arranged that 'William was to visit them every Sunday, and this soon led 
to his bejw there continually on week-days. He was ‘'to oe found there,” he 
said aftervvanl\^“ from mor^^ to night, giggling and making giggle. *4 
pleasant occujmtion he was mych assisted a fellow-clerk at Mr. Chapman’s, 
whom he had introcFeced at his uncle’s house. This clerk, Edward Thurlow by 
name, was Cowper's junior by a few months. He hac^been educated at the 
King’s Scho( 4 , Canterbury, and afterwards at Cambridge; and though way* 
ward, and given to continual breaches of discipline^ had been able, by fits of 
lyiplicatioli and hard work, to make himself a good scholar. In like manner 
moiow, though he lounged about places of amusement and drank much punch, he 
C(Ait rived to give himself a go«d knowledge of law. Cowper saw the young 
man’s great powers, and his knack of turning to account everything that he 
aoituired, aftd 01^ day said to him : “ Thurlow, 1 am nobody, and shall always 
be nobo^,^£j9d you will lie Lord Chancellor. You shall provide for ine when 
you are!”^ Thurlow sgiiled and said, “1 surely will I ” “ Thaee* ladies are 
witnesses,” said Cowper. “Let them*bc,” answered Thurlo^ “for I will cer- 
tainly do it.^ The same prophecy had been made to Thurlow when a little 
boy, i)y a cleigyman named Ly^ch, and possibly the repetition of it by, Cowper 
led to this lightly-made compact now, Cowper’# prophecy was fulfilled, but not 
Thurlow’s promise. * • • 

**Thus, pleasantly rather than profitably, the three years of clerkship went by, 
an^ whttn they ivcrew ended Cowper was deeply in jove with Theo^ra, and 
* his love was as tederly returned. The progress of this courtship, thc'quarrels and 
renewals of love, ftiey^u ng gentleman’s bashfulncss, and his increased care for hia 
personal appearance, — all these things are described for us, as well as such matters ^ 
can lie, in the poems which courtship produced. I cannot at all %gree with Mr, 
Hell’s judgment of them, “ CowpA*,” he says, “was not capable of very strong 
emotions. The shadow of love seems to have hovered about him, biit he was 
indifferent* to the reality. We look in vain for the ferVouf of a youthful devbtion.” 
Whilst the young p^ct waft'pluming his wings, consciously imitating others, it is no 
wonder that some of these early love pieces arc artificial. Tff me at least it is 
evident jKa^his passion became anything but a shadow “which made no ^sting 
impression uJSon him.” Cowper was Very reserved all his life on other matters 
• 

* Ashley Cowper was a very little man, and be used to wear a whiteAat lined with yellow. On 
which two facts tAiwner once cifpressed his opmioii that it would be surprisint^lT some day he 
should be *' picked *' by nust«||ce for a mushrdom, and popped into a basket. 
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besides this, but I believe thaf^lfls love-adair afTected whole of his life nery 

For a while t& course of love ran tolerably siAooth. But when, on the expira?, 
tion of his clerkship, Cie went into /bsidence at the Temple, in I752j^a fresh shadow 
soon fell upon his course. Seclusign had its natural effect upon the nervous sensitive 
youth, and he had hard work to drive melancholy away. He tried first medicine, 
then religiosity, reading George Herbert, and ** composing a set o( prayers.’’ 
Herbert^he says, relieved him a good deal : i«^und in him *<^strain of piety 

which 1 could not but admire.” But **a very n^r and dear relation” (probably 
Madan) disapproved of Herbert, and h«^ was laid aside. ^ His friends found a 
better cure fdl* morbidness in taking him away for change dT scene. He went with 
Mr. Hesketb, the affianced Ibver of his cousin Harriet, to Southampton, and re- 
mained some months there. In his autobiography he gives more of his. morbid 
feelings and thoughts here, which we again pass by. At length, much Relieved, jte 
returned to London in 1754, and was called to the Bar. But Ashley Cowper soon- 
saw, or had already seen, enough of his nephew’s aptitude for business to induce 
him to take an important step. He refused to sanction his daughter’s engagement. 
The yotmg lady pleaded with such earnestness as to shake his res^utiomfor swivkile, 
but he ritunied to it, and after a considerable interval, during whicb«%>xue commu- 
nication v%s^till allowed, he forbade the lovers from meeting, yjiing My 

regretfully submitlid, and they never sawTeach other figain. And Cowp er never 
numtibiis W in any of hi& -poems or lettem. Nor does he wrife of love in 
a jy of his future poems. That he was mortified and angry appears from ^ verai 
slight but unmistakeable proofs.* Meanwhile few will read without pity the effusions 
belonging to the latter par^of his courtship, evidently tke faithful picture of his 
alternating hopes and fears, until all hope was at an en^.* The effect updh 
Theodora was deep and«lasting. She never loved ogairf bnt alway6atook.jhe 
deepest interest in hearing about him. She read his poems with eagerness, anef 
afterwards, as we shall see, showed her unaltered aff^’ti^ir in*a more substantial 
way. Th e v erses which he had written to her jh£ trea sured up until th^lose of 
her life. Theft, at a time when she also had apparently sunk into melancholy, she 
gave them in a sealed packet, for reasons whith can only be guessed at, to a friend, 
directing ‘that the packet should be opened after hcrclbath. The friend and she 
died ifearly together, in 1824, and the sealed packet was then sent to her nephew 
Mr. Croft. He published them the following year, as we hav^ already told.f 
dther sorrowsft^ad fallen on Cowper besides the loss of his love. His father 
di ed ^< <n T ulv iys6; and although Cowper’s connexion with Berkh^ms^ead had 
never beei^^Kthuous since his mother’s Seath, he had always reftined a warm 
affection for it. The connexion now ceased entirely; and^^ic says the parting 

w'ith it was most bitier to him. His faUier had married again, and the widow 
* a 

* Pages IX— 15. tap. xviii. l|^o. la. 
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continued toVeside But her stepson ahdf she, though friendly, were not 

intimate, and he never f^isited her, though they occasionally corresponded. She 
•idied not very long afterwards. His brother John was now at Cambridge, studying 
for holy ordersi ' ® ^ 

The profession of a barristA: is generally more honourable than lucrative for the 
first few years. It certainly was so in Cowper’s case, fur it is doubtful whether he 
ever had arxhrief.* ** He moved from the Middle to the Inner Temple, and bought 
chambers therJ‘j»r 250. Tt ^ little money which he had was fast diminirhing, and 
his father’s death warped him that this was a m(Ltter which would have to be attended 
to without loss of time. One or two of his letters exist, written at this time ; he 
speaks lightly on theSnatter,t but one may say with tolerable cAtainty that a 
very anxious heart lay beneath the jesting manner, hnd that the anxiety increased 
every day. Though this may not have been the cause of the melancholy which 
suon after^appeared, the forced hilarity is painful enough when one knows what 
fo] lowed. He was made a Commissioner of Bankrupts about this time through 
family influence, which brought Him j^6o a year. 

He was now a member of the Nonsense Cluh^X consisting of some old “ West* 
‘among them Robert Lloyd and Colman. The leading member wjls 
Bonnell ThspAiton, another old Westminster boy, but much Cowper*s senior. He 
had alreq^y:- made severe essays in authorship, before he started^ ift company 
with Colman^ the Connoisseur, The first number was publisher" January 31, 1754* 
and it was continued weekly, until September 30, 1756, Cowper contributed a few 
papeA to the last volume. The following were his.§ I take the titles from the 
table of contents to the volumes. 


• • e 

‘ No. I Jt, ^Letter, emtainmg the character qf the delicate Bitty Suckling. 

No. M.‘-Letterfroh^hristopher Ironside, an old Bachelor, complaining of ike indignities 
> reefivSe by him from the ladies. • 

No. 119 . — Of Beeping a secret. — Characters of faithless confidantes. 

No. \^.—Letter*froi^Mr. tillage, giving an account of the present state of Country 
C Churches, tlhir Clergy, and their Congregations. 

No. 138.— Conifemation. The chief pests of Society pointed out. Those who converse 
irrationally, considered as imitating the language of different animals. 

« 


* A letter to Hril, dated October to, 17G7, after asking: a law question, contains the following: 

**You are a better counsellor than 1 was, but I think you have much such a client in me as 1 
had in Dick*Harcourt.” c 

f “This provokes me, that a covetous dog who will work by candlelight in the morning, to get 
what he docs not want,^hall be^praised for hi;^ thriftiness, while a gentleman shall l)e abused for 
submitting to his wants, rather than work like an ass to relieve them. . . Th^m are some sertsible 
folks, who, paving great estates, have wisdom enough tu spend them properly ; there are others, 
who arc imt lets wise, perhaps, as knowing how to shift without ’em. . . This is a strange ^istle, 
nor can I Wagir.^ how the devil I came to wriio It .” — Letter to Rowley, September 9, 1769. 

X The Non.sense Club originated the “ Exhibition of Sign Painters," a piece of drollery which, 
without giving offence, ,*nade much fun of the newly<opened Royal Academy. It consisted of a 
number of daubs, with humorous descriptions in the catalogue, and was very successful. 

§ The evidence of their authorship is as follows : Southey says they ^re “ all attributed to the 
same author in the concluding weges of the volume." (Life, vol. i. ft. 395^.) But tV*s is a mistake, 
for the words at the end ofpthe volume ard, *' From ^ friend, a gentleman of the Temple, we 
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More than this, he **produc(^l several half-penny balladsi^ two or tVc^of which 
had the honour to become popular.*’* It is unfortunate %^t they are lost, for half* 
penny ballads by the Author of ‘‘John Gilpin*’^ would certainly have been worth 
preserving. He also contributed a^w papers to the SU Jameis Chronicle^ of which 
Thornton and Colman were part proprietors. He> kept up bis classical studies 
also, especially that of Homer, and translated two books of Voltaire’s ’’Henhade,” 
said to have been )>ub]ished in a magazine in 1759. The humorous ode given at 
p. 21 of this volume was printed in the St Jameis JOhronicle, It^was not signed 
with his name, and there is no direct evidence to < prove that it was his ; but as 
Southey thought it to be so, all succeeding editions have ilCduded it. (See note 
on it.) « 

But by the time that ode was published, a dreadful calamity had fallen upon 
Cowper. He had gone mad. We have seen already that he had had melancholy 
fits at school. The opening lines of his Epistle to Lloyd (p. 9), written in 175^ 
show that these fits had taken an intenser form, and, os we have said, his fears 
of poverty probably made matters worse. Ani event wliich happened in I7b3» 
which for the moment filled him with joy, brought the catastrophe. The Clerk of 
the Journals of the House of Lords died, and the gentleman >^o hojd 
offices o^ Residing Clerk and Clerk of Committees resigned at t];^^same time. 
The right %i aresentation to all the appointments belonged to Major (Jpwper, who 
immediately offere^^ the two most lucrative of them to his cousin. The offer was 
no sooner accepted, than Cowper began to reproach himself with ];<iving wished 
for the former holder’s death, and therefore bein^ a murderer. First one fi^ncy, 
thin another. After a week tie begged his cousin to give the more lucrative 
places to a fri^d, a Mr. Arnold, and the poorest, the Clerkship of the Journals, 
to himself. With a little demur (for in the eyes of the world, which did not 
know the circumstances, ^there would be some suspiqon^f j^ribery) tine M^or 
consented to this, and for a .week or two there was calm. o 

But very soon came another obstacle. A powerful part)'’ in the Lords contested 
the Major’s right to nominate. An inquiry was begun, and the yeii? clerk was 
told that he must give evidence of qualification at the bar of the House. At 
this news he broke down again, no? immediately, for he tried and tried again 
for more than half a year to prepare for examination, but all was of no use. Each 
day hia terrors increased; a visit to Margate checked them, fora letter exists written 

received Nos. xii, m, and iiq." The other two are not referred to. They, with No. iro, arc given 
as Cowper’s by Hayley, whose authonty in this matter is conclusive. He snysT “During 
Cowpers visit to Eartham, he kindly pointed out tome three of his papers iiutne l<9tt volume 
of the* Connoisseur. I inscribed them with his name at the time, and find ofher numbers of 
that work ascribed to him, but the three foltewinir I print as his. on his own explicit authority." 
(Vol/ iv. p. 384.) No. Z19 IS also mentioned by Cowper himself, in oncaif his letters, as having 
written by him. He »ys that the writing of at had a good effect upon him: “ I have never 
broken a secret since." * • 

* Letter to N 9 Wton, Dec. 4, x78x. 
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to (his cousin « Harriet, become I^ady HeskctA, in which he is fairly cheerTul. 

But on his return the cvilp'fpirit returned once more. His cousin came to the Temple 
^o see him, but he would not spefic to her nor look at her. He hi.s written down a 
long account of these days in his autobiographyf but one’s mepory recoils from it,— 
from the at tempts 'jpon his life with lawlanum and knife and cord. The last time 
his purpose hardly failed. On that occasion he so far recovered from his dream as 
to be con^icnce-stricken ; but this brought no relief, nothing but the conviction 
that he was dialed beyond l^pe. 

(fod knows whether any hirman means could have drawn him fortK out of 
this horrible pit ; bu\ we who behold in Christ the healer of all infirmities, the 
castcr-furth df devils, Xiust believe that to have followed /lis stepr by telling of 
the infinite lo\p of God to His creatures might have brought the blessing of health. 
But no, such message reached poor Cowper. His cousin Martin Madan, chaplain 

the ix)6k Hospital, and a strong Calvinist, came to visit him. He Spoke of the 
- efficacy of (’hrist's blood for justification ; and the poor sufferer, as he says, began 
to^feel Ills heart burn within hint,! and the tears which he had just before declared 
impossible flowed freely, as hope sprung up in his heart. But when Madan began 
wv;!\,hls rcfttrictic^ns, the necessity of certain feelings, the hoi>elessness of the case in 
which thj^ absent, this hope was again thrown away. All the confukions and 
fancies of >^ague thought^ and opinions tossed and surged around hiny^, and that 
faith in (^I’s everlasting love which might have guided him s^ly was not there. 
He was at tlhs mercy of every wind of vain doctrine. Every text of the Bible, and 
cvcrji religious word, was turned Jnto fresh proof that the mouth of hell was opened 
upon liini, and he wrote the awful sapphics which given at p. 23. His relatives, 
rightly judging that ther<f was no other resource left to 4 hcm, placed tiim in a lunatic 
Jsylum at St. Alban’s, This was on December 7, 1763. 

The iwoprietor ii |)iiH (^sylum, Dr. Nathanael Cotlog, possessed a high name 
{or his professional skill, and was also a man of great moral worth.* He had 
also won consider&bl« popularity as a writer of verse. His ** Visions” passed 
through many, editions ; and though they are no longer read, they contain a good 
deal of sound sense and practical benevolence. He died in 17W. Under his 
judicious care Cowper slowly recovcRul. I'hc physician saw this before the patient, 
and summoned his brother. The first meeting w'as a disappointment, for Cowper 
put on a Tiliff •reserve, but he recovered himself, and improved daily. He wa*J 
now filled with rcligious^fervoiir ; he had received from his heavenly Father, 
he said, the full assurance of faith, and out of his stony hearj»had been raised 
up a chi?d ^mto Abraham. It was n good and righteous conviction, buU.it did 
not go far edbugh. It made its foimft.aiion upon his own feelings, and not upon 
G«.xrs love. 11 is isv,not the only c.\sc where such ecstasy breaks down. In some 
it is followed by desfterntc plunges into sin again ; in th^ despair again after a 

• Notice y/ tis life ip Anderson's “ Poets," vol. xi. p. 1x03. , ^ 
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while supervened. Yet transiei^i flings of such joy are feelings tex be'Uiank^l 
for, when wc regard them as God’s testimony of a love Vhich is not irausient, of 
an eternal mercy and loving-kindness.* v ^ 

Immediately after h^ recovery he wrote the hymn at p. 37 1 
How blessed thy creature Is, O <jod/' 

^Vhat a contrast to the production which he hod last written, ** Hatred and 
Vengeance » i - 

Though his recovery took place within three or four months he was sent 
to Dr. Cotton’s, Cowper continued there lor a year," apparently (Jreading a relapse, 
and unequal to the task of facing tfie rough world. But he was very poor, and 
already owed sDr. Cotjon money, and so determined to '1‘cmove to some quiet 
home. The hynm at p. 37— “ 

•* Far from the worlds O Lord, I flee 

was written while thinking over this matter. London he would see no Inore, andf 
he threw up his Commissionership of Bankrupts, and with it nearly all his incon^ 
— to wit, £fio a year, llis relations, feeling that ‘'this was unavoidable, subscribed 
together to make him an annual allowance. 

His brother was now Fellow of St. Benet’s College, Cambridg^v and he \tI.Mied 
to find lodgings near him. But none suitable could be found ncau. iU;;n Hun- 
tingdon, aitl iiither he moved in June 1765, accompa.iicd by a la' who had 
waited on him at 'IPr. Cotton’s. With this exception he was entirely surrounded 
J)y strangers ; but the quiet tranquil town suited him well. 1 do really think 
it the mqjit agreeable neighbourhood I ever saw,” be wrote. There were moi^iing 
anS evening prayers daily in the church, which he alwaprs attended ; there was 
the Ouse for him to bathe hi; and many pleasant walks. Some of the residents 
used to send him books and newspapers. The Rector, Mr. Hodgson, and Curate, 
Mr. Nicholson, called upo*' him, and he liked them both.f -’hta the broluers 
every week, at Cambridge and Huntingdon alternately, and this 'caused him to 
become a horseman. , ^ 

^ Soon after his arrival he was visited by an old London friend, whose name 
has hitherto noP been mentioned, but who always held one of the foremost places 
in his affection, Joseph Hill. Nothing is kifown of his early life, cxcei)t that 
he had been an old Westminster boy, and also one pf the members of the 
Nonscifte Club. He was an attorney, living in George Street, Westminster. 

• Cowger had introduced him to Thurlow, who, on his appointrdcnt to the Chan- 
cellorship aflerwafi^s, made him his secretary. lie had kindly managed Cowper’s 
• 

* MaYirice’s Prophets and King*: of the Old Testament,” pp. 33, 34. 

t “ Airothcr acquaintance I have l.'itely in:ule n with a Mr. Nir.Holson, a north -roiintry divine, 
very poor, but very good and very happy. He reads prayers here twice Jay all the >tMr n«nn(l, 
r and travels on foot to serve two churches every Sunday : his journey out and home .(,;.un 

sixteen miles. I supped w>Ai him last night. He gave me bread and cheeM;, and a black jug of 
ale brewed with Mh own hands."— 7 b Lady ilezktth^ ^piembcr 14, 1765. 
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affairs daring his illMss, and now gratuitously (iAode himself his general agent 
in town, disposing of rooms in the Temple, arranging his money matters, 
and receiving the boumy of hL kinsmen. With him and with Lady Heskelh 
^ Cowper now began that regular corresponder^ which has jjron for him the praise 
of being “ the bo^t letter writer in the English language.’* His letters to Hill are 
playful, and relate mostly to his finances ; tho^ to Lady Hesketh are entirely of a 
religious character. He is still enraptured with his own relrgious condition, and 
hints that^'he would fain see her even as himself. It is evident that though no one 
could have had'i^' higher regard for him, she had little sympathy with hfs religious 
fervour. We note ' 1 1 passing t&at she sent him ** Hervey’s Meditations,” and that 
he was delighted with it. Besides these, he opened corresgondenc^next year with 
Major Cowper and his wife. The latter, it will be^remembered, was also his first 
cousin, sister to Martin Madan, and therefore, in Cowper’s present state of feeling, 
a peculia^y acceptable correspondent. Several of his letters to her are a discussion 
of the question of mutual recognition in heaven, he holding the affirmative against 
her negative. From one of the|^ we learn that he had formed an idea of taking 
orders. Fortunately he abandoned it. Meanwhile his finances became embarrassed, 
'[■'he following extract from a letter, written less than a fortnight after he got to 
Huntingdon, is^amu.sing, but very much to the purpose. It is addressed to Hill. 

** l)KAif Juri?,— Whatever you may think of the matter, it is no stiche.'isy thin^ ter keep house for 
two iieople. A man cannot alw.iys live iipoii«sheep»* heads, and liver and lights, like the lions in 
the Tower ; (•nd a joint of meat, in so small a family, Is an endless cncimibrance. My butcher'.s 
bill for last week amounted to four shillings and tcnpeiice. I set off with a leg of lamb, and was 
forced to give part of it away to a washcrwom.in. Then 1 made an experiment upon a sheep’s 
and th.it w.*ts too little. Next ft put three pounds of beef into a pic, and this hadJike to have 
been too much, for it lasted three days, though niy landIdCd was admitted to a share in it. 'I'hen 
as to siiiall-hecr, I am puzzled tu pieces about it. I have bimght as much for a shilling as will 
serve us at least a month, and it is grown sour already. In smirt, I never knew how to pity poor 
'‘boiisckeeijcrs before ; but now I cease to wonder at that jxilitic cast which their occupation usually 
gives to their countenance, for it is really a matter full of perplexity.” * 

It ‘ c , 

This prepares us for the announcement by and by that he has “ contrived, by 

the help of good mahagement and a clear notion of economical affairs, to spend 
the income of a twelvemonth ” between June and September. His relatives 
wrote to scold him for what they considered extravagance, and a Jew montlis later 
Colonel (late Major) Cowper thrCi^tencd to give him nothing more. While Uiis 
correspondence was going on, he recewed an anonymous letter, telling, him that if 
the threatened withdrawal should take place, he had one who loved and, admired 
him, wlio would jppply ♦he deficiency. He thought that I.ady Hesketh was the 
writer, but it is more likely, as will be seen hereafter, thaj.. it was her ^er, 
Cowpers f')rmcr love. His anxiety was naturally returning. Besides, Hui^tingdon 
shows to less advantage in the decline of the year than in June, and his outdoor 
pursuits were becoming circumscribed. But at this critical moment a hap])y 
accident came to his relief. His daily attendance at chi|fch, his solitariness, his 
, * July 3, 1765. 

I i. 
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quiet and thoughtful face, stroi^If attracted the notice^ qf a young man who 
had just returned home after graduating at CambridgeT| He wished to call on 
Mr. Cowper, but^is mother was against it, having heard that the stranger did 
not care for company.# However, addressed him one morning jxfter church, 
and was cordially met. They took a walk togethar, were mutually delighted, 
and Cowper invited him to tea that afternoon. The new acquaintance was 
named William Cawfhorne Unwin* ^ 

His father, the Rev. Morley Unwin, had some yeiyrs before begg^naster of the 
Free School at Huntingdon, but in 1742 had received the colle^eliving of Grim- 
ston, in Norfolk. On this appointment he had married Maly [Hawthorne (much 
younger than himself)^ the pretty, clever daughter of a draper at £ly. Their 
son was baptized at Grimston, ^arch 15, 1744. But Mrs. Unwin ^id not like 
Grimslon,* and persuaded her husband to become non-resident. He returned 
with his two children (for they had now also a daughter) to Huntingdcih, where^ 
4 ie took pupils. Cowper, writing to Hill, describes this family, into which he 
was now introduced, as “ the most agreeable i)ctplc imaginable, quite sociable* 
and free from the ceremonious civility of country gentlefolks. The old gentleman 
is a man of learning and sense, and as simple as Parson Ad^s.’* 

Lady Hesketh that he has just come from a two hours* walk wij^jj^l^rs. U., 
and that conversation has done him more good Qian an audience of the 

first prince in Furqpe.** He finds that they “have one faith, and have been 
liaptized with the same baptism,” and “gives God thanks, wAq has &QUghi him 
into the society of Christiamf ^ * 

l^e intimacy increr ^ed, and Cftwper found himself there constantly. In a few 
weeks (Nov. 17^) a pupil left Mr. Unwin. Cowper then* begged to be taken as 
their lodger, and they gladly consented. The first agreement was that he should * 
pay them eighty guineas a ]^ear ; but when his means threat^ied to fall sh»rt, she 
offered to take half this sum. Tlic following extract from a lettew to his cousinj**** 
Mrs. Cowper, describes their manner of life together; — 

^ “lam obliged to you for the interest you take in my welfare, and for )K>ur^nquiring 
so particularly after the manner in which my time passes here. As to amusements, 

I mean what the world calls such, we^ave ndhe— the place indeed swarms with 
them; and ‘cards and dancing are the professed business of almost all the gentle 
inhabitaeits of Huntingtlon. We refuse to take part in Ihem, or to be accessaries 

• Fvim a kind and interestinfi: letter which I have received from the iftv. J. Rowlands, the 
pmsem Rector of Grifhston, it appears that Mr. Unwin resided at Grimston from 174^10 1748, 
though i^is startling to find that his sijrnatiire never appears in the church rej^isters JidBre 1765. 
inw does not prove that he did nothing, for in old ugistcrs the Occnsional Officer ire J»)t eadi 
attested by the signature of the officiating minister. But the absence of his name aitogetlier, and 
the aprcarance of his ciirue's where a signature is needed, proves that the curate did the grcaler 
part of Che work. On his return to Huntingdon he became lecturer .at tiR; leirish church. The 
parish books^ contain sevend rcs«dutions of censure i^on him for neglcrt of his duty, and once he 
was nearly dismissed. Mr. Rowlands gives me rea.sBns for supposkig that he resigned Grimston 
m 1766. 
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to this Vay, of murdering our time, and by sf oing have acquired the name of 
Methodists. Having tSu you liuw we do not spend our time, I will next say how 
we do. Wc breakfast comm&jily between eight and nine; t^'ll eleven we read 
cither the Scriptures or the sermons of s^e faithful preacher of those holy 
mysteries ; at" cl(;yen we attend Divine Service, which is performed here twice every 
day; and from twelve to three we scparale*^and amuse ourselves as we please. 
During that interval 1 either read in my own apartment, or walk, or ride, or work 
in the garden^^ Wc seldom sit an hour after dinner, ])ut, if the weather permits, 
adjourn to the g^ijden, where, with Mrs. Unwin and her son, I have g&erally the 
pleasure of religion, conversat'ion till tca-tifne. If it rains, or is too windy for 
walking, wocitlier cov;i^crsc within-doors, or sing some h}nntj,s of Marjin’sf collection, 
and l)y the help of Mrs. Unwin’s hart)sichord make-up a tolerable concert, in which 
our hearts, I hope, are the best and most musical performers. After tea we sally 
^forth’to^walk in good earnest. Mrs. Unwin is a good w'alker, and we have 
generally travelled about four miles before we see home again. When the days are 
..hort, w'c make this excursion ip the former part of the day, between church-time 
and dinner. At night we read and converse, as before, till supper, and com- 
jgponjjr fiijish the evening either with hymns or a sermon, and, last of all, the 
family are caljeU to prayers. 1 need not tell you that such a life as this is consistent 
with thS iSniost cheerfulness; accordingly we arc all happy, and dweJJ together in 
unity asljfethren.” * * ^ * 

Wc musC give one more extract— a proof of his sensitiveness, or rather of hi .• 
high-minded conscientiousness. William Unwin was going to London, and Cowper 
gave him an inlnxluciion to Mrs. Cowper. Ii^wriling afterwards to Ihank'^her 
for her courteous recci)4ion of his friend, he goes oi^to denounce his own vile and 
•’deceitful heart. He Imd wanted Unwin to call on her, because Acre were people 
who l(^)ked dowi> iijion him. and ha<l even gone the length of calling him ‘'that 
-.cilow Cowper;” .so he could not ro>ist the opportiinfty of funiishing the Unwins 
with ocular deinonstrt tion of his high connexion. Upon this discovery of his own 

heart he bursts out : 

« 

** Oh Pride I Pride I U deceives with the subtlety of a serpent, and seems to erect, thoiich it 
cm\vl< uiK>n the c-vrih. How uill it twist and twine iiw:lf about to get from under the Cross 
which It IS the glory of our Christian calling to be able to bear with patience and good-will, lliey 
bo C.U 1 gucs.s at the heart of a stranger, and you cs}ieci.*iJI>', who are of a compassionate temper, 
will Ih; more ready, perhaps, to excuse me, in this inst.'ince, than I can be to excuse mj-'.clf. Hut, 
111 gooil tnith, It was abominable pride of heart, indignation, and vanity, and deserves <no better 
ii.une. How should such a orratiirc be admitted into iliose pure and sinless mansions, where nothing 
shall enter that dchlq'^, did iiot the blood of Christ, anpli<.d by the hand of faith, UiLc away the 
cniU of sill, and leave no sp«H or slam lichind itf Uhwhal vuntinual need have I of an iUmiehtv. 
AU-&ufli('''ent Saviour I '* (April j, 1767.) * 


• He says in another letter : ** I nm become a great florist and shnib-doctor. If the Major can 
make on small ponct of seeds for a garden where there is little but jessamine and honey- 
suckle, 1 will promise •* ' 

t Martin Madan, 

He 


Conner s brother He had .some miisiiSil skill. The popular tunq 
comes with clouds d^endiug.** was composed by him. ^ * 
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The tranquil life at Huntin^cAi was destroyed by a s^en blow# cfn the aStli 
June, 1767, Mr. Unwin, while riding to church, was thrown from his horse, fractured 
his skull, and ^ed four days afterwards. The^two children were started in lifc^ 
William was ordained to a curacy,iind his sister* was soon afterwards married to 
the Kev. Matthew Powley, Vicar of Dewsbury. Itowas ncccssftry for Mrs. Unwin 
to remove, and Cowper determined to go with her, as her l^ehaviour to him had 
“always been thaft of a mother to a son,” and, moreover, “Mr. Unwin had 
intimated to his wife his desire that if she survive^ him, Mr. (^'per might still 
dwell with her.” t ,• 

A few days after Unwinds death, the Rev. John Newton, curate of Olney, on his 
way thither faom Camtiridge, had stayed at Huntingdon, aiiH called on Mrs. Unwin, 
at the request of a friend. Much interested both in her and Cowf^cr, he agreed, 
at their request, to look out for a house for them. He soon found them, one at 
Olney, and they removed thither on the 14th of Septeml)er, 1767. * « 

The Rev. John Newton, under whose influence Cowper was thus brought, was 
about five years his senior. He had passed through the strangest vicissitudes of 
fortune. In his youth he had lieen a sailor of idle and vicious habits, had been 
flogged for desertion, and was only prevented from drowning hini^lf lijrfriwogrTtlnt 
the lady whom he afterwards married would form a bad opinionii^f He 

suffered fvgl^tful miseries in a slave plantation at Sie^'a Leone, an^ }fler being 
released was shipwrecked on his way homtf, and barely saved his life. I'his event, 
which he was always wont to call his “Great Deliverance,” changccrtiis character 
altogether. He resolveil to lead a new life, and kgpt the resolution. Looking^ upon 
tills as a special intwi position of Providence on his behalf, he was a Calvinist from 
that time, lift soon became master of a vessel, and foF the next four years wns 
engagcd*on the sea. From this time until his death, he kept a diary, of whicTi 
the following {lassage is t^e opening, dated Dec. 22, 1751 

dedicate iiiilo Thee, most blessed God, this clean, unsullied Ixmk ; Arfll at the same time 
renew iny tender of a futiL blutted, corrupt heart. Be pIcaMd. ()ff|(>rd, lo assist me with the 
influences of Thy Spirit to ml the one in n manner agreeable to Tky win, and by ' 11 ^ all-sufticinu 

S ace to overpower and erase the ill impressions sin and the world nave from tiiue to time made la 
e other, so that Ijoth my public converse and retired meditation may testify that 1 am inrlced 1 hy 
servant, redeemed, renewed, and accc|Med in the suflTerings, merit, and mediation of my Lord and 
Saviour Jesus Christ, to whom, with the Tather agd the Holy Spirit, be gloiy, honour, and 
dominion, world without end. Amen.** 

Then he goes uii to detail the holy resolution-s which hch.is made; amongst them 
is one* to set apart a special day “to recommend himself and his concerns, his 
jougiey and his voyage,” to the blessing of Go<l, He s|>eaks if his devotions with 
his crew, and evV and anon writes down prayers of intense and unquestionable 
eame^ness. And at the end of his voyagt be expresses his thankfiifiiesf to Go<{ 
for having prosjicred him so well. It may not have occurred to the reader to 
ask What was the business in which he was engaged. But it ^as the slave-trade. 

* lived t 9 l 1835, dying at the age*of cighty-nin^a 
i Tnia laucr statement it made by^Kewton. ^Bull's Memorials, p. 157.) 
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Korty years* later, Wilbcrforce was movihcf' heaven and earth for abolition, 
Newton preached on the|.&me side, and wrote his ^'Thoughts upon the African 
Slave-Trade,” denouncing it unsikringly. **I am bound in cons^^encc,” he says, 
**to take shame to myself by a public confess^m, which, hq^wever sincere, comes 
too late to prevent or repair athe misery and mischief to which 1 have formerly 
been accessory.” And he adds, — what is probably just, — “Perhaps what 1 have 
said of mvsclf may be applicable to the nation at large. The slave-trade was 
always unjustiriable, but inattention and self-interest prevented for a time the evil 
from being perccivi/ 1 .” Newton's religiousness was unquestionably sincere and 
real, but his morality m this matter cannot be said to be of the highest kind, and 
hoih now anif after he d«s]>Iays a want of deep reflection, as \k 11 as so|nc selfishness 
of character. Uis “Cardiphonia” contains passages which are hardly surjiassed for 
their beauty and earnest zeal towards God. And there, more than anywhere else 
that 1 kncAv of, the large-hcartcdness of the man appears. He has come to the 
» conclusion, even in the first letter (1775), that “observation and experience con- 
irihute, by the grace of Gwl, gradually to soften and sweeten our spirits that 
Protestants, Papists, Socinians, are all his neighbours ; and that he must not expect 
tlfir' S 9 '' with* bis eyes. Here speaks the man, not the theologian ; for his 
sight wasji.T^e^vv ns his heart was large. >Ic is always seeking to interpret every 
“ di^pensalipn if he cj^nol do it at the moment, he is sure the interpretation 
will soon come. He cannot understand why Molly P, should J'ave the small-pox 
at such an ihtonvenient time, an<l is surprised that his prayers for her have not 
yet Iven heard. In short, no man perhaps ever had a stronger faith in God’s 
personal love for him ; but that “ the earth is thci(.orcrs and the fulness tliereoi,” 
was more apparently thah h.'id t.akcii possession of \m mind. Thg same kind of 
spirit is shown in his taking a lottery ticket some years afterwards, suppesing that 
“his vtHV and his'dcfign of Uhcfulncss therein sanction^ his hope that the Lord 
'“‘’^'wduld give him r prize."* 

Severe illness brought Newton's sc.afaring life to an end, and he obtained the 
post of tide surveyor at LiveqMiol. During the time that he held it he was brought 
much into cont.ict with WhindieUI, and to some degree aLo with Wesley. In 1764, 
after difficulties w'hich he showed gs*eal coumgr in overcoming, he was ordained 
to the curacy of Olncy. There can Iki no question that the .step was taken from a 
love for the souls of men, and that it was done at a gic.H jxirsoiial sacrifice.- Tlie 

same year he made the fc<iuaiiUancc of Wilberfoiee, and of John Thomton.t 

** 

* 1 forhoar refomnt; to Sir J.inJcs SiephcnN wi’«e and wrichty word- cnncornin{! Newton. 

I bad not r;*ad them until tlu* .\bo\c w.is i.i tv|>c. but u K gr.uifying to be able to claiir him in 
supp'trt nl my V *w. KsH.-iy on /-t/* /.'r-ozz-.v// »/ StturtTfaK. p. 114. 

t lolui 'rbi^rnion wa*. Ixirn in i7?o, and siK.'fcdcd his I'athfr as a Russian merebant. He was 
rem «rk ibly kmi and skilful in biismcs-%. and l»’‘ ihf end of hi', life was always on the look-out f r 
Kood iiivr-.inicnts. Th/ie is .1 story i 1 i.it he «>tr.dlcd al.nii; i.'oik harbour, w'hvn .'ll) old man, saw a 
freiKiit of tallow come in. and m.ide a v.ist sum by buyini; it at once, then strolled into a 
nursery Rnnind. and with the i»i «fits he had iu-ii tn.vic srt an impoverished man on his f*et. B’lt 
his greatest acts of generosity, w hetfuq* wUe ur unwise, were towards miiiutecs of religion. He 
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llie latter furmed so high an opinion of him that he n\|uAe him alt allowance of 

;^200 a year, mainly with the view of enabling h^ to kicp open house, and so to 
influence the more iieople for goo^ • 

The labours of N^ton (who li>ld till 1807) are of course no pa4 of our subject, 
except so far as they illustrate Co\i^)er*s life. To thc^attcr we thAeforc now pass tm. 

I'he house in which he now took up his residence is in the market-place at 
Olncy. It was called Orchard Side. The vicarage, in which Newtons lived, wa.s 
close by,^and he said afterwards that fur twelve years he and Cowr^' were hardly ever 
twelve hours apart. **The first six,” he adds, ‘‘wife spent ii^ilnniring and trying to 
imitate him; during the second six 1 walked with him in the shadow of death.” 

Olney lies^on the •Ouse at the northern extremity of ifuckinghamshirc,* It is 
not an attractive town, and*the staple occupations of its inhabitant*;, and mIioIc 
neighbourhood, lacemaking and strawplaiting, were, and still ore, very prejudicial 
to health, wealth, and godliness. The vicar, Moses Browne, was In absent 
through debt, and there were no gentry. Cowper was commonly known iherg as 
**Sir Cow|)er.” Newton fell in with the po]9ular appellation, and calls him so 
often in his letters. Cowper says, later, in one of his letters, Wc have 

** One parson, one poet, one I>el1man, one crier, 

And the poor poet is the only squite.** 

I'o minister«among the poor here was a task rcriuiringi great cnergyaa^d courage, 
arduous and, ass|sr os this world is coftcerned, thankless. Newton, who had 
wonderful bodily strength and nerve, enjoyed it thoroughly, but certainly it was not 
suitably labour Ibr the nervous, sensitive invalid, )|rho now under Newton^s guidance 
undertook it. lie visited ilfdefatigably, and read and prayed with the sick. 

Newton had* started pral^er-mectings at an uninhaliitctl house in the town 

belonging to Lord Dartmouth, — the “Great House” it was called,— and iKe 
heat and excitement of4hese may be judged by any o*; %ho reads*Ncvgnni, 

account. We need not say what a contrast such dcvcjjions 4rere to the rlaily 

I>rayers in Huntingdon Church, and few will doub^ thtft the chagge was not 
for the better to Cowper. But who would not tremble for the result when 
we add to this that he himself wai; called to take part in, sometimes to Icail, 
the extempore prayers — he who had said ot himself, when called on to (Qualify 
for his clerkship, ”that doing anything in public twas mortal poison” to him! 
Mr. Ilull quotes the saying of some one who was there, that he “never 
he;j«l praying that equalled Mr. Cowper'.;.” But ft wast at a terrible cost. 
Nor wa.H this jftl. He lost his regular exercise. He had l>cen qpeustomed 
to a* quiet evening walk, but “now,” Je says to Lady Hcske^lf, ‘4we have 
sermon or lecture every evening, which lasts till supper-time.” 

twufehi up livinc«, anrtbpMowed them on "tnijy religious'* ministers, fits sister ni.irrirH Wilb'.T- 
f'wee's uncle, and the J^'aneclicalism of Wifb^fforce wa.s owinx to this connexi'iri. 'I'liortttnn 
died in 1790. At was his Itrotner-in-law, Dr. Convrrs, wlm intrr^uced Neufem to Cowprr 

* The mr>st mterestina description which has been written of Olncy and its neighbourhood i.s 
that of Hugh Miller, ia hit ** First Imprestioifl of England.’* ^ 
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Mr. Buh («ivcs sev«r|l letters frum Mr. Ntfwfon belonging to this period. 
I’liat they breathe rea(* piety needs not to be said ; but they are not 
4 a) together pleasing to read. Aistcad of enkiging upon Goc^s care for His 
creatures, and ^ His mercy toward every souliwhich secksaofter Him, he gives 
highly-wrought pictures of ]iarticular provklen^ and searches after God’s love 
ill religious excitement. The Lord Ls to be found not in the still small voice, 
but in thfi. wind, the earthquake, and the hre. Where tffesc are not, so it 
might seem, Gs|i is 4s long as these feelings were kept alive by the 

unhealihful rcligio^^imiilants/^Cowper could boast of his ** decided Christian 
happiness.” But a mne comes when stimulants fail to act, and then reaction 
comes, and rmn with it? ® 

Threatcningife appeared from a very early period of his residence at Olney. 
In a letter to Hill, for instance, dated June i6, 17C8, he expresses his belief 
t^at his lift: is drawing to an end. All his letters are upon religious topics 
and generally gloomy in tone ; he drops his old friends, and even writes chilling 
letters to Hill— one declining an invitation, another in reply to the announcement 
of his marriage. 'I'he common idea that his first years at Olney w'ere happy ones 
not v^ll -founded. 

His lnvlat>(>^^ly was greatly incrca.scd by the death of his brother, which took 
place at Cambridge in March 1770. Their aflcction from infancy ^had been 
unbroken, nnd Cow]>cf mourned for Iflm deeply. He gave ^xpre&sion to his 
feelings by \^iting a memoir of him, >vhich was afterwards published by Newton. 
(No. 5 in List of Works, p. xviy. See also the **Time Piece,” 780—787.) His 
brother left /’700, but /"jSo were owe<l to his colUge ; the rest was transferred fo 
Cowper’s account by Hill. But he s]M;aks of himUclf as being .n considerable 
loser !)y his brother’s death. He must therefore have reccivctl a regubr allowance 
from hint as well as^fr«n his other relatives.* 

^In 1771 Mr. licwton proi'osed that they should jointly compose a volume of 
hymns, partly ‘*f« r ilnr proniotion of the faith and comfort of sincere Christians,” 
p.irtly to porpe'u.itc the memory of their fiiendship. The w'ork was undertaken, 
i>ul not completed for 8 years. It was then published with this titlc>: — 

OLNEY HYMNS. In Tiirkk Books. j 

— Oh Texts Scripture. 

II. — Oh / Vi. asicHuti Suhects. \ 

iV/.— ike Spintual Life. j 

Arcades, inqiiit, ^ , 

Montibus hxc vc*.tris : «oli cantarc |ieritt 
Artwdes O mihi turn ,9uain mQltitrr ossa quiescant, 

Vv>tra Diet'S olim si fistuU dicat ainorcs. 

ViRG. EcLx. 31. 

Rev, xiv 3. 
a Cor. vi, la 

* bee Utters m Hill, Nov. 5 and 17, 1771. 
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The volume is dated Olney, Febntdly 15, I 779 i conUuf8i348 hyintis^ Cowpcf^! 
being distinguislied by a C. ^ I 

Many of these <S>mpositions have ^come so popular, that a collection of hymns 
without them w6uld sftem incomplAe. Such, for example, is Ne\»'ton's ** How 
sweet the name of Jesus sounds.” ^ There are other! which are*not in the least 
suited for congregational worship. Toems, for example, like the sewenth in the 
present volume are hot acts of worship, but diatrib^ Some Ijcgin a<'i»prayers, 
but trail C{|f into sermons, like the 22d. Hut all Cowper's hymns throw lighi 
upon his mental state at the time, and therp* are sever^ allusions to lh« 
circumstances of his life. Such comiK>sitions as Nos. a and 5^ — the om 
written in joy, the •thcr in sadness, — are not only htauliful, but such as 
probably all faithful Christian? at one time or another are ready 1(P adopt. Bu 
it is different with such pieces as Nos. 37—44. The expressions of assuranci 
are hardly to be distinguished from cries of despair. ** Assurance of .lilvation ' 
is a cardinal point in the Calvinist's crcfxl, and it would not l>e difficu^ 
to lay one's hand upon a remarkable case in Which great physical cneigy anc 
exulK'rant animal s]>irits joined with this assurance have given wonderfu 
life and power to a preacher. I'reaching comes so easy in such a^^Mse, 
attempt to grapple with the hard problems which perplex m(Kac)ssu|}llc anc 
thoughtful tniads, there is an impatience of them ; thet creed is an #agy one It 
its holder, and he ;^cs on his way rejoicing. But Cou per's mind wa^ delicate 
one, his brain restless and busy ; the full assurance w'hich on Newton’s word lu 
liel^ to be necessary was a ])hysical impossibilit|r with him, and thereof oamc 
despondency and sadness. The^igh wave is not more naturally followed by the 
deep trough. Brooding ovef his morbid sensations increased them ; bis mind 
oscillated fearfully on the balance between assurance of salvation, and assiiraticc 
of perdition, till his whole being reeleil and tottered. ileA>re the wBrk Ijjiil 
proceeded very far, be was a second lime insane. This^accoufits for tlie fad 
that eight years clapsetl between the projection of the f)li^y Hymns and t^icir publi 
^ cation. The return of his malady also pul a stop tt) his intended ni.arriage will 
Mrs. Unwin. •Their engagement hi^ been warmly denied. Stnilhcy writes 
“I believe it to be utterly unfounded; for llTat no such engagement was cilhci 
known or suspected by Mr. Novlon I am cnabltsl to assert, and who can ku])))os( 
that it tvould have been concealed from him?” ( )n what ground he makes thi- 
• assertion he d<>es not say, but there is an assertion (»n the bthy s^lc, lately made 
known, of which Vhe truth cannot be doubted. Mr. Bull, in his Memorials (; 
NcwtoH, declares that again and again hc^luul ht.ard his father say tn^t thc3 
were about to be marrictl when (,'owpcr's mal.ndy returned in and ih;i 

Bull knew this from Mrs. Unwin herself. And then he ailds Jjie following cxtiac 
from Newton's hiihortc»unpublishcd tliary :-r* 

“They were cmTCntal iipirit«(, united in the faii’i^and of the their initinatc 

ood growing frield^ip led them in the course oWour or five year* |n engagciueiit of warrui^c^ 
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which w.^ weU known to ine» and to most of their suiAnS friends, and was to have taken place 
id a few months, but was^fsjrented by the terrible malady which seized him about that time. 

'i'his .settles the quesAon, an 4 shows that Southey was mlstah^n. The evidence 
^ from Cowi)er’s own letters is too slight to bu|d upon, but^ viewed in the light of 
the positive statement, it is confirmatory. Cowper must have known that, as far as 
society is concerned, he was in a false poi^ion with regard to Mrs. Unwin. 
He could hardly expect that his excellent and pure life woi^ld secure them from 
ill-naturCll remarks, nor did it ; but it i.s moreover natural to suppose that their 
feelings towanli^ach other had changed. Her kiiidnc.ss at first had 'recalled to 
his memory the lo^^f his long-lost mother > he had leaned upon her and admired 
her. But after her husband's death her kindne.ss was no l^gcr that of the wife of 
an old man, it was that of a woman only four or^ivc years his senior. And thus 
friendship, thist, and admiration, ended in marriage engagement. Cowper’s 
condirioi^ from this time forward was not such as to render a renewal of their 
'liopes possible, and there is no further evidence upon the subject. But the fact 
rs now stateil throws light upon a matter which will find its due place in our 
liistory, and which has caused much perplexity. 

The second attack of insanity came on by degrees. Ilis letters at this time, as 
wJlTas'fflc Obyy Hymns, show his oscillations of spirit. 

The ftjlldwing extracts from the Memorials of Newton are painfully es^pressive : — 

*‘Tuc»dSy, July 7 — Time fujly taken up in vi.siling^^nd receiving visits. 

PreachedItWthe Great House from Ilcb. ii. 18, to whicli I was fed by Mr. CouTper’s 
prayer.” 

Next day, in a letter to his vflfc, he says : — ' * 

Dear Sir Cowper if in the depths as much as cv^. The maiuier of his prayer 
*last night led me to speak from lleb. ii. iS. 1 do not think he was much the 
better fjf^r it, but pgrl^ps it might suit others.” ^ 

Not the bolter for it ! No, for most unwillingly Newton has created a 
Frankenstein, and is now sorrowing that he cannot control it.* 

On January 2, 1773, Newton writes thus : — 

“My time and thoughts much engrossed to-day by an afllicliiig and critical 
dispensation at Orchard Side. I was sent for early this moniing, and returned 
astonished and grievctl.” 

There was too sad reason for grief. The ixior lunatic had again attempted his life, 
and he rcijeatcd ll e ntlAnpt more than once, lie became ]K*rsiiaded that it was 
the So\\\;cign will of God that he should do .so, and boc.iuse he failed, he believed 
himself .'oildemned to double perdilio^j. He ceased not only from public worship. 


* “ T bclitfve my n.imc is up about the coi'utry for prearhincr i»cople mad : for whether it is owing 
to the sctlcntarv life thtf women lead here, ptmnR ovtT their f laccj pillows for ten or twelve hmim 
everyday, ami breathing confined air in ihcir crowded little room.s, or whatever may lie the 
iinmciliate cause, 1 suppose ^ have near a fh'ren in chfierent degrees disord^ed in their heads, 
and most of them, 1 l)eHc\'C, truly gracious people.**— ly Rirwttm to I htirnton. 
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but from private prayer. *‘For\ifki to implore mercy/’ lu^sgiid, would ofily anger 
God the more." 

In order to be Ait of hearing of the^oisc of Uie aimual fair, which was held in April, , 
he visited Newton atuhe vicarage, iind being there, entreated not to be sent away. 
Theie he remained till May in the following year; ^o piteous were his tears and 
entreaties to be suffered to remain, that Newton had not the heart to remove him. 
His malady, on t\^ whole, was still increasing upon him. Yet it w^ not till 
Octol>er 1773 that Newton thought of consulting Dr. Cotton. ^ It was too late 
then ; perhaps it would have been of no use earlier.* Some yea^^*later the unhappy 
patient described the thousand fanties which beset him ; ^ut there is no good 
ill repeating a^ick maA’s dreams. Mrs. Unwin watched ovJI* him all this time with 
the most tender solicitude. I^he undertook the care of him singlg-handed, and 
shared her diminished income with him. The expense of his living fell heavily also 
on Newton, as appears from a letter to his benefactor Thornton ; buf Newton ’j 
affection ^was too unselfish to allow him to put his ])oor friend from his house. 
During this sad time Cowper employed himself in gardening. He spoke little,^ 
never except when questioned. The first signs of improvement were seen in the 
garden; he began to make remarks on the state of the trees, ai^ lhc4{rt>}y|ng #f 
them. * One day when feeding the chickens some trifle made him ^**That is 

the first siuile^for sixteen months," said Newton. His companion, taking courage 
from this, propose^ to return home. He tonsented, and having don^o, was im* 
patient of the few days’ necessary delay. At hom^ he again took to gardening, and 
uIno to carpentering. A friend gave him three hares, W'hich he may be sqjd to 
have immortalised. Ten years ftiter lie wrote his famous article in the Cmtleman^s 
J/agazine{]Mn% 17^4], giving an account of these animals,* and his arrangements for 
ilieir health and comfort. His friends, pleased with his interest, gave him othef 
animals — five rabbits, tw(^ guinea-pigs, two dogs, a magpie^a^jay, a staining, and 
home pigeons, canaries, and goldfinches. The interest he took in«them shows (hat ' 
his mind was partially recovering itself, though the clouds stiA hung heavily upon it. 
“As long as he is employed," says Newton of this period, “he is (olefabJy easy; 
but as soon a» he leaves off, he is instantly swallowed up by the most gloomy 
apprehensions, though in everything ftiat dcje* not concern his own peace he is as 
sensible and discovers as quick a judgment as ever.”* 

\Vh»t I have already said will indicate the opinion to which I have been 
. brought on the relation of his religious views to his madncs5^ 1 have never for- 
gotten— who coul^, in reading this strange and melancholy life? — that insanity is 
verily an inscrutable mystery, on which it behoves our words at all iim^s to be 
wary dnd few. I do not believe certainly tJat religious opinions wei^ the original 
cause.of the madness. When I began the study of this liJTe I believed that I 
should find that the vigws were merely the/orm which the madness happened to 

* Bull, p. 3oa. 
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take. But *this cannot now hold. It became as clear to me as any 

demonstration could msAce it, tl^^it the Calvinistic doctrine and r^igious excitements 
« threw an already trembling mind off its balai|ce, and aggravated a malady which 
but for them might probably have been cured.* ^ 

In 1776 he recommenced Correspondence, a.%well as reading, and his letters are 
even playful, lie had written none since 1772. One of the first was to Hill, 
thankingiliim for a present of fish.* He also look to sketching, and drew ‘‘moun- 
tains, valleys, n^pds, streams, ducks, and dabchicks.” But this employment 
hurt his eyes. Hb.^(prmed a ‘plan of takii^ three or four boys into his house 
as pupils, t {)ut none offered. Several friends. Hill especially, lent him books, 
on which he sent bacf criticisms. In one letter he^asks especiallylfor a work on 
the microscope, an<i Vincent Bourne's Poems. But his letters as yet were few. 

In September 1779 Mr. Newton, who was disappointed and out of heart at 
Hiis ill-suc&css w'ith the people of Olney, was presented by Tliomton to the living 
.St. Mary Woolnoth, and left Olney at the end of the year. His last act before 
doing so was the publication of the Olney Hymns, by which Cowper was first 
intnKhiced to the world. His departure naturally made great changes in Cowper’s 
doii|gs, the chief being that he had much time thrown on his hands. 
In orde%to<lttfup the gap in his small circle of acquaintance, Newton, on leaving, 
introducql 4 iim to the Resr. W. Bull, an Independent minister residing a\ Newport- 
Pagnell, miles from Olney. This choice was a happy on(? and they became 
fxst friends. Cowper had a knack of giving all his friends nicknames, and 
Mr. ^hdl become “Carissime Tiaurorum.” But the distance between their hoipps, 
and Hull’s hard work, prevented them from being much together, and Cowper was 
jthro\\'n on his own resources. He worked at his garden with mAre energy than 
ever, built frames for pine plants, and glazed the kitchen windows. Of his last 
nflfgevefficnt he gi^s% very humorous account in one #f his letters. He revived 
his law studies*a littjf, and gave advice gratis in a few cases. But, happily 
for Englisji litcrature,*he l^t^gan to betake himself regularly to poetical composition. 

It is Tioliceabte that “Nose v, Kyes,” as well as the lines “On the Burning of i 
I.onl Itfansfield’s library,” were written npw. .Speaking of the first of these, 

— “Happy is the man,” says he, “who knows just so much law as to make 
himself a little merry now and then with the solemnity of judicial proceedings.” 
Hut in a letter to Newton a few days later, he uses a ghastly similitude about 
this jocularity. 1 I<l compares himself to harlequin dancing round a corpse. , 

His i^fpphecy concerning Thurlow had been fulfilled in Juxtfe 1778, when the 
latter sivcc^dcd Earl Bathurst as I-ont Chancellor of England. Co\\q>er*s tyiends 
hoped that this would bring some preferment to him, and William Unwin, now 


• Cowper wfts remarkhbly fond of fish. "The most ichthyophaenus of Protestants'* he* called 
himself. It is most amusing, in turning ovcif his letters, to And hims asking for Ash over and 
over t 

1 Letter to Hill, July 6, 1776. 
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' become Rector of Stock, in Essex, ifiged him to write to Tjurlow. Ihit Cowpe» 
Mus much too sensitive to do so. *'He is veiy libc^, geni^us, and discerning,*' 
he replied, “but he u well aware of tijjp tricks that are played upon such occasions, 

. and after fifteen years’ inkbrniption of dll intercourse between us, would translate my 
letter into this language — Pray remei^ber the poor.” Ikit he was mA without great 
hope that Thurlow would do something for him unasked, and it is not impossible 
that the latter had tlfe will to do so, but lacked opportunity. At any jmte he 
appointed, without solicitation, his and Cowper’s friend Hill as his secretary. There 
seems an expression of disappointment in the end qf a letter^^ Cowper to Hill, 
datol February 15, 1781. “Farewell,^ my friend, better than any I have to boast 
. of either amongdhe LorGsp— or gentlemen of the House of Cohmions.”* The latter 
clause probably refers to his cousih. Colonel Cow]^)er, judging from som»exprcssions 
in the earlier part of the letter, llie letters written at this period are among the 
most delightful of his compositions, full of kindly humour, and rarely^morbid. 
Even those to Newton — there are not many— avoid religious discussion. He 
encloses to whomsoever he may be writing the last > new poem he has thrown off, 
apparently with no thought but that of amusing his friends. 

One piece written now requires special mention, and that not^of aeplon^At' 
character. Martin Madan’s name has occurred more than once in th'Xhiography; 
it will lie reidembcred that he was Cowper’s first cousin, and chaplain of) the Lock 
Hospital. In 1781 he published a work in tkro large octavos, to whicl^he after- 
wards added a third as supplement, entitled “ Ihcfyphthora ; or a Treatise on 
Afarpage,*[ and the estimate which he made of h^ performance may be judged 
by the first sentence which it coiftains : — “The Author doth not scruple to call 
this Treatise one of the mos? important and interesting Kiblications that have 
a])peared since the days of the Protestant Reformation.” The substance of it is 
that Polygamy is a state which was not only allowed by( 4 l«^ Most P 9 gh 
the Jews, but spoken of in His law in such a manner, fis to^show that it 
received His sanction to the end of the world. There is »\n abundance of lcame<l 
discussion of the sacred languages, and many quotations from the Fathers, the 
author throughovft taking his position, upon the strictest literalism, and hold- 
ing himself bound by every w'ord of the Sfacred Book, but rejecting every 
other ground of argument. The book has never been ,, reprinted,— not even by 
Brigham* Young. But it is a work which has left its mark. It is no wild 
guess to say that it had much to do with John Henry NeWman') growing disgust 
towards, and final Rejection of, Protestantism. “Protestantism,” he saif^ long 
before (fitting the English Church, “has sopictimes developed into P.ilyg^my.” 
When one remembers what the tone of his mind was from youth, wliat a high 
store ho set upon the celibate life, it will be felt with what shuddering he must have 
penned that sentence, ^nd when it is compared with his renewed and distinct 
reference to Mftan’s book in his celebrated correspondence with Mr. Kingsley 
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there be no question that ^stem which could have produced ' 
such a book must lon^ have ipised an antagonism in his mind. 

Cowper and Newton would of course hmre no such thought as this. Instead 
of generalizing upon it, they came to tlfc conclusion athat it was simply the* 
work of a vicious and imanorally^minded njan. To one who knows so little of 
Madan as I have been able to discover, it is impossible to give any judgment on ' 
this pqint. But internal evidence does not support such a*view. If Madan ever 
looked sorrowfully upon his charge at the Lock, and thought how each fallen 
woman had bdl'n once an annocent child, and might have been a happy wife 
with children rouffd her knees, is it to^)e wondered at that he pondered on 
the question **On Qrhat might these have bcen%ives?’« Dwelling upon 

this, — being (let it be remembered) a Puritan in tHeology, and Judaizing in his view 
of the Scriptures, — one is not sur|)rised that he rushed into the notion that the^^ 
, polygaiiy of the Mosaic days is not contrary to the will of God, and that by the 
restoration of it harlotry might be put an end to. If we start with the assumption 
*that the law of the Pentateuch «s the basis and limit of all moral legislation whatso- 
ever, — and such an assumption should scarcely appear startling to many Protestants, 

«• T'th.rn the whole of Madan*s doctrine follows as a matter of course, for no one 
disputes tl^t^fiinor premiss, that Polygamy was allowed and practised. But those 
who hol^l that the w'Ofld has been under a Divine BMucation, thatuhe Christian 
Churcli.has mounted on the stepping-stones of Judaism to higher things, wall hold 
the theorj^ to be an outrage on religion, — on the whole Bible. The consensus of 
Christian nations, of all naUons indeed which have emerged out of barbarism, 
has a far higher authority in this matter than tftxts out of Leviticus.* It is not 
wonderful that the lAghteous instincts of Cow'pef revolted atahe theory. But 
’ considering his kinship w'ith Madan, and their former intercourse, his course is 
ccrlairly much ^e regretted. His epigrams upon^the book, poor enough, were 
'"'only written «for Newton’s eye ; but he wrote, and printed anonymously (1781), 
a long Poem entitlsS “ Antilhelyphthora,” + and a w retched production it is. It 
seems Slmgst incredible that such a foolish straining after the comic, such a 
coarse and vulgar effusion, could have proceeded from so delightful a humorist 
and such a thorough gcntlcmaif. It may be said in excuse that he was now 
only a novice in the art of Poetry, and that as most of the poets' that he had 
read were coarse, he may have thought it a necessity to be the same, just Us W’aller 
could not get on withovt an imaginary Saccharis>a. 

Cow^icr appears to have been somew*hat ashamed of the p^xluction himself, for 
neither hi> nor his executors ever included it in his works. It was only by a curious 
accident that its auihordiip w'as discovcR'd. Southey found, in a Iwok w'hich he 
had borrowed, a i\ote from Samiud Rose — ^a friend of Cowper's of whom mention 

* For son\c thouglits ki this criticisni'l am indebted to my friend Profesjor Plumptre. 

\ See p*»ge 33a 
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will hereafter be made, — to Isaac keid, shut between the leayc^ as a marker. In, 
this note Rose, in answer to a question, gives the name of iiCt poem, and speaks of 
it as Cowper’s. Soitthey made inquiiy^t the British Museum, and found the work, 
printed in quarto. Allusions in Cow^r's letters confirm the proof of its author- 
ship, and it has ever since been Included in his works < If his ov. n wishes could 
have been consulted, I cannot help thinking that it would have continued buried in 
the Museum. 

It was Mrs. Unwin who first proposed to him some work of greater importance, 
and on his acquiescence suggested ** The Progress of Fjror,*’ to be .^ade the subject 
of a moral satire. He found the new occupation so congenial'\o his taste, and so 
successful in dispelling bis melancholy, that he worked at it Incessantly. When 
tliat was finished, he wrote “Truih,” ‘‘Table-Talk,” “Expostulation,” jail in such 
rapid succession, that these four poems, begun in December 1780, were finished in the 
following March. He had acquainted Newton with what he was doing, <<hd now 
requested him to find a publisher. His intention was to add a few of his smaller 
pieces to these laige ones, and so to make a moderrte-sized Volume. Newton went 
to his own publisher, Joseph Johnson, who at once consented, and took all the risk. 
The volume was sent to the publisher in April 1781, and he, on the gronnd.^tha^ 
the publishing season was over, proposed to Cowper to enlarge the' *q1tgne. He 
.accordingly \iro\p “ Hope,” and soon aAerwards “ Charity.” The latter pccupied 
him about a fortnight ; it was finished on the 12th of July. Whilst the ^ok was 
being printed, he began once more, and wrote “Conversation,” and “Rewement.” 
Vie also called upon Newton to assist him further by writing a preface. Afier 
some demur, Newton consented. When it was written, Johnson was frightened at 
the serious tone of it, and, though Cowper was still willVng to let it appear, 
lK)th he and Newton agreed to its being withdrawn, though the latter was 
somewhat displeased. It was first printed in the fifth cditio»j) a‘) his requep‘^ It 
will be found in p. 47 of the present volume; in all other respects, pp. 45 — 17^ 
contain a reprint of the first edition. 

On the eve of publication Cowper disclosed it for the first time to Unwin. The 
latter, who had been the recipient of all his small pieces as they were produced, was 
hurt at his friend’s reticence, and Cowper, evidently conscious that he hail ground for 
annoyance, laboured, not with the best grace, to remove it. He was, however, suc- 
:e8sful, ami friendship continued uninterrupted. A few stanzas were hastily written, 
md placed at the end of the volume, in order that if thi*^ should be the author's 
ast puSlication, a m^orial of his friendship with Unwin might \)C preserved. 

All thin while he was very happy, kept so by employment and by hope, ft was 
tvhile he Vas correcting his proofs, during w'hat'he called an African suiAmer, that 
ne hit upon a simple means of comfort. He had j)rcviously built himself a grecn- 
iiouse, which a gardener^ he said, would thiqk nothing of carrying away on his 
back. He now iopverted it into a summerhouse, hanging mats all round to keep 
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excellences are faithfully reflecteu ir the pocins of Cowper. . Kxperiyicntal w^s 
one of Newton’s favourite words, and the religion tauglf; by him was too much 
based upon expei.iences and thoughts and feelings, and thus often fell short of the 
fulness and breadth of Gospel, llie morbid self-consciousness which is often so 
painful in Cowper is certainly owing, in some degree,,, to the samescaiisc. The two 
quiet recluses at Olney, spending lihlf their time in reading Evangelical sermons, 
and discussing them cafter wards,* never brought into contact with active, men of 
the world, became unable to make allowance, or to view charitably opinions which 
did not coincide with their own. 13ut, on the other hand, Cowpef’s natural kindli- 
ness and generosity caused his narrov»ncss of view to vanish directly he came into 
contact with gqpd peo|:.le who thought differently. The indignation which flashes 
along his lines is directed against an abstract ** Mr. Legality ; ” had jhe met with 
him in the flesh, he would have shown more consideration for him. The only 
personalities in these poems are the attacks upon '^Occiduus” and Madan, both 
in ‘‘The Progress of Error.” Had he known a live bishop, he might even have 
shown some mercy to his order. Certainly no man ever disliked bishops more 
dbrdially ;t and as one lo.^ks over the list of that period there seems little reason 
why he should have held them in veneration. Thomas Newton and Lowihare the* 
only names which have any claim to be rememl)ered. A curious iftjftgOQe of what 
we have bean saying is furnished by the fact that in his poem of “£xp/^stulation’* 
Cowper spoke severely of the Roman Catholics, but, tiler it waa printed. off, can* 
celled the leaf.t It has been commonly asserted and denied that he did so out of 
respect to the Throckmortons, who were Roman Catholics, and whose acquainlsmce 
he Had made in the interval. § ’ll is not unlikely Aiat there is some truth in this 
statement. I'hqy came into his neighbourhood just at the time when tlie poem 
was being printed, and though there was no intimacy till two years after, there ' 
were civilities between them. But it was probably simple goo^ Uste which lf:d him 
to make the cancel. One thing we never lose sight of in reading Cpwper— he is* a 
gentleman, well-bred, scholarly, pure-minded, sincere, and without ofience. When 
he exchanged a harsh view for a more charitable one, it was not thipugh policy, 
but because experience had modified his opinion. 

His political views also smack of his'retiremcnt. He had no books of his own, 
and was dependent upon loans from his friends. His knowledge of history was 
very slight For example, he thought that the Latin element in our language was 
owing to the Roman conquest He sat’at hr>me and ipad Mrs. Macaulay and 

the S*. James's Chr(ffiicle^ and prophesied without a mi^ving W error that the 
’ * 

• ^se ncxnr. ^ ^ ^ 

f 1 de Hot know whether the following expremion of opinion hM ever appeared in print. I 
copied it from his M.S. : '* Bishops are sa«a Dated ^pt. 24, 1786. It is 

chanctefistic of him that on renewing acquaintance, yean afterwards, with his old friend Walter 
Hn^, he went somewhat out of his way to speak a civil word of his brother, who had been made 
BiM<^ of Norwich (Tirocin: tm, p. 090, 1. 435). ' 

t Sm note oa Eijpostuiatioo, 1 . 390. f See hereaftci/page Iv. 
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destruction. ^ 

\ The titles of his poems are somewhat mi^ading. “The A-ogress of Error/* 
for example, pleads us to expect a philosophilil discjuisitiofl^ whereas we find that 
the sum of this^ocm is thjft operas, card-pli^ing, intemperance, gluttony, read- 
ing of bad novels, are the causes of Error ; that they who hate truth shall be the 
dupe oUics. Quite true, of course ; but who su]^poses thA this is an adequate 
account of the progress of Error? In like manner “Truth “ is not an essay upon 
Truth in the abstl^ct, but an«|.ssertion of the sinfulness of man, the perfection of 
God, and hence the need of the propitiation t>f Christ. 

The author impro^^s in his style by practice. The versiication qf the “ Progress 
of Error” ia harsh, but that of “Expostulation "•is highly finished. The latter 
is throughout a beautiful poem. It is an impassioned address to England to avoid 
» the sin, n?id the consequent ruin, of the Jews, and is said to have been suggested by 
^ fast-sermon of Newton’s. Cowper himself liked it better than those which pre- 
ceded it.* So, too, althbugh “ Iknpe” Is based on the same idea as that which forms 
the subject of “Truth,” and contains nothing that has not been said before, it b 
^uchjwire pissing and kindly in expression. “Charity” really concludes this 
series qf ; “Conversation” and “Retirement” are quite distinct from it 

“ Convcni^tion” is the lightest in tone of all ; its versification, top, ^ delightful, 
while th^rhole piece is (iiU of wisdom and goodness. “ Retirement ” has been 
called the most poetical piece, being rich in illustration, as well as graceful and 
piduresque. There is less sadre in it than in the other pieces. But taken as a 
whole, the stinging satire is the most telling fcatiHe of the wdiole scries of Pbims. 
The sketches of the fdk-hunting clcigyman and ofa the travelling youth in the 
“Progress of Error,” of “the ancient prude” in “Truth,” of the proser in 
“ Con«ersation,” eaiil, best of all, of Sir Smug ii^“Hope” are wonderfully 
pointeil and aigoro^s. The force and severity, joined to good humour and 
freedom Jrom coarsened and offensiveness, have never been excelled unless by 
the lamented author of the “Book of Snobs.” His language is always well 
chosen, always the handmaid of the sense. Sometimes he boasts out into im<* 
passioned earnestness, as in “ Bxpostulation,” and at the end of “Hope.** 
But he falls back into placid smoothness. To use his own simile, he always rides 
Pegasus with a curb. His rhymes are very frequently indeed inexact, mom so than 
those of any English poet, f It would be hard to find a page without a fals^ 
rhyme ^or a prosaic line. He intended to produce tfariefy, bg^ when we fiiW him 
expro^mj^ his belief that he has removed all inaccuracy, wc can only sajbthat his 
car was at ftult. ® • 

* **. * written it with tnYernhle c«<c to and in my own opinion (for an opinion I am 

bound to ha\*o »bniit what 1 write whether i will or no), with imorc.cniphasis and enerev than in . 
either of tlie others/ 

^ Sec note on page 3. 


Americaii9|gained their Independence England would fall to utter 
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weiv the I'hanccllor 


Such was his first volume, n eippeared in M.'ii'cli i 
He sent copies to a few only of his friends. Amon^ thi 

and Colman, no^ manager of theAllaymarket theatre. The copy to 'I'hurlow 
was accompanied by th| following IcKcr: — 


“^Iney, nucks^I'cti y,-;, 1782. 

'* Mv Lord, — I make no apology for whai I account a duty ; I sTioiild oflend against tliu cordmlity 
of our former friendship should I send a volume into the world, .'iiid forget how much 1 am hound 
to pay my particular re s|^cLs to your Lordship upon that occasion. When wc parte*! you little 
thought of hearing from me again : and I as little that 1 .should live to write to you, stilMcss that 
I .should w'ait on you in the capacity of an author. 

“ Among the jMeces 1 have the honour to send, there is one for which T mu.st entreat your pardon. 
I mean th:it of which your Lordship is the subject. The best cxcU"!: I can »>.ike is, ifiat it flowed 
almost sixintancou.sly from the aflcctioiiate sremanbrance of a counexiAi that did me .so much 
honour. ^ ^ ^ 

“ As to the rest.^heir meiit.s. if they have any. and their dcfc« ts, whiclArc probably more than I 
am aware of, will neither of them chc:i^ your notice. lUit where there is much disreriiment, tliere 
is gener.dly much candour : and I commit myself into your la>rdhhip’s hands, with the les.s anxiety, 
Ijcmg well acquainted with yours. 

*' If iiiy first visit, .after so long .an interval should prove neither a troublesome nor adgll one, but 
espccKiIly if not altogether an unprofitable one, tu// functum. * 

" 1 have the honour to be, th<iiigh with very difi'erent impressions of some subjects, yet with the 
same sentiments of aiTcciiou atul esteem as ever, your J.ordship's faithful and most i bedieiil^ 
humble serv.int, ^ • ** W . C" ^ 


NcUher Tliuilow nor Coiman acknowlcJgctl the gift; ami Hill, w1 10 of course 
was much with Thurlow, ami had metuioned Cowper’s name to h^, ncvflrhcard 
a word from him on this subject. Colman, too, on publisliing his tr^Mo^ of the 
Ars Poetica liotfn after, hurt Cowper’s feelings by not scmMng him a cojiy. Some 
nVynihs after, the poor Poet, who had hitnerio hoped against hope, ^ve vent 
t'/his wounded feelings in his indignant “ Valediction.”* 

i i^ivingi to be unconcerned, he now w'alched 4o sec his volume running Ihe 
/gauntlet of the critics. The Critical Kanew immediately fell foul of the 
volume. Southey has disinterred and gibbeted the article, which is evidently 
the vyork of .some pert and ignorant youth — “nothing mow nor le.ss than a 
pompous noodle,” as Thaokcray said of one of his critics, few excerpts will 
suflice : — “ Not possessed of any abilities or power of genius ; “ wAk and languid 

ver.ses ; ” “ neither novelty, spirit, or animation ;” “ flat a^d tddious ;” “j;io belter 
.than a dull sermon ; ” “ very indiflerent verse ; ” “ coarse, vulgar, and*unpoclical. ” 
Oihcr magazines, the Gentleman's amj the London^ spoke in approlmtion ; and 
l)r. Benjamin Franklin delighted the Poet by writing to Mr. Ihornton, who 
sent him the volume, a discriminating and highly favourable opinion. The 
Montkl/^ the chief of the reviews, delated a long time, but at length spoke 
in pi;;ii.se. But though the critics admitted him as S poe% they could m4 
make him a popAar one. People apparently made up their minds ||iat he 
a \%ry good sort of a man, who wrote ^ice verses on the Evangelic^ side, 
and troubled themselves no more alx>ut him. The volume did not sell Another 
lady became the means of ins^ing him popular. 

* P. 354. fHNt dbte on it. 

4 



mTRODUCTORY MEMOIR. 


Laily Austen was ^hc widow of a baronet, sister-in-law of a clergyman 
named Jones, residing at Clifton, near Olncy, with whom Cowper had a 
slight acquaintance. In the Summer of whilst he wa^ preparing his first 
volume for press, Cowper saw the two sislrs shopping g^n the street at Olney. 
He was so Ari^'k with Lai^ Austen’s appearance that he ])ersuaded Mrs. Unwin 
to invite them to tea. They came ; then was so shy that Mrs. Unwin had 
difficulty in Imnging him to meet them. But as soon a^they met all reserve 
vanished, and they were “like old friends together,” Lady Austen and he soon 
came to address, each other as “William” and “Sister Ann.” For awhile all 
went delightfully^'** *^S1ie was lively and fuU of anecdote^ and sang and played 
well ; and«slic was f^leased with him, the well-bred, intc^ting; Jhoughtful man. 
The party dined, walked, pic-nicked togetherc constantly, and Lady Austen 
.mnoiinced ficr intention of taking a house at Olney, as the lease of her town house 
was nca 4 y out. When she returned to town in October, both Cowper and Mrs. 
Unwin felt the blank. The “ Poetical Epistle ” at p. 337 was addressed to her 
■during this absence, and may be read with interest here. It will be seen that 
he anticipated great results Trom the new acquaintance, though what they 
are to be does not exactly appear. It was written in December 1781, yet in 
the following^ February a fracas had t^ken place which nearly brought the 
acquaihtahbe to an end. The circumstances are unknown, the only account 
being oDAained in a* letter from .Cowper to Unwin. “The lady, in her 
correspondence,” he says, “expressed a sort of romantic idea of our merits, 
and built such expectations of felicity upon our friendship, as we were 
sure that nothing human edh possibly answ*^, and I wrote to Her ndt to 
think more lightly of«us than the subject would yrarrant ; and^ intimating that 
when we cmliellish a creature with colours taken from our own fancy, and so 
adorned, admire and praise it l>eyond its real merits, we make it an idol, and 
idiave nothing to expect in the end but that it will 3 eceive our hopes, and that 
we shall derive noting from it but a painful conviction of our error. Your 
mother heard me read f!ie letter ; she read it herself, .and honoured it with her 
warm approbation. But it gave mortal offence. It received, indeed, an answ'er,* 
Imt such a one as I could by no means reply to. ” What are we to make of all 
this? Had Lady Austen fallen in love w'iih him, and been rciH^lled in this 
letter of his at Mrs. Unwin’s instigation? Or was Mrs. Unwin jcalou^ without 
cause? If so, no wonder that Lady /Aisten was angry. Probability, considering 
events u hich followed, inclines to the former view. That it w^ a quarrel li^ween 
the ladies especially, appears from an expression of Haylcy, who had ^een the 
correifonfluncc* He calls it "a triflhig feminine discord.” • 

Meanwhile Cowper might with ad\'antage have learned from this, that two persons 
who are not brother and sister had better not call themselves so. However, 
the breath was soon hea^xL She seht him some worked^ruffles ^ a present, got 
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a civil message in return, and soon afterwards they niet.||#Arier a fiAv iniiiuieV 
awkwardness they|Were all as friendly as ever. ^Bcfoi? long she had taken 
up her residence in the vicarage Olney. And now began the most sunny 
period in Cowper’s life.^ His letters are full of fun and frolic, and cemparntively 
free from melancholy. The trio ^vere constantly <bgether, eriBiiged in quiet 
amusements, **Lady Austen playing on the harpsichord,” as he sa)'s in one 
letter, ** MrSv Unwin* and himself playing battledore and shuttlecock, and the 
little dog under the chair howling to admiration.” “In the morning,” says 
j'uolher letter, “I walk with one or other of the ladic!^ wl in the after- 
luxm wind thread. Thus did Hercules, and thus prolmbly did Samson, and 
thus do I.” • * ^ 

When low spirits overtook him. Lady Austen's sprightliness was gtf»emlly able 
to exorcise them. One afternoon when he was in this condition, she to ](4 him the 
story of John Gilpin. He lay awake half the night convulsed with Inughief, and by 
the next morning had turned it into a ballad. It was sent to Unwin, who sent^ 
It on to the /I where it appeared anoi^rmously.* It attracted no special 

notice, until three years aftri wards it came under the eye of Richard Sharp —“Con* 
versation Sharp” as he was commonly known to the literary society the 
period. He showed it to Henderson, a ftrst-class actor of the ^o|pw])o wa.H 
then giving public readings at Freemasons' Hall. He read **John Gilplp,” and 
electrified the audience, Mrs. Siddons among them. The ballad was^ nrprintcd 
again and again, and the famous horseman was seen in all the printshops. Some 
oth^ smaller pieces were owing to Lady Austen, bei^g written for her to sing. But 
they were trifles indeed compared*with the poem which placed him in the first place 
among the authors of his timef namely, “The Task.” 

Lady Austen had often begged him to try his hand at blank verse. "I will,” 
he answered one day, ''ifsyou will give me a subject.” you caff write 

upon any subject,” said she: “write upon this So/b.” And^ hff began; hence 
the great poem, and hence its title. It was begun in the signmer of 1783, gpd com- 
•pleted in about twelve months. But before it was finished another breach had 
taken place between him and Lady Apstenj and this time it was final. Of this 
separation we have notices from two hands — ^vcV slight, it is true, but pointing to 
a definite conclusion. The first is Cowperis. In a letter to Unwin, dated July 12, 
:7S4, offer discu.^ng other topics, he writes: 

” \k>n are goin^ to Bristol A lady, not long since* our Sear neighTx>ur, is 
probably there ; she 7 tMMs there very lately. If you should chance to fall ffito her 
company, remember, if you please, that we f(Pund the connexion on soonf albounts 
an inconvenient one ; that we do not wish to renew it ; and conduct yourself 
accordihgly. A chan*.cter with which we spend all our time should be made on 
pui^se for us ; Joo miflh or too little of anf ingredient i^ils all In the insf anre 
in question, the dissimilitude was too grigat dot to be felt continually, and conse- 

4f 3 • 
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c^ueiilly mafcle our in^tf courstr iinplfa'aiit. \\le*liave reason, however, to believe 
tlial she has ^iven up thouphta of a return to (>lncy.” 

And cii'htccn months after, nc \\ riles to If ly Hcskcih as folfe ws : — 

“Tlicrc came a lady into this anintry, name andftitlc Lady Austen, the 
widow of the late Sir Kol*jrt Austen. At first she lived with her sister, about 
a mile fnnil Olney ; l)Ut in a few weeks tuiik lodgin};;s at the vicarage here. 
nelwC(;]|i the vicarage and the back of our house are intcifiosed our garden,- an 
orcliaril, and the gaiden belonging to the vicarage. She had lived much in Krance, 
was very seiisiblu^and hatl uiiinilc vivacity. She took a great liking to us, and 
we to her. SIic haft' been used to a great Heal of company, and we fearing iliat 
she would fin<l siich^a transition into silent retirement ii'l».omc, ^outlived to give 
her our agr;‘eable comimny often. Hecoming confiiiually more and moie iniimate, 
a practice obtained at length of our dining with each other alternately every day, 

^ Sundays *evcepled. In order to facilitate our communication, we made doors in 
the tw'o garden walls abovesaid, by which means we considerably shortened the 
Vay from one hou‘'C to the c\dier, and could meet when w'c pleased without 
entering the town at all; a measure the rather extiedienl, liccaiisc the town is 
abominably dirty, and she kept no carriage. On her first settlement in our 
neigh boi^^ot/!, 1 made it my own particular business (for at that time 1 was not 
emplo>xd^in writing, having published my hi*st volume and not be|»u!4 my second) 
to pay ijv devoirs to her ladyship every morning at eleven. Customs very soon 
become latv's. 1 began 'fhe Ttisk ; for she w’as the I.uly who gave me the Sofa for 
ns^ibject. Ik'ing once engaged in the woik, I began to feel the inconvenience of 
my morning atleiulance. \Vc*had seldom broaW.isitd our.sclvcs till ten; amt the 
mtervening hour was All the lime that I couhl tindrin llic wdiole.day for writing, 
and occasionally it wouM happen that the half of that hour wms all that I couM 
scciire|for the pn||p^''.c. lint there w'us no remedy. ,I.ong usage had made that 
•%-iiich at first V’as ojilional a point of good manners, and conset|uenlly of neccssiiy, 
and I was foicod to.Yeglect The Task\ to attend upon the Mu<c who had inspired 
the subjJfct, . Ihit she had ill health, aiul before I liad quite finished the work was 
obliged to repair to Ilrislol. Thus, as I told you, my dear, the cfcuse of the inany^ 
interruptions that I mentioned was rcmchrcd, and now', except the Bull that I 
spoke of (Mr. Bull], we .seldom have any company at all. x\fter all that I have said 
upon thi.s matter, you will not completely understand me, perhaps, unlc.sa I account 
for the remainder of thf day. I will acid, therefore, that having paid my morning 
visit, 1 walked ; returning from my walk, I dressed: we then v^et and dine^ and 
parted^cjf till Initwecn ten and eleven at night” ^ 

This is C^owper’s account of the 'Fracas. Tlie other is by Haylcy, and*shall be 
given at full length. 

“Tlie year 1784 w'as a memorable jKricxl in the life of^lhe |>oet, not only as it 
witnessed the completion of one ex^enave performance, and the .<IUmmencement of 
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another (his translation of llomcr), but as it terminated ^•iiUercuurSc with thflt 
highly pleasing ai^l valualilc friend, whose alacri|^ of aUcntioii and advice had 
induced him to engage in both. | 

“Delightful and advantageous as his friendship witli I^ady Austen ligd jiroved, he 
now began to feel that it grew inipo>^ible to preserve lllht triple corfl, whii'h his own 
pure heart had led him to su])posc not speedily to be broken. Mrs. Unwin, tliough 
by no means destitute of mental accompIishinciUs, was eclipsed by the brilliancy of 
i!ie Poet’s new friend, and naturally became uneasy under the ap]^rehcnsiun of being 


bo; for to a woman of sensibility, what evil can before affli^tvtg than the fear of 
l«»sing all mental influence over a man*of genius and virtue, whom she liys been long 
accustomed to inspirit Aul to giiule? ^ 

“Cowper perceived the painful necessity of sacrificing a great piirlion of his 
present gratifications, lie felt that he must relin(|uisli that ancient frietid, whom 
lie regarded as a venerable parent ; or tlie new associate, w'hoin he idolised as a 
sister, of a heart and mind peculiarly congenial to his own. His gratitude for pas\ 
■services of unexampied magnitude and w'cight wouM not allow him to hesitate; with 


a resolution and delicacy, Ji.it do the highest honour to his feelings, he wrote n 
farewell letter to Lady Austen, explaining ami lamenting the cir^mslances that 
forced him to renounce the society of a friend, whose cnchanli^ ^Mk#ts and 
kindness ha4 proved so agreeably instrumental to the revival of iiis spi#!^ and t(. 
the exercise of his fancy. * » • 

“In those very interesting conferences with w'hich I w^as honoured by I.ady Austen, 
1 wgs irresistibly led to express an anxious desire fo^the sight f>f a letter wriltcif b> 
Cowper in a situation that muS; have called forth all the finest jiowers of hi> 
eloquence as a monitor and a Triend. The lady confirmed me in my opinion, that r 
more admirable letter could not be written ; and had it exisK^ at that time, 1 an; 
]>crsuaded, from her noble frankness and zeal for the honour §f^he departifl i)OCt, 
she w'ould have given me a copy ; but she ingenuously confess'd tHht in a momcni 
•)f natural mortification she burnt this very tender, yet rq^olufe letter, ^mentior 
the circumstance, because a literary correspondent, w'hom I have grdat rcas<m t< 
esteem, has rcceiftly expressed to me a^ish (w'hich may perhaps be general) that 1 
could introduce into this compilation the letter m question. Had it been confidcc 
to my care, I am persuaded I should have thought it very proper for publication, a* 
it displaced both the tenderness and the mggnanimity of Cowper; nor could 1 havt 
vleem^i it a want of delicacy towards the memory of I^Iy Austei^to exhibit a proo, 
lliat, animated by Ae warmest admiration of the great iJoet, whose fancy s1)f could 
so succensfully call forth, she w'as willing to demote her life and fortune tp4lis#ervic€ 
and protection. The sentiment is to be regarded as honourable to the lady; it is- 
still jniire honourable to the Poet, that with such feelings, as rendered him perfectly 
sensible of all I^dy Agsten’s fascinating p<iw'crs, he could return her tendemibs 
with innocent gittlAntry, and yet re.solutcly pr6olude»himsetf from her society, w'hcn 
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omld 114) lunger without appear!^ deficient in gratitude towards the 

compassionate and gem^ous g^irdian of his sequestered life. No person can justly 
blame Mrs. Unwin fur feeling apprehensive ihat Cowper’s intimacy with a lady of 
such extraordinary talents might lead him inft perplexiticsf of which he w'as by nu 
means aware. •I'his remark was suggested a few elegant and tender verses, 
addressed by the Poet to Lady Austen, and shown to me by that lady. 

who were acquainted with the unsuspecting innoceifce and s]>ortive gaiety 
of Cow|)cr, would readily allow, if they had seen the verses to which 1 allude, thi.t 
they are such as he might have addressed to a real sister ; but a lady only called by 
that endearing namcAnay be easily pardoned^ if she was induced by them to hope 
that they Alight poftiibly be a prelude to a still dearer^allianctt. To me they 
apfieared e^ressive of that peculiarity in his character, a gay and tender gallantly, 
perfectly distinct from amorous attachment. If the lady, who w'as the subject of 
the versa, had given them to me with a permission to print them, I should have 
thought the Poet himself might have approved of their appearance, accompanied 
“with such a commentary.” • 

The endeavours to make everything pleasant all round are very characteristic of 
Hayleyv and in this case ludicrous. He softens here and subdues there, and, where 
this o!^ble, makes omissions which leave the matter almost unintelligible. 
Hut tlie^ a ibstance of the whole apparently is that Lady Austen was^in love with 
Cow|iei^nd Ix^Ucvcd him to be so with her; that Mrs. Unwin was jealous, and 
that Cowper thereupon broke off the connexion. Then was l.ady Austen’s belief 
rig'iit. or had she misunderstood him? That she would gladly have mairied Mm 
unquestionable, and I cannot doubt chat a tender feeling towards her was growing up 
in his mind also, but &iat, a.s he looked back on tl?e past and up*bn Mrs. Unwin’s 
kindness and tenderness (although his intended marriage with her was probably quite 
abandoned by thi.fllhie), he felt that it would be ungrateful on his part to forsake her 
for another. That should write of Lady Austen, as we have seen, with some- 
thing li^e asperity,* is easily intelligible, especially when w e remember that his 
letters were\}nly intended for the sight of William Unwin. ^ • 

The “elegant and tender verses” of w'hiqili Hayley speaks arc printed for the first 
time in the present volume ; and one is constrained to say that a w'oroan who was 
not an actual sister could only put one interj>retation upon them. And if they 
were not intended to bear this uiterjiretation, they seem to me to be a thoughtless 
sporting with a \«)man^ peace. • * 

Th^oss of Lady .\usien's friendship was a serious one for mm.* He had nee<l 
of sqgh <ricnds. Melancholy wasaincreasing upon him again, and thi$ breach 
seems to have deepened it greatly, “When 1 was writing ‘The Task,*” he said 
aAerwards, “ I was often supremely unhappy.'* And in a letter writen at (hfe time 

* Liidy Austen aOerwardil married a Frenchman, M. de Taidiff She ^cd in ifioa, whibt 
Hayby’s first volume was going thrqpgb the pressi • 
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he said, “The grinners at 'John tjrilpin* little think wljAtits writer soinctimfs 
buffers. How 1 h^ed myself last night for having ^|prittcn u ! ** 

It is grievous to read the quiet ^atter-of-fact way in which he puts aside all 
attempts at consolatioiH "Your aiguments [against his l)elief in hi^ final perdi- 
tion] arc quite reasonable,” he says quietly to NewtofI, "but thcCvent will prove 
them false.” And in the same way he treated Mrs. Unwin’s reasonings. Some- 
times he would makt her no answer, at others would shaiqily tell her ilie was 
wrung. "It was no use reasoning in this case,” he said; "reasoning might say 
one thing, but fact said another.” And all this while his letters are expressed as 
vigorously and strongly as ever, his hhmour and clearness o^ tliinking are as un- 
clouded. His giadnes^has such method in it that his destAction is clear before 
his eyes ; he contemplates it ab \xira as if he were looking at the ruin o( a building, 
or a falling tree. "You will think me mad,” he says, in one most gloomy Iptter; 
" but 1 am not mad, most noble Festus, I am only in despair.” * 

h{eanwhile he had made fresh acquaintances, not without influence on his life. Bull 
we have already mentioned. Before "The Task”#vas begdn he liad given Cowper 
the Poems of Madame Guyun, that lie might amuse himself in his sad hours with 
translating them. Ha did it in a month, copying them into a "Lilliputiandiook,” 
os he called it, and then gave the little volume to his friend. Bull%in!^]pe after 
suggested that, he should publish them, and he consenlQfl, but the idga was not 
carried out during his lifetime;. * « 

Another acquaintance, made about the time of the separation from Lady 
Au^en, was with the Throckmortons. They li^ed at Weston Underwood, a 
village about two miles from OXnfy. Cowvper had always been allowed a key of their 
park, but no mtercourse hafl taken place with the fanftly, who were Roman 
Catholics. The possessor dying in 1782, a younger brotjier came to live at 
Weston,* and Cowper sen$ his card and asked for a contimiance of thesfavour, 
which was readily granted. The Throckmortons had lieen^rossly affronted 011 
account of their religion by some of their neighbours, jmd«werc nalumlly shy 
of seeking acquaintanoe. However, in May 1784, they invited •Co wper and 
*Mrs. Unwin to^see an attempt to send up a balloon from Weston, t llie 
gentle, refined poet found himself the object df his host’s special attention, and 
acquaintance soon ripened into intimacy. From this time the Throckmortons 
appear %mong his correspondents — he ^addresses them as "Mr. and Mr.s. 
•Frog ” — and several of his smaller poems relate to incidents connected with them. 

We have seen Hbw Cowper, on the publication of his first volume, ct^ccalcd 
his inteation from his friend Unwin. He ac^ed in the same way with ^eii^on on 
the pulilication of his second. Though in constant correspondence ^ith him he 

* Johft Throckmorton : he was the son of Sir Robert, who was 84 years old, living in Oxfordshire. 
The old baronet lived till imr. and Cowper’s friend dien succeeded to the title. 

t Balloons werull the rage just then. Montgolfier made his i^ 1783. Tlie first aeronaut ui 
England, Luiaardi^ceiulcd fr<Mn Moorflelds, S»tember 13^1784. 
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j|vt>i(lud cwn a tiiu^.|LlIe sent the volume Unwin, desiriny^ him to offer it 
to his former publisher Johns|n ; if he should refuse, or strok| his chin and look 
up to the ceiling and cry Humph !** thenfo take it to Longman, or to Nichols, 
the printer of the Centlentiui s Magazine. How-ever, JoliAson spared Unwin any 
further troublef for he acc*{)ted it directly. ^At length* Cowper announcerl the 
volume to Newton. He ditl so in a constrained manner, )>etraying his feeling 
that hi> friend had some ground of complaint. Newton h^d evidently lost con- 
sideraiile hold of his affections. His letters to him are colder, and he makes 
no allusion to him in his manifohl letters to Unwin at this peritKi. The day 
following his announcement to Newton, CAw|K*r writes to Unw'in : “I wrote to 
Mr. Newton by th^last post to tell him I was gone tif* press Again. He will 
be surprised, and perhaps not pleased. Hut 1 tliink he cannot complain, for he 
keeps his own authorly secrets without participating them w'ith me.” 

Newt(hi was evidently much mortificil, though he wTote back a kind answer. He 
asked to see the i)r<3of-shccts, but C'ow|>er, “ for many reasons,” as he told Unwin, 

* refused them, t I Ic senf him, hov ever, a title, list of headings, and specimen extract. J 
Newton sent b.ack a carping criticism, objecting to title, headings, metre, and phrase- 
Cow'per returned answer, verbally civil, but steeped in irony.§ 
His^pyj^jislter, as before, w'ante<l more matter to make up the volume. Cowper 
acconliiigliy completed Tirocinium,” W'htch he had begun two ycats previously 
and lai 4 k aside. He also wrote the Epistle to Hill, partly with the hope of giving 
him an agreeable surprise, partly from the feeling that, having mentioned by name 
several of his friends, it W'oukl. be unjustifiable to omit one whose condijct towards 
him had been so helpful ami generous. Ii It w'sf» written at a single sitting. lie 
then proposed to ad(f “Jtihn Gilpin.” Johnson* doubted, and Cow'per left it 
to his judgment, but it was eventually resol ve<l to jmt it in. They thought, 
and rightly, that €:ic{>oein which had become so fanwus (for it w'as while “The 
'I'ask” was in tfie pr^ss that Henderson made the hit w’ith it that has been previously 
ilescribcd), ami of whicl^the antbor's name had not yet transpired, would stimulate 
curiosity and recommend the solumc. Tt was therefore not only inserted, but^ 
pul in the title. Hcsidcs, Cowper w’as desirous of showing that,* though he wrote 
seriously, he could be sometimes Vieri^’. Above all, it would refute the Critical 
review'er, who had chargt'<l him with a vain attempt at humour. 

The new volume was published in J^ine 1785, and public opinion imfhcdiately 
placeil its aulhoi^at tlo* head of the poets of the age. The first volum^c had 
sold .so slowly, that ii was judged desirable to make no n^mtion of it in the 
new Jitl«^\rge (see ]). iSi) ; but^an advertisement of the previous •volume, 
with table •of contents, was inserted at the end. People were attracted to the 
new book solely by the name of “John Gilpin,” eager to see the other works of 

* October 1784. November ^ % Lines 739-817 oAhe liist hook (p. 379). 

I D^cmber 13 and 1784. H Letter to Hill, Oct. /f, 1785. 
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one aIio luid nnide such a sensation. 'I'hcy were asioiAlVcd to fiifll a voliirec 
of serious poetry, |but not the less delightful. W|^ii once opened, “The Task ” 
needed no other recommendation, {|id more than th.at, it led them to seek out the 
previously neglected vSlumc. The success was triumphant ; a ncy ctliiion was 
called for, and next year the two v<jumcs were published together? 

The great beauties of “The Task,” and its pure and elevated feeling, can hardly 
be said to make it a ^oem of the highest class. The very method of its origin was 
M»me bar to success. The author began it without a definite purtmsc ; in fact, 
changed his views as he went along, for he began to'plc^e Lady Austen, and 
continued in such a way as to please ^Irs. Unwin.* 'I'he graceful address to Mrs. 
Unwin in the Mrst BoSk, lines 144-162, may very prohvahlyliavc been inserted as 
a compliment, to wipe away any unpleasantness after the rupture with lAfly Austen, 
but, on the other hand, it is not impossible that the .author's leaving “IJie ^ofa" 
for other subjects m.ay .synchronize with the breach. Jt is curious to^nark his 
mode of transition, lie hopes he shall never have to lie on the sofa through 
gout, because he tikes walking. When he walks, he sees rural scenes. An<l there- 
upon lie goes olT into rural scenes, and the Sofa is quite done with and forgotten. 

< )f course it is the scenery of Olney which occupies him wholly, and the descrip- 
tion of his walks is as beautiful as any poetry can make it. To^j!k:d(>;Jlle end of 
the First IlftuU he again changes his subject, for the purpose of morali^ng. 'I'hc 
country and the life therein are contrasted with the towm, and this adprds the 
opening for satire, which is just touched in the end of the First Book, but forms 
th^taplQ of the Second. And splendid satire i.s, full of vigour, and encigy, 
and point, sometimes mere gocftl-humoured badinage, sometimes full of burning 
indignation. It is satire of ^ different kind from that of his former poems ; it 
i-i less bilious, more free from personality. Yet, Ant.TU.S'l^e, the author loses 
all his power when he ceases to touch his proper sphere.# is faculty #f keen 
observation enables him to lash effectively the false pretensions and follicH 
which he sees. But his reflections upon the world w^fioul are of the poorest 
, kind. He foresees the end of the world close at hand. He rails «t tffe natural 
philosopher who attempts to discover^ the causes of phy.sical calamities, such a.s 
earthquakes and di.seases ; at the historian wRo takes the trouble to investigate 
the motives of remarkable men ; at the geologist and the astronomer. For the last 
espedarty there is nothing but contempt. would be hard to find a more foolish 
•and paischievous piece of rant than that contained in “ Tht Garcj^,** lines 150-190. 
But no man ough^to sit in judgment as be has done who lives in retirement. Wc 
have alfeady spoken of bis censoriousness. ^ came from his want of kq^wledgc <if 
men. The hard and revolting view of religion which he took from his theological 
friends was not corrected by any experience of those at whom he railed. His 
indiscriminate abuse </ pursuits that did iv>t interest him micht iust as faiily be 
* See p. 285, lues z,«o6-z^iz. 
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aj^plicd to ills own ^dling or chess-playing, to say nothing of natural history 
studies, need not be rcss innocent than growing cucumbers |or making rabbit- 
hutches. It is strange that he did not see ths^his vaunted method of securing peace 
of mind failed in his own case, lie mocKed at the folly of others for seeking 
happiness in okher pursuits than the simple ones in which he was engaged, and 
yet he was **supreihely unhappy" the whol^ time. A more charitable method, 
if he had been taught it, might have wrought a happy change upon him. 

It is not until we come to the Third Book, ** The (harden," that the plan of the 
poem becomes definite. As ^he author expresses it, he has been winding 

' ... uou' this wray, and now that, 

» llih devious course uncertain. '* ^ 

Now, however, he settles quietly down to his subjett of domestic happiness. Many 
flit to and Ho in vain quest of happiness ; he lives at home engaged in simple occu- 
pations. \ And here we come to one of the chief excellences of the volume, that 
which was lacking in the first volume, and which now had the chief part in winning 
'^popularity. ** The Task " is ^11 about himself. He takes you into his con- 
fidence, and his artless blank verse seems more like a flowing and melodious 
conversation with some dear friend tlian a service of the Muses. His religious 
thoughts and jAeditation.s, his friends, his ill-health, his walks, his tame hares, he 
tells ydh about them in a simple straiglitforward way, as though be were quite 
aware that he is able lo*intercst you i» eveiy one of them. There is not a piece of 
description anywhere in which he himself is not in the forc^oundof the landscape, 
thqugh he never seems intrusive or egotistical. There are some fine pieces of 
description in ** The Garden,* and the satire ujion the gaieties and extxuvagSflces 
of London life is pungent and well-deserved. But ^is attempt poetry out 

of minute directions for the raising of a cucumlier is not very successful 

"The Winter ^vgiing*" is delightful throughout ; the interest never flags at all. 
It is the best of his poems. The description of the old postman, of the approach 
of evening, of the poet’s “brown study," of the suffering poor, are all perfect. 

" 'Fhe Winter Morning Walk," too, begins with pictures equally good, — the 
slanting winter sun, the feeding of the cattle, the woodman tailing through the* 
snow, w'ith “pipe in mouth and dog af heels." But the greater part of this 
poem is occupied with a disquisition ou Liberty, which the author brings in oddfy. 
riie icicles remind him of the Russian ice-palace, which leads on to tlw amuse- 
ments of mouarchs, and^these to a disct&sion on monarchy in general, which affords 
the Poet an op)K>nunily of stating his moderate Whig views. # * 

Tlic^gh necessarily traversing the same subjects as Thomson, and writifig in the 
same %ctre, Cowper is not at all likf him. Thomson is sometimes subliifle. But 
he knows less of his subject than Cowper, and is often vague, indistinct, and^yntrue. 
Cowper never is. Every picture is dear and minute. As he says in one of his 
letters, he describes on^r what he secs, and takes nothmg at second-hand. As 



mTRODVCTORY MEMOIR^ 


he had never seen a mountain or a^ke in his life, never lMts°c<l to the roar of^a 
torrent, nor slept ^ sea, nor visited a foreign countj^, and\new next to nothing of 
his own, it is not to be wondered i|^ tliat he was wedded to his own haunts as 
closely as a snail to its Aell, and not a trait of beauty escaped his notice. Ignorance 
of any />ther language is said to give a great reader unusual cominancf of liis own ; 
and Cowper’s case was like this. Grand scenery would have weakened his powers ; 
he was not physicall>»capable of enjoying it Bodily and mental powers alUcc were 
best suited by the Buckinghamshire lanes and pastures. One may know what 
Olncy scenery is like by ** The Task ** better than by a set of photographs.* Nor 
is this minuteness the work of a mere tlose observer ; he observes as an artist. The 
description of ^le floors in ** The Garden,*’ lines 560-599, is vei^ pretty and 
natural ; but that in **The Winftr Walk at Noon,** lines 141-180, is fi^r more than 
this. The author is not there describing what is before him, but his imagination 
sees the dowers as they will be in the coming summer, and the group of colours is as 
rich and warm as ever was painted by artist. Towards the end of the poem he 
ainis at a higlier dight than he has ever aimed before,* and foretells the dnaf 
victory of the Kingdom of God (pp. 280-282). Herein he reaches, for the first anti 
only time, sublimity. 

One of the drst results of the success of ** The Task ** was the rend^l ofintimaev 
between thg Poet and his relations. He had said to Unwin at t^time of 
publication, ** 1 have had more comfort in tho connexions that I have form^ within 
the last twenty years, than in the more numerous ones that 1 had before. Memoran- 
dum, the latter are almost all Unwins or Unwinisms. *' Several causes had concurred 
to break off the intimacy betvMien him and his %latives. Lady Ilesketh liarl 
t>een repelled by the religions tone of his letters at Hufftingdon, and although 
she retained an unwavering feeling of kindness towards him, she suffered the 
correspondence to drop yhen she left England with h(;§Jmsband i^ 1767. 
She was now a widow. Sir Thomas having died in 1782. ]^er father and 
General Cowper had continued their allowance to him *with kindly feeling 
enough, .but with pity, as for one who was useless in the world. * He diti 
'not send anyof^hem his first volume. But “The Task** and “John Gilpin” 
sexm found its way to them, and Cowper was nearly wild with delight when, 
'on coming down to breakfast one morning, he found a letter in the wcll-remeni- 
bered band of Lady Plesketh, franked by^his uncle Ashley. It broke a silence ctf 
•nineteen years. Her letter is not in existence ; scarcely any a<^ressed to Cowper 
are. * In his answer he declares that she has made them all young again, and 
broughfepback their happy days as freshly as ever. But he rejoices il^,h?r let Ur 
most of all because it gives him an opportunity of telling her that neither years nur 
interrupted intercourse have abated his affection for her. He docs not mention 

* It has been I fSrget by whom, that **1ie U to Buck^ghamshire what Cuyp is to 
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V'lico(Jora, *but saysct^iL any father is happy who has three such daughters at 
liii uncle has.* ^ | 

'I'he corrcsjiondeiicc thus begun was co||linue(l busily. Lady Heskcih soon 
inquired in^) his money matters, and offered him assisAncc. He rej)lied with 
frankness. H€ had alway.C been poor, he syd, but Mrs. Unwin, w'hose* income 
had been double his, had shared alike with him. Ihit latterly her income had 
become reduced, and they had been obligetl to forego jlbrnc of their wonted 
romf(*rls. He therefore freely accepted her proffered kindness. “I know you 
thoroughly, and have that consummate confidonco in the sincerity of your wish 
tt) serve me, that delivers me from all awkward restraint, and from all fear of 
trcsj>assing by acceptance. I'o you, therefore, I rej^ly, ^es. >^^liensoevcr, and 
whatsoever, and in what manner .soever you please ; and add, moreover, that my 
.affection for the giver is such as will increase to tenfold the satisfaction that 

I shall nave in receiving. Stmin no points to your own inconvenience 

or hurt, for there is no need of it, but indulge yourself in communicating (no 
matter what) that you can vparc without missing it.^’t How liberally she 
lespondcd to this will presently appear ; and she gave him additional pleasure by 
causing him to renew his correspondence with the General. 

Vcrj5^)n ffc entrusts to her “a groat secret, so great that she must not even 
whisper to her cat.** .He is engaged in translating Homer, and Uasflone twenty- 
one botiS^s of the Iliad. 

Ho had always been fond of Homer. In the Temple be had gone all through 
itsvith )\>pc’s translation, and had been thoroughly dissatisfied, discovering, a** 
he ^aid, that there was nothing in the world of^which Pope w’as so destitute as 
a taste for Homer, tiomcr and a Clavis were the’^only Greek l^^oks he had kept 
since. Three or four days after fini.shing “ Tirocinium,” + whilst .suffering from 
an ins(.p])ortablc (.tf ick of melancholy, he took up the ** Iliad ” as a diversion. 
With no othcc tho^i^ht than this he translaierl the hrsi twelve lines, and on the 
next attack did some ^ore. Finding the work pleasant, he soon took it up as 
a regular employment, and worketl at it a.ssiduou.sly. He had l>een engaged 
just twelve months with it when he made the announcement ft> Lady Hesketh.'' 
He .soon after removed his injuneflon of secresy, and a.sked her to gel him sub- 
scribers. He also communicated his design to Newton, not without apprehension 
of objections, but determined not to h^cd them if any came. However,* Newton 
appnwcd. Cowj^r, mereover, inserted a long letter, signed “Alethes," in the 
GeMtlcmans Ma^i^azinc^ pulling Pope’s translation to pieces, add maintaining that 
a trai^a^m ought to be in blank ^^rse, because otherwise the translatoismuBt lie 
continually obliged to depart from the meaning of the original in order to bring in 
his rhymes. He ended by saying, that while Homer is grand and sublime. Pope 

* • • 

October 12, 1785. jt K<4vcniber9, 1785. t Noveinb^i2, 1784. 
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is only stiff and pompous, and that ^’hilc scholars delight kj he original, Englisij 
readers have found |he translation turgid, wearisome^nd inrolerahle. 

Having thus ])repared the way for I|^inself he wrote to his publisher, announcing 
his intention of publislling by subscription. Johnson endeavoured to dissuade 
him froi«i this, adding that he would make him libersd oflers. lliM. Cowper held 
to his purpose, finding that friends to whom he began to communicate his 
<lesign entered into i» warmly. One of these was the Rev, Waller Bngpt, an 
old schoolfellow, whom he had scarcely seen since leaving Westminster, but who 
had recently taken an opportunity of renewing the .acquaintance. He now sent 
him £20 beforehand,, and asked for •a parcel of *lhe subscription papers. At 
llic same time corres^ndcncc was renewed with his old #iends Col man and 
Thurlow. His angry feelings iftd passed away after writing the “ Vijcdiction, ’ 
and he scM/.ed at a kind cApressiuii of Colinaii’s repeated to him by Hill to write 
him a warm and atTectiunate Jelter, which received a like response. ^ 

Cojman proved useful at this moment. He had won much credit by his 
translation of Terence, and his? criticism was therefore valuable. His en- 
couraging remarks on the ^ivcimon which Cowper sent him comforted him for 
many of a contrary kind which he had received. Another favourable judge, for 
a long time unknown to him, proved to be the painter Fuseli, to \^om ^dmson 
had shown aq)0|;tion. 

And now, for a while, his peace of mind' in great measure rcturnc*<l Jp him. 
Ill a letter to his cousin, written in January 1786, after giving an ticcuunt of liin 
late ^lalad^, he adds: “Methinks I hear you ask— your affection for me will,^I 
know, make you wish to do so,— •Is it quite removed ? I reply, In great measure, 
but not quite. « Occasional Iy«l am much distressed, but^hat distress bcc'ornes 
continually less frequent, and I think less violent. 1 find writing, and especially 
|M)elry, my best remedy. I’crhaps, liad 1 understood music, ^imd never i;jrilten 
verse, but ha<l lived on fiddle strings instead. It is better, howQ>’er, as it is.” 
And here again : “He who hath preserved me hitherto^ wifl! .still preserve mo. 
All the dangers that I have escaped arc so many pillars of remembrance, winch 
1 shall hereafter look back with comfort. . . My life has been a life of wonders 
for many years, and a life of wonders I believe in my heart it will be to the 
end. Wonders I have seen in the great deep, and wonders I shall see in the 
paths of raercy also. ” * ^ 

• Yet this was the time that Newton thought that he was growing worldly, and 
thought proper to warn him about renewing his intercourse with lus family ! 
Cowper iJiswered him with warmth, not to s^ bitterness. The followigg^ords 
are signincant : “1 could show you among tnem two men, whose lives, tCough 
they haxe but little of what we call evangelical light, are ornaments to a Christian 
countiy — ^men who fear ^od more than some yho profess to love Him." 

• Januaiy a8, 1796. 
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* In the spring of thi^year Lady Hesketh wrote, proposing to visit him in June. 

His delight knew no bounds ;^he could talk, write, think of noffiing else : **Junc,’' 
he said, never so wished for before jdnee June was made.’* And at the 

same time ke received an anonymous letter, beseeching ifim not to overstrain his 
powers, nor 1>e*"distrcssed il^ Homer did not se^ to his expectations, and announcing 
the intention of sending him ;i‘5o a year. He poured out his feelings in a letter 
to LaGy Hesketh. He had spent hours and hours examlhing the handwriting. 
Kirst he thought it hers ; then he was confident, from the method of underscoring, 
and the forms of tl^e letters, \that it was her father’s disguised. I'he writer has 
never been, made kjiown. Lady Hesketh Icnew, and she seems to have told him 
that it was neither she nor her father. He res])onded gjlrattcfully and touchingly, 
and addc(f that he would not attempt further to penetrate the secret. Though 
he made pretence to talk of his benefactor as //<f, he must have frit sure, as every 
one else must, that it was Theodora, faithful to her young love. All this will 
•. explain the following extract from a letter to Unwin, dated “ Olney, July lo, 
1786:”— ' 

Within this twelvemonth my income has received an addition of a clear ;fioo 
per annum, ^or a considerable part of it I am indebted to my dear cousin now 
on tht>*tr:9icr side of the Orchard. At Florence she obtained me a year from 
Lord Q)Vper ; since he came home she has recommended me ^ifh such good 
eflTect his notice that he has addeef twenty more ; twenty she has added herself, 
and ten she has procured me from the William of my name whom you saw at 
ifertingfordbuiy. From my iinonymous friend who insists on not being knoyn or 
guessed at, and never shall by me, I have an anfiuity of All these sums have 
accrued within this year, except the first, making^ together, as ^ou |)erceive, an 
exact century of pounds annually poured into the replenished purse of your once 
poor Jjoet of OlnfcJ^'* % 

The *'dear*cou^” is, of course, I^idy Hesketh. She had come in June, 
according to appointment, and taken lodgings at the vicarage, now occupied 
by a bachelor, who only wanted two rooms. The first meeting was too muef^ 
for Cowper, and he fell into an alarmiiig fit of melancholy. But it did not 
last, and they were soon all happy together. She was pleased with Mrs. Unwin, 
and it is to this period that her letters to her sister belong. He wrote to Hill 
that he was happier than he had ever been since he had come to Olkey. He 
even wrote cheei^ully to Newton, once or twice ; but as time went on his IgightCr 
hopesf faded, and he again spoke of himself as vainly seekiifg communion with 
Ciod^ He had hoped, he said, thstf he was coming out of the Red SeiJ^ and was 
preparing to sing the song of Moses, but the comfort had once more been wrested 
from him. Still he was hopeful that it might yet come, and embraced every 
])romise of it with alacrity. Kspe<^ally he took hold ctf a thought which Lady 
Kesketh’s liveb'ncss inspired , ngLs duit! The floods andfhe mud kept hitr^ 
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a prisoner ; both he and Mrs. Unwin were feelings the y/ra.^ t»f exercise tell upofi 
their health and spirits, — their house was not veiy convenient, and it was tumbling 
down, and Lady Hesketh urged them^ change. A house al Weston Underwood, 
belonging to. Mr. ThroeWorton, was vacant ; there would be pleasant society in 
their friends ; the house was offered them on very liberal terms, ancT Lady Hesketh 
furnished the means of removal. In November 1786 they left Olneyi after a 
residence of njneteen ^ears. • 

Will it be believed that Newton again interfered in a most intolerable manner, 
accusing him of deviating into forbidden paths, and steading % life so unbecoming 
the Gospel as to grieve his London friends and amaze the people of Qlney ? He 
doubted more than evei? he saic|g whether he would ever be restored to Christian 
privileges again, and added that there was still intercourse between l^ndon and 
Olney, and that he should be sure to hear of any fresh evil doings. The sjns which 
called forth this solemn warning were that he \i*as, of course, more intimate with 
the Throckmortons, and that he sometimes even took a walk with Lady Hesketh, 
or by himself, on Sunday evenings.* It is only flir to Newton to suppose that 
some slanderous tongue had spread false reports; but he might at least have 
inquired before writing. Even Mr. Bull thinks that in this he might have 
been a little precipitate. ** f 

They had *onfy been a fortnight at Weston when a sore trial fell u|^9 them. 
William Unwin,’ while on a tour through the*southem counties with Hcnry*Thom- 
ton, the son of their kind friend, sickened and died of typhus fever at Winchester. 
Of fdl Covsper’s friends he had been the dearest. JDf all the affectionate letters 
which Cowper wrote, those to Unwin are the most afrectloij^te. He deserved to 
be loved. From*the day that tYiey met under the trees at Huntingdon, his affection 
had never known change. He is buried in the south aisle of Winchester Cathedral. 

Cowper’s grief was great? not only for his own loss, but 9 >f the mothA, the 
widow, and »he orphans. But he was perfectly assured of kts friAd’s gain, and 
the habitual composure of Mrs. Unwin also taught him to control his sorrogr. His 
Jetters to his cousin, after the first outburst of sorrow, were as playful as ever, 
and he worked at Homer with unabaked zeal. But the clouds were gathering 
again. A month later he hod “had a little nervous feeling lately.” In 
two months he had only done thirty lines of Homer. He fought hard against 
his terror* as his letters show, but in vain ;«and for a while — from January to June 
lySy—he was again in a terrible state. He again att< 3 npte^ self-destruction, 
and very nearly su&»eded. He would see no one, nor have any one near him 
but Mrs.*Unw'in. He recovered almost suddenly, and immediately beamed 
his correspondence. His first letter was to a new friend, from that thne onward 
a r^[u 1 ar and valued one. This was Samuel Rose, a young man of twenty, 
wh(^ being on his way fnam Glasgow University to Londoi^ turned aside to Olney, 
* CowperTs Unwin, September 24, 1786^ * • i Memorials, p. 285. 
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partly to gratify hiii* ^iriosity, partly to l>riiig him the thanks of some Scotch 
professors. This Mas on th^ very eve of his mental attack.|^, On his recovery, 
CoM'i)er hastened to acknowledge the attentj^^n. This visit is noteworthy, because 
Rose took gpeasion of it to present him witn the Poems o|l-P»urns. When he wrote 
to Rose he hltd read thehi all twice, and ypiigh the Scotch tongue hgd l>cen 
somewhat troublesome to him, he was satisfied that the work was “a very 
exlraotfdinary prcKlucticiii.” * Rose was invited to WAlon, and the more 
Cowt)er saw of him the better he liked him, and the feeling was entirely 
reciprocated, as is ^sliown by^ R<»sc’s own letters to his sister, still in existence. 
He proved very useful, for he was never better pleased than in transcribing the 
translation of 1 loiner from Cowper’s rough copy. Cowi>wt’s mii^l seemed now at 
case agaiiik* lie .still Buffered a good deal from Headache and giddiness, f but was 
in great, Hopes of ultimate recovery. He stood godfather to one of Rose’s children, 
who wa.s accordingly christened “William Cowper.” Another point which was 
noticed by Lady Hesketh w'as that he .said grace at his dinner. In his darkest 
moods he used, whil6 grace ;va5 being said, to play witli his knife and fork 
ostentatiously, as proving that he had no part nor lot in woishipping God. 
Mr. 'riirockmorton gave him the run of his library, and seeing, as he often said, 
that ^10 l)ooks of his own,t this was a great benefaction. It is remarkable 

that the«»mly letters of his at this time which are dark and sad •are those to 
Newton. 'I’hough he e.stccmcd him ns highly as ever, many of his former illusions 
had been connected with him, and, conscious of that, Cowper always dreaded 
the lime when friendship required him to write. 

Lady Hesketh w'as to visit liim in the springcof 1788, but the conliftned iTlness 
of her father, now cighly^six years old, forced hem to put off tl]^* visit from time 
to lime. Ill one of his letters to her Cowper enclosed a poem, which he 
enlitlcvl “ llencfotflr ins ; a poem in Shenstone’s manner. Addressed to my dearest 
Co/., April 1788.” This poem he afterwards altered into the form in w'hich 
it will be found im p. ^57 of this volume. But the two last sian/as as they stood 
originafiy, bearing so entirely on his present condition, ought not to be lost. They 
ran thus ; — 

' *' These endcarfny abode, 

Dj.sjpo.siiig me oft to redect 
Hy whom incy were kindly bestowed, 

Whom here I impatient expect. 

But hush ! She a parent attends. 

Whose dial liSnd points to eleven, 

Who, oldest and dearest of friends, 

Waits only a passage to heaven. 


♦ X?y^. «787‘ • 

t “The jarring make my skull feel like a broken egg-shell. ... I have a perpetual din in my 
head, and thou^ 1 am not deaf, hear nothing arifflit. neither my own voice, nor that of others. 1 
am under a tub, iinom which tub accept niy best love.— Yours, Loify Neskgik, Sept. 

89 . >767* 

i He says in one letter that he has boug^ a Latin dictionary, anA now, perhaps, will buy more 
lauii books to make tt usemi, for that at present ht has only a Virgil. - 
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•* Tlicn willingly want her awhile. 

And, sweeping the cords of your lyre. 

The gloom of her absence begu>|b. 

As now, witlh poetical fire. 

*Tis yours, for oiie glory athirst, 
f In high-fly in^ditty to rise 
On feathers renown’d from the first . 

For bcarii^ a goose to the skies. 

The old man died*in the following June. The lead's of consolation^ which 
Cowper wrote to Lady Hesketh are very beautiful. He says in one : “ I often 
think what a joyful interview there has been between- him and some of his 
contemporaries who went before hint. The truth of the Matter is, my dear, 
that tht^ are the happpr ones, and that we shall never l)e ^ch oui^clvcs until 
w'e have joined *the party.” It* is sad after reading this to come upj/n a letter - 
to Mr. Newton, written after a visit from him in tlie following August, marked by 
the old despair. * 

The beginning of 1790 found him still renewing old acquaintances and making 
fresh ones. This time it was his mother’s relatives^^of whom he had heard nothing ' 
since his childhood. John Johnson was the gn^son of his mother’s brother, 
Roger Donne, rector of Catheld, in Norfolk. He was a Cambridge undergraduate, 
who had written a poem, and brought it to his relative for his opinidh. It j^as not 
very favoura^jle,* but the youth still rejoiced in his visit, for CoWper’s hea^ yearned 
towards him. l!e went back quite delighted, with an introduction to Lady I^kcth, 
and much Homer to transcribe. On telling his aunt, Mrs. Bodham, how Cowper 
had received him, and how warmly he had expressed his affection for her (for 
they^iad been playfellows as children), she sent hTm an affectionate letter, and 
with it a portra^ of his mother. He acknowledged the gtft in one of the most 
charming of his letters, and wrote upon it the beautiful clegy,of which we have 
already spoken. We see in Jt how the memory of the touch oW«r vanishedihand, 
of the sound of her stilled voice, almost gave him peace of mind. •Had anything 
earthly been able to do so, it would have been the memoj^ ot his mother’s love. 
But his desire was unto that which is eternal and immortal, and until this desire 
was fulfilled, evem until mortality was swallowed up of life, darkness rested upon 
his souL This poem will always testify* not only the earnestness of his love and 
the strength of his faith in God, but also the truth that— 

** Nor man, nor nature, satisfy uphom only God created.” 

* Another correspoi^dent was Clotworthy Rowley, of Stoke-by-Nj 5 ^Iand, with whom 
he had been intimate in the Temple, but whom he had not seen since. wK y 
opened ^rrespondence on the occasion of resuming half a dozen Ixjuks, #hicli 

. *C<rirpet's advice to him is worth repeating, whether sound or not : ** Rcmcnit>cr that iis 
perspicuity is always more than half the baule. The want of it is the ruin of more chnn 
half the poetry that is publi^ed. A meaning that dAes not stare in the face is as had as no 
meanmg, because nckody will take the pains to poke for jt.” 
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Qowpcr had lent hinb^j’cnty-five years before. A Mrs. King also, wife of a friend 
of his brother, introduced herj^df on the strength of that, and kindly received. 
Last, not least, Thurlow, whom Lady Ilbskcth had found means to reach, 
interested Inmself in the subscription to ftis Ilomer (Migust 1788), and they 
exchanged sort«i letters oif the relative merits of rhyme and blank versg. It is 
noticeable that Cowper, who wrote the first letter, begins “ My Lord,” and 
'J'hurlQW with **Dcar Cowper.” Hut Cowper slicks tot>his original form of 
address. 

Whilst engaged busily on Uomer, he was constantly throwing off small pieces, as 
relaxations. Amongst them were the poehis on the slave trade,* w'hich Lady 
llesketh asWd hiin\o write, lie also composed a few re^^ew articles. The poem 
on the Queen’s visit to London (p. 370) was written at Lady Ilcskcth’s request, she 
jirobjibl^^ hoping that he wouhl succeed Warton as I^oet Laureate. Hut when the 
latter died in the following year Cowper begged her not to think of it. “lie 
should never,” he said, “w'rilc anything more worth reading if he were appointed.” 
So the honour was not 'asked fciif, and Pye t was appointed. 

The Homer w'as published in the summer of 1791. His illness and long-con- 
tinued intervals of incapacity for work had occasioned the delay. Johnson took all 
cxpen.^*ifrand^paid him £1,000, the copyright remaining Cowper’s. It was pub- 
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1 1 caiuiot resist the tcinpiation uf laying a specimen of his productiuns before the reader 


“AN ODE ON HER MAJESTY* BIRTHDAY. 

* Britannia hail the blessed d.ay, • 

Yc smiling seasons sing the same, 

The birth uf A/fiuw’s Queen proclaim, 

(ireal Crw/tr's fame and regal sway. 

Yc Kcntlc tides and gales convey * 

To foreign lands, that sink with fear ; 

While victories and laurels come 
*'0 heighten joy niid love at home : 

Can Heaven greater gifts confer? 

Can more success a mon.’irch share? 

Ye songsters of the srial tribe, 

Break forth nn sweet melodious sounds ; 

Y'c flow'ery fields and fertile grounds. 

Rich treasures yield for C<rr«r’s bride. 

Vc autumns and ye winters sing. 

Due praise and hopour to our king. 

• 

Air. 

The heavens to ease a monarch's care. 
Benignly savtnCAarMfe the fair ; 

AVho adds such lustre to the crown. 

Such strong alliance, great renown. 

By royal birth and noble mind, 

As claim no wonder from mankind. 

That so much sAtrth and goodness proved 
An objc 9 t fit fisr Caror's love. 
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lished m t^vo volun^, quarto, at three guineas. I do not fesf Sompetciit to critici;^^ 
it. It seems to nie dreary and dull, but not inift-e so than other translations 
of Homer. He was cjualificd by hi^j scholarship, which Pope was not. 'I'lie 
translation, therefore, is probably as accurate as any Uanslation can he. But he 
had no Sympathy for the wars and battles. Arthur Clough’s commentary on it is, 
after all, the most exhaustive — “Where is the man who has ever read it?” His 
undertaking it at all seems to me one of the misfortunes arising from the breach 
with Lady Austen. She might have suggested something belter than the wasting 
of five years in such profitless labour. ^ * 

What next ? For botli he and his friends had learned that ^ntinual«occupalion 
was necessary to •his well-being.* Lady Ilcsketh was for another long poem, and 
proposed to him “The Mediterranean” as a subject. lie replied, truljr, that he 
did not know history enough, and that, moreover, it seemed a subject no^ for one 
poem, but for twenty. A neighbouring clcigyman, Mr. Buchanan, proposed “'I'lie 
Four Ages of Man.” He liked the idea extremely, and began upon it. He began 
also “Yardley Oak,” beepin'^ it apparently as a seft-el with which to surprise his 
friends when it was finished. But Johnson invited him to undertake an edition 
of Milton, as a match for Boydell’s Shakespeare, Cowper to write noleg and translate 
the I.Atin and Italian poems, and Fuseli to do the illustrations. Heunderioi^i this, 
and did the woi4c of translation with great pleasure, as well as success, ^llut the 


Recitativo. 

** Unions, witteheart-fclt joy, with decent mirth, 
Hail now your Queen, hail now the day of l^ih ; 
Send voicb for blessings, send wishes ii> the sky, 
For peace, long life, and numerous progeny. ^ 

• Air. 

•* See envy's self is fain to own 
Those virtues whicti adorn the throne ; 

While home-bred faction drofms her head, * 

See liberty and justice spread 
7'heir happy influence aroflnd. 

The land where plenteous stores abound. 

Of wealth and grain* where art# and science 
To every nation hid defiance. 

R B C IT ATIVO. 

Fly hence, ye gloomy cdhs. 

For you here’s no employ ; • 

Here su cctest case appears, 

With real love and joy. 

Chorus. * 

While George and Charlotte rule the land, 

Nor storms nor threats well fear, 

'I'heir names our .seas and coasts defend, 

AiM drive our foes afar ; * 

Each season, and each year, |ha11 roll 
Their fame and power fmm pole to ^le.** 
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ifotcs wcre'irksome t(^him ; oftentimes he would sit down and be unable to write 
anything, and it became clc^, after long effort, that tiie ei^agement must be 
given up. / - 

For not only was his spirit becoming darkened again, but another great sorrow 
was impending over him. Mrs. Unwin, who^ad never recovered a fall 6n some 
ice ill the winter of 1788-9, was seized with paralysis in December 1791. She 
rccovdfcd slowly as the spring came on, but the effect upon Cowper’s sinrits could 
not but be severe. 

lie had taken th% fancy tliat he heard voices speaking to him on waking in 
the morning. Soix)£times he understood them, but more often they were unintel- 
ligible. A schoolmaster at Olney, Samuel Tecd^n (whether knaVe or fool may be 
doubtful), (Ihosc uncouth compliments and heavy-witted opinions Cowper had often 
quizzed, •undertook to interpret these voices. Mrs. Unwin at first appears to have 
humoured his fancy, but as her disease grew upon her, she too fell in with the 
insanity, and now nothing was done until the voices had spoken, and Teedon had 
intcri)retcd. The balderdash all written down, and volumes were filled with it. 
No tine but themselves were made acquainted wdth these miserable proceedings. 
Sir John Throckmorton loo, on succeeding to the baronetcy, left the neighbourhood 
for hi^thc father's residence in Oxfordshire, and this must Lave been a great loss 
at such^Ttrying time, though his successor afterwards proved cquolty find to them, 
lie was Sir John's younger brother, George, but had taken the name of Courtenay.* 

^I'he Milton engagement brought Cowper one pleasure before it came to an 
endr • It was the cause of his friendship with Hadley. The latter had been engaged 
1 )y Iloydell to write a Ufe for a sumptuous edition of Milton, and the public were thus 
led to believe that Ilayley and Cowper were engaged as rivals, flayley was much 
<listrcbsed, and wrote to Cowper, hitherto a stranger to him, to assure him that he 
had no idea that the latter was so engaged, and pointing out that their two works 
^\ollld be so^diff^ent in character that they would not clash. He added the 
warmesA expressions of^cspect and admiration, and enclosed also a sonnet to him. 
( 'owper responded in a like spirit ; the correspondence thus be^n was carried oi\ 
with energy, and in May 1791 tj^yley vlvted him at Weston. But before he had 
been there long Mrs. Unwin had a second and more severe attack of paralysis, 
llayley's kindness and usefulness under this trial endeared him to Cowper for 
life; and on Mrs. Unwin's partial recovery, the two recluses, in the following July, 
rctiinuHl his visiP at lus residence at Eartham in Sussex. Cowper might we'il 
call sfrch a journey a “ tremendous exploit” for them, considering what their life 
for tfrcilfy years had been. 

No one reads Hayley's plays or poems now, but he was an amiable and remark- 
able man. His domestic life was unhappy and irregular, and some of his*Writings 

• • 

• He had, on previ^s visas to his brother, been one of the most ardent tAnscribers of Homer, 
and lus wife had been dubbed “jny^y of th# ink-bottle.'* 
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are prurient, but ^e was most unselfish and generous t/w'hrds his Tricnds ; lus 
reading was extensive, and his critical power consideAble. Gibbon visited Eartham, 
and called it a little paradise, but declared that its owner’s mind was even more 
elegant than it. Thurfow, Flaxman, Warton, all loved and admirjsd him, and 
Miss SSward poured forth admiringiyerscs upon him. * 

Cowper, who had hardly ever seen a hill in his life, was of course delighted with 
the South Downs, the wide landscape,' the sea, and the Isle of Wight. lit; could 
not write, however ; all was so strange to him. “lam like the man in the fable,” 
he said, “who could leap nowhere but at Rhodes. ’\*He gavc^ome help to llayley 
in translating “ Adam,^’ an Italian (framatic poem, a wretch^ly poqj: work, not 
worth reprinting. Poor CharlQltte Smith was staying there, writing “The Old 
Manor House.” She was wonderfully rapid, and used each evening* to read to 
them what she had written in the day. On this occasion, too, Romney,* who 
was Hayley’s dearest friend, took the portrait by which Cowper is so well known 
to us.' llic portrait by Abbot had been taken just before starting for Eartham. 

Six weeks were spent hei ' - happy wrecks ; but f^owper fiegan to pine for quiet 
Weston again. Repose and seclusion had always suited him best ; he felt them 
indispensable to him now. Mrs. Unwin’s continued infirmities, and the declining 
season of the year, concurred in making himr anxious to be gone, uiV they 
returned to* Weston in September. How he wrote to Teedon day •(j^er day, 
and week after week, we pause not to relate; it is most distressing*to read 
the letters. Newton never exercised a greater power over him than this man, 
wluf receiired all his confidences, prescribed to him what prayers to use^ancl 
how long a time to spend in them, and prognosticated his future. Cowper 
paid hkn fronT time to time much more money than he j^ould afford, even 
while, sound in all respects but one, he was making hearty fun of his 
absurdity and vanity. Mr^. Unwin, too, got worse; and h^^ho had bftn the 
object of her care so long now became her tender and attentife nurse. TJie 
poor woman became so irritable and exacting that his health, com^rt, and 
^ peace of mind were sacrificed to her fancies. She sat silent, looking into the 
fire, unable to work or to read ; undea such circumstances he had little heart to 
write. His state became more wretched and dark than ever. Small doses of 
James’ powders^ or a small quantity of laudanum taken at night, were the best 
remedies that he had found, he says. “I«seem to myself,” he wrote to Newton,* 
**to be scrambling always in the dark, among rocks *and precipices, without 
a guide, but with an enemy ever at my heels, prepared to push mee head- 
long. 'J^us I have spent twenty years, but thus I shall not spend twdflt}»years 
more. Long ere that period arrives, the grand question concerning everlasting 
weal dr woe will be decided.” Lady Hesketh might have wrought him good, 
perhaps, but shejiad faHen out of health, an(S was ordcr^ to Bath. Besides, she 

• Nov. ti, i79ar • 


Ixx 


INTRODUCTORY MMMOIR, 


knew nothing of the TStdon delusion, and was quite abroad in her thoughts of the 
doings at Weston. The schodmaster’s promises of relief within a specified period 
failed, and, as a matter of course, Cowper, who had trusted to them implicitly, 
came to the €onclusion that G(jd had finally forsaken him and cast him off. 

IJut what is so especially touching in the histoey of this sad period is tliat h^fought 
so hart! against his insanity. His letters to his friends are still playful and witty, 
and a great number of his smaller poems belong to this year, *IIe worked at Milton 
.as long as it was possible, and he studied the old commentaries on Homer, with a 
view of improving lys secon(^*e<litioii when it slmuld be called for. There are 
passages in {^is letterj^ which lead one to believe that if he had only had a fair chance 
his mind might have recovered itself. But what cli^nce was there, with Tecdon on 
one side and poor Mrs. Unwin on the other? In one of his letters he says that 
while die m writing it, she is sitting in her comer, sometimes bursting into a laugh 
* at nothing, sometimes talking nonsense, to which no one thinks of paying attention. 
And yet this was, for months, the only * 'conversation” that he had ; and she would 
not even let him road, except aldud to her. The only way by which he could gain 
any leisure was to rise at six, begin work at once, and breakfast at eleven ; and 
this he did in winter as well as in summer. In the autumn of 1793 Lord Spencer 
invitcdllfcpn to Althorpc to meet Gibbon, who was making a long stay there, and 
he was iqdlh templed to go. But the state of his spirits, as wxdl a^^frs. Unwin’s 
infirm cdhdition, unhappily compelled him to d rime the invitation. 

Towards the end of the year 1793, just after he had dropped the Miltonic 
cn^d^vanont, Lady Ilesketh cai?e to Weston. H^ley had been there a fiew w(ftks 
before ; but in April 1^94 received a message from her entreating him to come 
again, for that the unhappy patient had become mu& worse. He came at once. 

It was evidently a terrible sight to them ; Hayley’s unaffected description is most 
pathetif. The poA^ufferer would hardly cat anything, and refused all medicine, 
walking backw.'ffds and forwards incessantly in his bedroom, believing from hour 
to hour 4hat the de^il was coming to carry him away. At Thurlow’s request. 
Dr. Willis, whose success in the king’s insanity had made his yame renowned, , 
came to Weston, but found the case past Jiis skill. A letter came from Lord 
Spencer, announcing that the king granted Mr. Cowper a pension of £300 a year, 
but he was not in a condition to receive the announcement. Whilst he was worn 
out with fatigue, anguish, and fasting, Mrs. Unwin w^ould insist on his dragging 
her round the gaAcn. * She persisted too in keeping the management o& the* 
househdid, and the reckless extravagance below stairs amazed and horrified Lady 
Hcskellb^'ho, however, bravely struggled on for more than a year, vainly Jioping 
to relieve him. She then wrote to his cousin Johnson, who had been recently 
ordaine;!, urging the necessity of removal, and he came and succeeded in’ per- 
suading Cowper to cons^t to it. It was spoken of asatempyary, otherudse 
the consent would never have bcen*giv^ ; but when it came to the las: Cowper 
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felt that he should never return. lie wrote, unseen by an\ 9 q^ie, these tlincs on a 
window’shuttcr ; — t I 

. “ Farewell, dear sdenes, for ever closed to me ; 

I for what sorrows must 1 now exchange ye.** 

It was \Jic 30th of July, 1795. He saw the Ouse one® more, at Si ^feols, on his 
journey. And as he walked with^ohnson through the churchyard in the moon- 
light, he talked withocheerfulness. It was the last time that he was ever^ to do 
so. They went first to North Tuddenham, then to Mundsley, on the coast, where 
Johnson noticed that the monotonous sound of the breakers seemed to soothe him, 
and finally they settled at Dunham I^lgc, near Swhrriiarn. ^^hnson tried to coax 
him into composition or correspondence, but without availi^ l’he*only thing 
that seemed to please him was 'deing read to, and they read Richardson|s m^vels to 
him. This was evidently successful, and novel-reading was accordingly persisted 
in. Presently Johnson spoke in his hearing of some criticisms on hii/ Homer, 
and laid the volumes where he could see them. They soon found that he had 
sought out the passages, and had made some corrections in his translation in 
consequence. But Dunha. i proving inconvenient, they moved to a house in the 
little town of East Dereham in October 1796. Two months afterwards (Dec. 17) 
Mrs. Unwin was released from her sufferings. Johnson took Cowper to see her 
corpse. H(i gazed for a minute or two, then uttered some half-finisl^d Excla- 
mation of sorrow, and was led away. He regained his calmness dow^j-stairs, 
asked for a glass of wine/ and from that time never alluded to her again. She 
was buried by torchlight, that he might not know the time of the funeral. ^ 
fAs friehds hoped that Mrs. aUn win’s release fnight allow of CowpciTs re- 
storation. But^thc hope wi^ vain. The gloom which icsted upon him was 
dark as ever. Means, wise and unwise, were tried to dispel ^itt — the only one 
which at all succeeded beijig the attempt to interest him y^^his Homej. In 
September 1797 Johnson placed the revised copy open before him at the place 
where he had left it off twelve months before, and opened all pie commentaries at 
the same place. Then after talking upon other subjects to him he led up*to this. 

* After a while the Poet took up one of the books and sat down on the sofa, 
saying in a low and plaintive voice, “ f may as well do this, for I can do nothing 
else.” And from that time he continued steadily at the work. There were 
few outward signs of any alleviation of his misery, but he was always more 
composed when thus engaged ; and his l&ters to Lady Qcske^h, though appal- 
ling ih their fixed| despair, occasionally contain **dear cousin,” and ** yours 

affectionately,” both of which expressions he had quite dropped. Old Aiends 

• • • 

* *' He is wonderfully calm now, and made me give him a glass of wine the moment he got down, 
and took two pinches of snuflT, which he had not done for nearly a week.’*— A'jr/nK'/ Jrom 
John^vis letter announcing tke death. 

t One of them was the <dnndestine insertion of tifbea into his bedroom, through which mes- 
•ages were spoken, professing to be supernatural, and ii^tended to numfy the Tcedon ** voices * > 
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who camo to see though he would not speak to .them, nor appear 

to notice them, evicfcntly "^;crc of some comfort to himjl for he spoke of 
them afterwards. In March 1799 he finished with Homer. Johnson then 
put the unfinished “ Four Ages of Man "'before him. He altered a few lines, 
and added Twe or three Hut he was evidently past this. Easier subjects 

were mentioned. At length he said tliat he^liad thought of some Latin verses 
which ^ he thought he might do, and next day he wTotc Montes Glacialcs." 
The story had Ix^cn read to him at Dunham Lodge, but he had not appeared to 
take any notice. A few days afterwards he translated it into English, and the 
next day wrote “Tiie Castaway,” founded upon a story in “Anson’s Voyages,” 
which he had heard read some months Ijcfore. This was hir.last original poem. He 
still seemed to like being read to, and he listened Co Gibbon’s Miscellaneous Works 
and to his own poems, except “John Gilpin,” wdiich he forbade. Vincent 
Hourne was brought to him again, and. he translated a few more of the poems, 
os well as some Fables from Gay. This was in Jan. 1800. I'he last words wliich 
he ever wrote were a correction of a mistranslation in Homer, which Hayley in 
a letter had pointed out. Two days afterwards (Feb. 1) signs of dropsy appeared 
in his feet, and a physician was called in. On his asking him how he felt, 
“ I f(^ unutterable despair,” was the answer. The last visitor who came to 
see him yjas Rose. Cowper showed evident regret at his departure. 

The^ was a Miss Perowne, a friend of Miss Johnson, who was staying with them, 
who had more influence w'ith him than any one. She only, and she not always, 
coyi^ld persuade him to take any medicine. Mr. Johnson took courage, on one 
occasion, to speak to him of dl^ath as the delivennee from misery. H^seemfe to 
listen, but made no arniwer.' Then Johnson spoke yet more cncoi^ragingly— spoke 
of the unutterable blessedness which Gcxl has prepared for those w'ho love Him, 
and tl^erefore for He w'as quiet until the last four words, then he passionately 
entreated that go such words should be spoken more. And so the sad days passeii 
on, and no comforf^^appeared. So near was he to the eternal sunrise now, and yet 
not a nf of its light appeared to herald the day-dawn. Not an echo reached the 
dying man’s ear of the voice of the Good Shepherd who walked by his side through - 
(hat horrible valley. The ship was in tHb midst of the sea, all the waves and 
storms of despair beating and surging over it, and the Saviour was not yet visible, 
though He was w'alking on the w’atcrs. • 

Miss Perowne ^flcrcj} the sufferer a^ cordial. He refused it, saying, “WhaJ 
can it signify?” Those were his last words. Soon after^the tranquillity of 
uncon?cjousucss came on, and lasted for some hours. It was five o'clock in the 
eveniHg of St. Mark’s Day, 1800, Vhen the happy change came. Even so wc 
must all be changed, in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye. Thank God. 

“From tlmt moment,” says the relative w'ho loved him so well, “until the 
coffin was closed, the ^.xpression into wliich his count&ance Jiad settled was 
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that of calmness s^d composure, mingled as it were wilh*holy surprise.” A 
pretty fancy we may call this ; but who can doubt that it symbolized the 
simple truth ? All who had ever known him loved him ; but the love of the 
best of ,us grows cold before the might of Thine, O jnost merciful lather of us 
all. I'hy judgments are like the ^rcat deep ; but Thy righteousness standeth 
like the strong moui^ains. 


O poets ! from a maniac’s tongue, was poured the deathless singing ! 

O Christians ! at your cross of hope, a hopeless* liand wa 9 clinging ! 

O men ! this man,iin brotherhood, your weary paths bcgvjiing, • 

Groaned inly while he tauglft you peace, and died while ye were smiling^ 

And now, what time ye all may read through dimming tears his slor;^i, 

How discord on the music fell, and darkness on the glory, 

'And how, when one by one, sweet sounds and wandering lights departed, 

He bore no less a loving face because so brokfti-hcarted ; 

He shall be strong to sanctify the poet’s high vocation, 

And bow the meekest Christian down in meeker adoration : 

Nor cvftr .‘diall he be, in j praise, by wise or good forsaken ; 

Named softly, as the household name of one whom God hath taken 

Elizabkth Barrett-Brown i kc,. 

• * 

He was buried on Saturd^, May 2, in Dercham Church, in St. Edmund's 
Chapel: Mrs. Unwin is buried in the north aisle, l^dy Hesketh had a monu- 
ment erected to him, for which Hayley wrote the following inscription : — 

In Memory 

Of william COWPER, Esr^ 

Born in Hertfordshire 1731. 

Buried in this Churcji 1800. 

Ye, who with warmth the public triumph feel 
Of talents, dignified ^ sacred zeal, 

Here, to devotion’s bard devoutly just, 

4 Pay your fond tribute due to Cowper’s dust T 
England, exulting in his sj)olle.ss fame, 

Ranks with her dearest sons his favourite name 1 
Sense, fancy, wit, suffice not all to raise 
So^clear a title to afTectipn’s praise : 

His highest honours to the heart beldUg ; 

His virtues form’d th§ magic of his song. 




THE POETICAL WORKS 


«r 


WILLIAM COWPER 




EARLY POEMS. 

PUBLISHED POSTHUMOUSLY.^ 


VERSES, 

nrRlTTEN AT IN HIS 27TH YEAR, ON FINDING THE HBP^OF A SHOE 

Fortune ! I thank ifiee : gentle Goddess, thanks! 

Not that my Muse, though bashful, shall deny 
She would have thanked thee rather hadst thou cast 
A treasure in her way ; for neither meed 
Of early breakfast, to dispel the fumes 
And bowel-raking pains of emptiness, ^ 

Nor noontide feast, nor evening’s cool repast, 

Hopes she from ihis, presumptuous, — though perhaps 
The cobbler, leather-carving artist, might. 

Nathless she thanks thee, and accepts thy boon, 

U'h^tever ; not as erst the fabled cock. 

Vain-glorious fool, unknowing what he found, 

Spurned the rich gem thou gavest him. Wherefore, ah ! 

Why not on me that favour (worthier sure !) 

^onferredst thou, Goddess? Thou art blind, thou say*st: 
Enough ! thy blindnesf shall excuse the (feed. 

I^r does my Mufe no benefit exhale 
From this thy scant indulgence ; — even here. 

Hints, worthy sage Philosophy, are found. 

Illustrious hints, to moralize my song. 

This ponderous heel of perforated hide 
Com^ct, with pegs indented man]^ a row. 

Haply (for such its massy form bes])eaks) 

The weighty tread of some rude peasant clown 
Upbor^: on this supported ^ft ho stretched, 

With uncouth strides, along the furrowed glebe. 

Flattening the stubborn clod, till cruel Time, 

, (What will not cruel Time ? ) on a wry step. 

Severed the strict cohesion ; when, alas ! 

He, who could erst with even equal pace 
Pursue hf5 destined way with synmetry 
. And some proportion formed, now on^ne side. 

Curtailed and maimed, the sport ofNagrant boys, 

Cursing his frail supporter, treacherous prop ! 

With toilsome stejis, and difficult, moves on. 

Thus fares it oft with other than tljp feet 
Of hu^ible villager : the statesman thus. 

Up |he'steep road where proud#anb*ition*leads, 
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SONG. 


Aspiri(ig, first uninterrupted winds 
His brosperous way; nor fears miscarriage fouL 
While policy (prevails and friends prove true : » 
But that support soon failing, by him left 
On whom he most depended,— basely left, 
Betrayed, (\eserted, — from fiis airy height 
Headlong he falls, and through the rest of life 
Drags the dull load of disappointment on. 

, *748 • 


TRANSLATION OF PSALM CXXXVII. 


To Babylon’s proudVaters brbught, 
In bondage whew we lay. 

With tears on Sion’s Hill wc thought, 
Afln sigiied our hours away ; 
Neglected on the willows hung 
Our ii<«ekss harps, while every tongue 
Bewailed the fatal day. 

Then did the base insulting foe 
Some joyous notes demand, * 

Such as in Sion used to flow 
From Tudah’s happy band : 

A » what joyous notes have we, 

< )ur rountry spoiled, no longer free, 
Andw^ a foreign land? 

O Solyma ! if e’er thy praise 
Be silent in my song, 

an<l unpleasing be the lays, 

And artless be my tongue 1 


Thy name my fancy still employs ; 

To thee, great fountain of my joys, 
My^sweetest airs belong. 

Remember, Lord ! that hostile sound, 
When Kdom’s children cried, 

“ Razed be her turrets to the ground. 
And humbled l>e her pride!” 
Remember, Lord ! and let the foe 
The terrors of thy vengeance know. 
The vengeance they defied ! 

Thou too, great Babylon, shalt fall 
A victim to our (iod ; ^ 

Thy moiisiniiis crimes itlready call 
For heaven’s chastising rod. 

Happy who shall thy little ones 
Relentless dash against the stones, 
A«d spread their limbs abroad.'*. 


No more shall h^ess Celia’s ears 
Be flutteredevith the cries 
Of lovers drowneef in floods of tears, 
Or ifmrdered by her'*eyes ; 

No serenades to break her rest. 

Nor songs her slumbers to molest, 

With my fa, liT, la. 

The fragrant flowers that once would 
And flourish in her hair, [bloom 
Since she no longer bi;eathes perfume * 
Their odours to repair, 

Muswfade, alas ! and wither now. 

As i^lusd on any common brow, 

With my fa, la, la. 

Her lip, so winning and so meek, 

No longer has its charms ; ^ 

As well she might hf whistling sede 
To lure us to her arms; • • * » 


SONG. 

Affected o«ce, ’tis real now, 

As her forsaken gums may show, 

With my fa, la, la. 

The down that on her chin so smooth 
So lovely once appeared, 

That, too, has left her with her youth. 
Or sprouts into a beard ; 

As Adds, so green when newly sown, 
With stubble stiff are overgrown. 

With my fa, la, la.* 
*9 * 

Then, Celia, leave your apish tricks, 
And change your girlish ai&. 

For ombre, snuff, and politic^ 

Those joys that suit your years; 

No patches can lost youth rKoU, 

Nor whitewasl propii tumbling walL 
^h my ^ la, la. 




THE S\itPTOMS OF LOVE. 



THE C^TAINTY OF DEATH.* • 

t 

Mortals ! around your destined heads Thus the wreciced mariner may strive 
Thick fly the shafts of Death, Some desert shore to g^ain, 

And lo ! the savage spoiler spreads * Secure of Iffe, if he survivfw 
A thousand toils beneath. ^ The fury*of the main.* 

In vain we trifle with our fate ; But there, to famine doomed a prey, 

Try every art in vafln; Finds the mistaken wretch • 

At best we but prolong the date. He but escaped the troubled sea, 

And lengthen out our pain. To perish on tl^e beach. 

Fondly we think all danger fled, • Since then in vain we strive to guard 
For Death is ^ver nigh ; ^ Our frailty from tne foe, 

Outstrips our unavailing speed, * Lord, let me live not unprci'ip.roi-^ 

Or meets us as we fly. To meet the fatal blow 1 


OF HIMSELF. 


William was once a bashful youth ; 

His modesty was such. 

That one might say (to say the truth) 
lie rather had too much. 

Some said that.it was want of sense, 
And others want of spirit, 

(So blest a thing is impudence,) 

While others could not bear it. 

But some a different notion had, • 

And at each>pther winking,^ 

Observed, that though he little said. 

He paid it off with thinking. 

• 

Howe’er, it happened, by degrees, 

He mended and grew perter ; 

In company was more at ease. 

And dressed a little smarter; 

• 

Nay, now and then would look quite* 
As people do ; 


And sofhetimes said, or tried to say, 

A witty thing or so. 

He eyed the women, and made free 

To comment on their shapes; t' 

So that there w'as, or seemed «d be. 

No fear of a relapse. \ 

The women said, who thought him 
rough, ^ * 

But now no longer foolish, 

“The creature m^iy do well enough. 
But wants a deal of polish.” 

At length, improved^om head to heel, 
’Twere scarce too much to say,* 

No dancing l)car ws^ so^enteel, 

Or half so ^ 

Now that a miracle so strange 
’May not in vain be shown, 

Let Ae dear maid who wrought the 
change 

E’er claim him for her own. 


^ THE SYMPTOMS OF LOVE. * 


Would my Ddia know if I lov<v take 
My last thought at ni^t, and the first when I wake ; 
When my prayers and best wishes preferred for her Sake. 


Let her gws what 1 muse on, when, rambling alone^ 
1 sUide o’& the stubble each day pith my giA, 

IJjever ready to shoot till the«ov^'i£ flown. 
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LOVE POEMS^ 

s — \ 

Let her chink what odd whimsies 1 V^ve in my brain, 
When 1 read oiu page over and over again, I 
And discover arlast that I read it in vain. 

I.et her say why so fixed and fo steady my look, 
Without ever^regarding the person who s()oke, 
dtill alTecting to laugh, without blaring the joke. 

Or why when with pleasure her praises I hear • 

(That sweetest of melody sure to my ear), 

1 attend, and at once inattentive appear. 

And Id&tly, whed summoned t{» drink to my flame, 
l.et k^r guess why 1 never once mention her|ianie, 
Though herself and the woman 1 lore are the same.* 


AN APOLOGY 


FOR NOT SHOWING HER WHAT I HAD WROTE. 


Did not my Muse (what can she less?) 
J*crccive her own unworthiness, 

('ould siie by some well-chosen theme 
Jlut iiffjte to merit your esteem. 

She wo\^i not thus conceal her lays. 
Ambit iCfUs to deserve your praise. 

But should my Delia take offence, 

AqcI frown on her impertinence. 

In silence, sorrowing and forl(n*n, 
Would the despairing Jlrider mourn. 


Curse her ill-tuned, unpleasing lute. 
Then sigh and sit for ever mute. 

In secret therefore let her play, 
Squandering her idle notes away 
In secret as she chants aloi%, 

(’heerful and careless in her song ; 
Nor heeds she whether harsh or clear. 
Free from each terror, every fear, 
P'rom^that, of all most dreaded, fr«e. 
The terror of offending Thee. 

CutJiHd^ July 1752. ^ 


c 

At the same j^ace, 

DELiA,^he unkindest girl on earth. 
When 1 besought the fair, 

That favour of intrinsic worth, 

A ringlet of her hair, 

Kefimcd that instant to comply 
With my absurd request, 

For reasons she could specify, 

S«mc twenty score at least. 

TrusMjjfi, my dear, however odd 
It%ay appear to say, 

1 sought it merely to defraud 
Thy spoiler of his prey. 

Yes ! when its sister lo4cs shall fade* 
As quickly fade they must, • * 


When all their l>cauties are decayed, 
Their gloss, their colour, lost — 

^h then ! if haply toViy share 
Some slender pittance fall. 

If I but gain one single hair, 

Nor age usurp them all ; — * 

When you behold it still as sleek, 

As lovely to the ^iew, • 

As when it left thy snowy neej^,— 
That Eden where it gi«w,— , 

*rhen shall my Delia’s self declare 
That 1 professed the trutli. 

And have preserved luy little share 
In everlasting youtu. 
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AN ATTEMPT AT THE 

Did not thy reason and thy sens^ 

With iflost persuasive eloquence. 
Convince me that obedience due 
None may so justly claim as you, 

By right of beauty you would be 
Mistress o*er my heart and me. 

Then fear not I should e'er rebel, 

My gentle love !, I mi^t as well 
A froward peevishness put on. 

And quarrel with the mid-day sun ; 


MANNER OF WALLER. 

Or question who gave h^m f right 
To ^ so hery and so bright. 

Nay, this were less absurd and vjim 
Than disobedience to thy reign; 

His beams are often too severe ; 

But thoq«art mild^as thou art fair; 
First from necessity we own your sway, 
Then scorn our freAom, aifd by choice 
obey. 

Drayton^ March 1753. 


A SONG. 


The sparkling eye, the mantling cheek, 
The polished front, the sn<iwy neck. 
How seldom we behold in one 1 
Glossy look^, and brow serene, 

Venus' smiles, Diana’s mien. 

All meet in you, and you alone. 

Beauty like other powers maintains 
Her empire, aVl by union reigns ; 

Each single feature faintly warms : 


But where at once we view displayed 
Unblemished grace, the perfect maid 
Our eyes, our cars, our heart *\tnn5r 

So when on ejirth the gotl of 
Obliquely sheds his tempered r^, 
Through convex orbs the beams 
tyinsmit, ^ t 

The beams that gently warmed before. 
Collected, gently warm no more. 

But glow with more prevailing heat. 


A SONG. 


On the green mvgin of the brook 
Despairing Phyllida reclined, • 
Whilst every sigh and every look 
Declared the anguish of her mind. 

Am I fess lovely then? (she cries, 

• And in the waves her form surveyed ;) 
Oh yes, I see my l^guid eyes, 

My failed cheek, my colour fled : 
These eyes no more like lightning pierced, 
These cheeks grew pale, when Damon 
• first 

Hts Phyllida betrayed. 

The rose he insfiis bosom wore, 

How oft up^ my breast was seen ! 


And when I kissed the drooping flower. 

* ^ehold,' he cried, ‘ it blooms again 1 ’ 
The wreaths that liound my braided 
hair, 

Himself next day was proud to wear 
* At church, or on ^e green.” 

While thus sad Phyllida lament^? 

Chance brought unlucky Thyreis on ; 
Unwillingly the nymph consemhJi 
But Damon first the cheat begun. 
She wiped the fallen tears away, 

TJien sighed and blushed, as who 
should fay, 

•^Ahl Thyrsis, I am won.” 
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AN ODE. 

. — L 


UPON A VENERABLE RIVAL. 


Full thirty fra;ts since thoif wert young 
E-fave chilled the withered grove, 

Thou wretch ! and hast thou lived so long, 
Noi'yet forgot to love I 

Ye Sages ! spite of your prete;xces 
To wisdom, you nfiist own • 

Your fully h'equenll:’ commences 
When you acknowledge none. 

Not that 1 deem it weak to love, 

Or foliy to admire ; 

But ah ! the pangs we lovers prove 
Far other years require. 


Unheeded on the youthful brow; 

1 ne beams of Phoebus play ; 

But unsupported Age stoops low 
Beneath the sultry ray. 

For once, then, if untutored youth, 

• Youth unapproved by years. 

May chance to ^eviate into truth. 
When your experience errs ; 

For once attempt not to despise 
What I esteem a rule : 

Who early loves, though young, is wise,' 
Who old, though grey, a fool. 


AN ODE 


OK RBADIMG MR. RICKARDRON'S HISTORY OF SIR CHARLES GRANDISOK, 


Say, ye apostate and profane, 
WK^hes who blush not to disdain 
Allegiance to your God, * 

Did e’er your idly-wa^ed love 
Of virtue for her sake remove 
And lift you from the crowd ? 
• •• 


Would you thence of glory run ? 
Know, the devout,^nd they alone^ 
Are equal to the t^k : 

The labours of the illustrious course 
Far other than the unaided force 
Of human vigour ask« • 


To arm against repeated ill 
The patient heart, loo brave to Eleel 
^The tortures %f deS^mir; 

Nor sjjfbr yet high-crested Pride, 
When ^alth flows in with every 
Wgain admittance there. • 


To rescue from the tyranPs sword 
The oppressed ; — tmseen and uniaa- 
plored, • ^ ^ 

To cheer the face of woe ; • 


From lawless insult to defend 
An orphan’s right, a fallen friend, 
i^nd a forgiven foe ; — • •* . 

These, tliese distinguish^rom the crowd. 
And these alone, the great and good. 
The guardians of mankind ; 

Whose busoms with these virtues heave, 
Ob, with what matchless speed they 
leave 

The multitude behind! 

• 

Vhen ask ye, from what cause on earth 
Virtues like these derive their birth? 

Derived from Heaven alope, 

Full on that favoured breast shine. 
Where Faith and Resignation join 
To call the blemii^ down. * 

• 

Such is that heart but while the Muse 
Thy theme, O Richardson, pursues. 

Her feebler spirits faint ; 

She cannot reaq)!, and would not wrong. 
That subject for an aqfel’s soi^. 

The hero^ and the ^giiit! 



JipVB POBltS. 


IN A LETTER TO C. P,, ESQ.' 

I ILL WITH THB RHBUliATISM* 

Grant me the M^use, ye gods I whose humble flight 
Seeks not the moimtain-top’s pernicious height \ • 

Who can the tall ramassian cliff forsake, 

To visit oft the still Lethean lake ; 

Now^er slow pinions brush the sUent shore, 

Now gently skim the unwrinkled waters o’er, 

There dips her downy plumes, thence upward flies^ 
And she^ soft slumbers on her votAiy’s eyes. 

IN A LETTER TO THE SAME. 

IN IMITATION OP SHAKBSPBARB. 

Trust me, the meed of praise, dealt thriftily 
From the nice scale of jud^ent, honours more 
Than does the lavish and aerbeariflg tide 
Of profuse courtesy. Not all the gems 
Of India’s richest soil at random spread 
O’er the gay vesture of some glittering dame. 

Give such alluring vantage to the person. 

As the scant lustre of a f^, with choice 
And comely guise of ornament disposed. 


This evening, y^elia, you and J 
Have managed most delightfully. 

For with a frown we parted ; 
Having contrived some trifle that 
We both may be much troubled at, 
And sadly disconcerted. 

Yet well as each performed their part, 
* We might perceife it was but art ; 
And that we both intended 
To sacrifice a little ease ; 

For all such petty flaws as these 
Are m&de but to be mended. 


You knew, dissembler I all the while, 
How sweet it was to reconcile 
After this heavy pdt ; 

That we should ^iffly this allaf 
When next we met,^nid laugh away 
The care we nev^ felt. 

Happy ! when we but seek to endure 
A little pain, then find a cure 
B})*double joy requited ; 

For friendship, like a severed bone. 
Improves and gains a stronger tone 
• When aptly reunited. 


WRITTEN IN A (QUARREL 

(the delivery op IT PREVENTED BY A EECONaUATIOM.) 


Think, Delia, with what cruel haste 
Our fleeting pleasure%move. 

Nor heedless thuf.in sorrow waste 
The luomeo^ to love ; 


Be wise, my fair, and gently treat 
^Tbese few that are ouc friends ; 
Thipk, 1]ius abused, what sad regret 
* T^eir speedy flight attends 1 


s 


LOVE POEAfi 

— i 


Jfrure in those eyes nSve so well, 
And wished so long to seejl 
Anger I thought could never dwell, 
Or anger aimed at me. 

No bold oHen^ of mine I knew 
Should e’er provoke your hate ; 
And, early taught to think you true, 
StiU hoped a gentler fate. 


With R'ndness bless^he present hour, 
Or oh ! we meet m vain ! 

What can we do in absence more 
Than suffer and complain? 

!Fated to ills beyond redress, 

We must endure our woe ; • 

The days allowed us to possess, 

’Tis madness t« forego. 


See where the Tlrimes, iJkf purest 
stre.am 

That wavers to th5*‘noon-day beam, 
Diyides^the vale below ; 

Wlfile like a vein of liquid ore 
His waues enrich the happy shore, 

Still sbining as they flow ! 

Nor yet, my Delia, to the main 
Runs the sweet tide without a stain. 
Unsullied as it seems ; 

The nym])hs of many a sable flood 
D^o rm with streaks of oozy mud 
bosom of the Thames. 

Some i^ rivulets, tliat feed 
And sickle every noisome weed, 

A sandy bottom boast ; 

PJfir ever bright, for ever clear, 
The^rirtiiig shallow rills appear 

In their own channel lost. 

• 

Thus fares it with the human soul. 
Where copious floods of passion roll, 
By^enuine lovivupplied ; 


Fair in itself the current shows, 

But ah ! a thousand anxious woes 
Pollute the ncble tide*. 

These are emotions known to few ; 

For where at most a vapoury dew 
Surrounds the tranquil heart. 

There as the triflers never prove 
The glad excess of real love, 

They never prove the smart. 

Oh then, my life, at last relent 1 
Though cruel the repn^ach I sent. 

My sorrow was unfeigned : 

Your passion, had 1 loved you not, 

You might have scornedf renounced, 
forgot. 

And 1 had ne er complained. 

While you indulge a groundless fear, 
The imaginary woes you bedr • 

Are ryl woes to me y 
But thou art kind, and good thou art, 
Nor wilt, by wronging diine own heart, 
Unjustly«pimish me. 


How l^st the youth whom Fate ordains 
A kind relief from all his pains. 

In some admired fair; 

Whose tenderest wishes find expressed 
Their own resemblance in her breast, 
Exactly copied there I 

What good soe’er the gods dispense, • 
Tim enjoyment ofits influence 
Stjl|[ on her love depends; 

Her Jove, the shield that guards his 
• ^eart, • 

Or wards the blow, or blunts the dart 
That peevish Fortune sends. 

Thus, Delia, while thy^ove enduresf 
Tlie flame my happy breast securer 
From Fortune’s fickle power ; * 


Change as she list, she may increase, 
But not abate my happiness, 

Confirmed by thcei>cfore. 

Thus while I share her smiles with thee, 
Welcome, my love, shall ever be 
^ The favours she bestows ; 

Vet noton those 1 found my bliss, 

But in the noble ecstasies 
The faithful bosom knows. 

And when she prunes her wings for 
flight, 

And flutters nimbly from my sight, 
Contented I resign 
W^hate’er she gave ; thy love alone 
I can securely call m^own. 

Happy wluUe that is tgine. 
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AN EPISTLE TO ROBERT LLOYD, ESQ. 


’Tis not that I design to rob • 

Thee o&thy birthright, gentle Bob,^ 

For thou art bom sole heir and single 
Of dear Mat Prioris easy jingle ; 

Nor that 1 mean, while thus 1 knit 
My threadbare sentiments together, 

To show my genius or my wit, 

When God and you know I hav^ 
neither ; • 

Or such, as might be better sho\m 
By letting poetiy alone. 

’Tis not witli either of these views 
That I presume to address the Muse: 
But to divert a fierce banditti 
(Sworn foes to every thing that’s witty). 
That, with a black infernal train, 

Make cruel inroads in my b»'ain. 

And daily threaten to drive thence 
My little garrison of sense : 

The fierce banditti which I mean, 

Are gloomy*thoughts led on by Spleen. 
Then there’s another reason yet. 

Which is, that I may fairly quit 
The debt which justly became due 
The^ttiomont when 1 heard from jou : 
And you miglil mmble, crony mine, 

If paid in any oiTicr coin ; • 

Since twenty sheets of lead, God knows, 
(I would say twenty sheets of prose,) 
Can ne'er be deemed worth naif so much 
As one of gold, and yours was such. 
Thus the preliminaries settled, 

I fairly find myself pitch-kettled ; 

’ And cannot see, though few see better. 
How I shall hammer out a letter. • 
First, for a thought — since all agree — 
A thought — I have it — let me see — 

’Tis gond again — plague on’t ! I thought 
I had it— but I have it not 
DamoGurton thus, and Hodge her son. 
That useful thing. Her needle, gone. 
Rake wAl the cinders, sweep the floor, 
And sift’ the dust behind the door; 
While eager Hodge beholds the prize 
In old grimalkin's glaring eyes ; 

And Gammer finds it oft her knees 
In every shining Itraw she sees. 

This si^e wore apt enough, 


But I’ve another, critic-proof^ 

The virtuoso thus at noo.*, 

Broiling beneath a July sun. 

The gilded butterfly pursues 
O’er hedge and ditch, through ga^s and 
mews, 

And after^many a vain essay 
To captifate the tenipting prey, 

Gives him at length.vhc lucky pat, 

And has him safe beneath his nat : 
Then lifts it gently from the ,^€xtind«; 
But ah I 'tis lost as soon as found ; 
Culprit his liberty regains ; • 

Flits out of sight and mocks his pains. 
The sense was dark, 'twas therefore fit 
With simile to iflustrate it; 

But as too much obscures the sight, 

As often as too little light. 

We have our similes cut short. 

For matters of more grave impor 
That Matthew's numbers run with case 
Each man of common sense agfaes ; 

All men of common sense allow, 

That Robert’s lines are easy too ; ^ 

Where Aen the preference sha+i wc 
place, 

Or how do justice in this case? 
“Matthew,” says Fame, “with endless 
pains 

Smoothed and renned the nfhar.cst 
strains, ^ 

Nor suffered on^ illichosen rhyme 
To escape him at the idlest timi; 

And thus o’er all a lustre cast. 

That, while the language lives sliall 
last.” 

“An't please your ladyship,” quoth I, 
(For ’ti.s my business to reply, ) 

Sure so muchjabow, so mu^ toil. 
Bespeak at least a stubborn soil. • 
Theirs be the laurel-wreath dcci^d, 
Wkoboth write well and write fuB speed ; 
Who throw their Helicon about 
As freely as a conduit spout ! 

Friend Robert, thus like chim sfovattt^ 
I.At8 &11 a poegi en passanty 
Nos nce^s nis genuine ore refine ; ^ 
*’Tis ready polished from the mine.” 


10 


OJV^ THE MARRIAGE A FRIENDf 

* V 

ODE, SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN ON* THE 
MARRIAGE OK A FRIEND. 

Thou maac lyre^ whose fascinating sound 
• Seduced the savage monstcrs/rom their cave. 

Drew rocks and trees, and forms uncouth around, 

And bade wild Hebrus hush his listening ^ave; 

No more thy undulating warblings flow 
O'er Thracian wilds of everlasting snow ! 

Awalle to swebter sounds, t^pu magic lyre, ' 
i^d paint a lover’s bliss — a lovers pain 
Far nobler triumphs now thy not^ inspire. 

For see, Euryciice attends thy strain ; 

Her smile, a prize beyond the conjurer’s aim, 

Superior to the cancelled breath of fame. 

From her sweet brow to chase the gloom of care, 

To check the tear that dims the beaming eye, 

To bid her heart the rising sigh forbear. 

And flush her orient cheek with brighter joy, 

In that dear breast soft sympathy to move, , 

And touch the springs of rapture and of love. 

Ah me I how long bewildered and astray, 

Lost and benighted, did my footsteps rove, 

Till sent by Heaven to cheer my pathless way, 

A star arose— the radiant star of love. 

The God propitious joined our willing hands, 

And Hymen wreathed us in his ros 3 ^bands. 

Yet not the beaming e^e, or placid brow, 
f)r golden tresses, hid the subtle dart ; 

Totharms superior far than those I bdW, 

«k 4^d nobler worth enslaves my vanquished heart ; 
Th^ be^ty, elegance, and grace combined, 

Which beam transcendent from that angel mind. 

While vulgar passions, metf ors of a day, 

Expire before tHb chilling blasts of age, 

Oor holy flame with pure and steady ray. 

Its glooms shall brighten, and its pangs assuage; 

By Virtue (sacred vestal) fed, shall siiine. 

Ami wsetm our fainting souls with energy divine. 


ON HER endeavouring to conceal HER GRIEF ATPAATING. 

Ah ! wherefore should my weeping maid suppress 
Those^entle signs t>f undissembTed woe b 
When from sof^lov^ proceeds the deep distress. 

Ah 1 why fomd the sfUling tears to flow? 



^VE POEMS. ,.it 


Sinfe for my sakJ each dear translucest drop^ • 
Breaks forth, best witness of thy tiShh sincere. 

My lips should drink the precious mixture up. 

And, ere it falls, receive the trembling tear. 

« 

Trust me, these syn^ptoms of thy faithful heart 
In absence shall my dearest hopes sustain ; 

Delia since such thy sorrow that we part. 

Such when we meet thy joy shall be again. 

Hard is that heart and unsubdued by love 
That feels no pain, nor ever heaver a sigh ; > 

; Such hearts the fiercest^ passions only proven 
jOr fretze in col^ insensibility. 

Oh ! then indulge thy grief, nor fear to tell 
The gentle source from whence thy sorrows flow ; 

Nor think it weakness when we love to feci, 

Nor think it weakness what we feel to show. 


Bid adieu, my sad heart, bid adieu to thy peace I 
Thy pleasure is past, and thv sorrows increase ; 

See tne shadows of evening how far they extend. 

And a long night is coming, that never may end ; 

For the sun is now set that enlivened the scene, 

And an age must be past ere it rises again. 

Already deprived of its splendour and heat, 

I feel tnee more slowly, more heavily beat ; 
perhaps overstraifled with the quick pulse of pleasure, 
^Thou art glad «f this respite to beat at thv leisure ; 
But the sigh of distress shall now weary tnee more 
Than the nutter and tumult of passion before. . ^ 

• 5 ' 

The heart of a lover is never at rest, ^ 

With joy overwhelmed, or with sorrow oppressaT; 
When Delia is near, all is. ecstasy the^ * 

And I even forget 1 must lose her again : 

When absent, as wretdjed as happy before. 
Despairing I cry, ** I shall see hdr no more 1 ’* 
Ber^amsUad. 


WRITTEN AFTER LEAVING HER AT NfW fURNS. 


How quick the change from joy to woe I 
How chequered is our lot below 1 
Seldom we view the prospect &ir. 

Dark qlouds of sorrow, pain, and care 
(Some pleasing intervals between, . 
Scowl over more than half the scene. 
Last week with Delia, gentle maid, 

Far hence in happier fields I strayed, 


While on her dear enchanting toi^e 
Sofi sounds of grateful welcome hung, 
For absence baid withheld It long. ^ • 

“Welcome, my long-lost love,” she ' 
said, . 

“E*er srnoe our adverse fates decreed 
Tha^ we^must part, and I must mourn 
•TiH once more blessed by thy return. 
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on *whose inffuence I relied 
For sdl the transports I enjoyed, 

Has played the cruel tyrant's part 
And turned tormentor to my heart. 
But let ms hold thee to my breast, 
Dear parlnei^of my joy and rest, 

And not a pain, and not a fear 
Or anxious doubt, shall enter there.” 
Hap'Jjy, thought I, the favoured youth. 
Blessed with such undissembled truth ! 
Five suns successive rose anc} set, 

And saw no monarch in his 5>iate, 
Wrapped *in the blaze of majesty, 

So free from every care as I. 

Next d^y the scene was overcast ; 

Such d^y till then I never pa.ssed. 

For on that day,— relentjess fate ! — 

At BerkhamsUad? , 


and I must separate. 

Yet ere we looked our last farewell. 
From her dear lips this comfort fell : 

" Fear not that time, where’er we rove, 
• Or absence, shall abate my love.” 

Ai^ can I doubt, my charming maid, 
As unsincere what you have said ? 
Banished from t{iee to what I hate, 
Dull neighbours and insipid chat. 

No joy to cheer me, none in view, 

But the dear hope of meeting you ; 
•And that through passion’s optic scene, 
With ages intqrposed between ; 

Blessed with tl5e kind support you give, 
*Tis by your promised truth I live ; 

I low deep my woes, how fierce my 
flame. 

You best may tell who feel the same. 



R. S. S. • 


All- WORSHIPPED Gold ! thou mighty mystery! 
Say by what name shall I address thee rather, 

Our blessing, or our bane? Without thy aid. 

The generous pangs of pity but distress 
The human li^art, that fain would feel the ))liss 
Of blessing others ; and, enslav^ by thee. 

Far from relieving woes which others feel. 

Misers oppress themselves. Our blessing then 
With virtue when possessed ; without, our bane, 
fl^n my bosom unperceived there lurk 

deep-sown seeds of avarice or ambition, 

B^me me, ye great ones (for I scorn your censure), 
But let the generous and the good commend me 
That to my Delia I direct them all. 

The worthiest object of a virtuous love. 

Oh ! to some distant scene, a willing exile 
From the wild uproar of this busy world, 

Were it my fate with Delia to retire ; 

With her to wander tlfrough the sylvan shade, 

Bach fhom, or o’er the moss-imbrowned turf. 
Where, blessed as the prime parents of mankind 
In their own Eden, we would envy none ; 

But, greatly pitying whom the w^orld calls happy. 
Gently spin out the silken thread of life ; 

While from her Ups attentive I receive 
The tenderest dictates of the purest flame^ 

And frAn her eyes^ (where toU complacent sits • 
niumined with the* radiant beams of sense) 
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Tranquillity beyo^^ a monarch's reach. 

For^ve me, Hea'fren, this only avarice^ 

My soul indulges ; I confess the crime 

(If to esteem, to covet such perfection 

lie criminal). Oh, grani; me Delia ! grant me wealth ! 

Wealth to alleviate, pot increase my wants ; 

And grant me virtue, without which nor wealth 
Nor Delia can avail to make me blessed. 

WRITTEN IN A FIT OF IIXNESS > 

,, k.' S. S. 

• 

In these sad hours, a prey to ceaseless pain, 

While feverish pulses leap in every vein. 

When each faint breath tne last short effort seems 
Of life just parting from my feeble limbs ; 

I How wild soe'er my wandering thoughts may be. 

Sti ll, gentle D elia, still they turn on ^hee ! • 

At lengtTiTi, ^inbi^ing to a short repose, 

A sweet obli\ lon frees me from my woes. 

Thy form appears, thy footsteps 1 pursue 
Through springy vales, and meadows washed in dew ; 
Thy arm supports me to the fountain's brink. 

Where by some secret power forbid to drink. 

Gasping with thirst, I view the tempting flood 
That flies my touch, or thickens into mud ; 

Till thine own hand immerged the goblet dips. 

And bears it strean:1n^ to my burning lips. 

Vhere borne alof^ on Fancy’s wing we fly, , 

Like souls embodied to their native sky ; 

Now every rock, each mountain, disappears ; 

And the round earth an even surface wears ; 

When lo! the force of some resistless weight 
Bears me straight down from that pernicious heigtfF; 
Parting, in vain our struggling arms we close { 

Abhorred forms, dire phantoms interpose ; 

Willh trembling voice on ^hy loVed name I call ; 

And gulfs yawn ready to receive my fall. 

From these fallacious visions of distress 
I wake ; nor are my real sorrows less, 
ffhy absence, Delia, heightens every ill, 

[\nd gives e’en trivial pains the power to kill. * 

Dh ! wert thou near me ; yet that wish forbear ! 

’Twere vain, my love, — 'twerc vain to wish thee near ; 
Thy tender heart would heave wfth anguish too. 

And by partaking, but increase my woe. 

Alone I’ll grieve, till gloomy sorrow past. 

Health, like the cheerful day-spging, comes at last, — 
Comes fraught with bliss to banish every paifl, 
l^op^ joy, and peace, and Delia In hdi: train ! 


TO DELIA, 


U 
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TO DELIA. 

Me to whatever state the gods assign. 

Believe, my love, whateveij state be mine, 

Ne'er shall my breast one anxious sorrow know, 
Ne’er shall my heart confess a real woe, 

If to thy share Heaven’s choicest blessings fall, 
As thou hast virtue to deserve them all. • 
Yet vain, alas ! that idle hope would be 
That builds on happiness remote from thee. 

Oh !» may thy .charms, whate’er our fate decrees, 
Please, as they must, but lef them only please — 
Not like the sun with equal influence shind/ 

Nor warm with transport any heart but mine. 

Ye who from wealth the ill-grounded title boast 
To claim whatever beauty charms you most ; 

Ye sons of fortune, who consult alone 
Her parents’ will, regardless of her own. 

Know that a love like ours, a generous dame. 

No wealth can purchase, and no power reclaim. 
The soul’s affection can be only given 
Free, unextorted, as the grace of f leaven. 

Is there whose faithful bosom can endure 
Pangs fierce as mine, nor ever hope a cure ? 

Who sighs in absence of the dear-loved maid. 
Nor summons once Indifference to his aid ? 

Who can, like me, the nice resentment prove, 
The thousand^sofl disquietudes of love ; 

The trivial stnfes that cause a real i>ain ; 

The val bliss when reconciled agaig ? 

Let him alone dispute the real prize, 

read his sentence in my Delia’s eyes ; 

I^Kre shall he read all gentleness and^ruth. 

But not himself, the dear distinguished youth ; 

for him perhaps they may express — 

Pity, tllat will but heighten his distress. 

But, wretched rival 1 he must sigh to see 
The spiightlier rays of love^directed all to me. 

And thou, deal* Antidote of every pain 
Which fortune can inflict, or love ordain. 

Since early love has taught thee to despise 
What the world's wortUess votaries only prize, 
B^liev^ my love I no less the generous god 
Rules in my brent, his ever blest abode ; 

TJere has he driven each gross desire away. 
Directing every wish and every thought to thee 
Then can I ever leave my Delia's arms, 

A slave, devoted to inferior diarms? 

Can e cr my soul hei^reason so disgrace ? 

For whit blest minister of heavenly race * 
Would quit thtt hdivcnito find a happier place 7 
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Hove, like the sl.ort-lived ray that gl^ms awhfle 
Through wintiy skies, upon the frozen waste, 

I Cheers e^en the &ce of Misery to a smile ; 

But soon the momentary pleasure’s past. 

How oft, my Delia, since our last farewell 
(Years that have rolled since that distressful hour), 

Grieved I have said, when most our hopes prevail. 
Our promised happiness is least secure. 

Oft I have thought the scene of troubles closed, 

And hoped once mors to gaze upon your charms ; 

As oft s< me dire mischance has intcr()osed, 

’And snatched the expected blessing from my aims 

The seaman thus, his shattered vessel lost. 

Still vainly strives to shun the threatening death ; 

And while he thinks to gain the friendly coast, 

And drops his feet, and feels the sands beneath, 

Borne by the wave steep-sloping from the shore. 
Back to the inclement deep, again he beats 

The surge aside, and seems to tread secure ; 

And now the refluent wave his baffled toil defeats. 

Had you, my love, forbade me to pursue 
My fond attempt ; disdainfully retired, 

And with proud scorn compelled me to subdue 
The ill-fated passion by yourself inspired ; 

•-.JTien haply to some distant spot removed, , 
Hopeless to gain, unwilling to molest ' 

With fond entreaties whom 1 dearly loved, 

Despair or absence had redeemed my rest. 

But now, sole partner in my Deliak heart, 

Yet doomed far off in exile to complain, 

£t6mal absence cannot ease my smart, 

And Hope subsists but to pjolong my pain. 

Oh then, kind Heaven, be this my latest breath 1 
Here end my life, or make it worth my care ; 

Absence from whom we love is worse than death. 
And frustrate hope severer than despair. 


ON THE DEATH OF SIR W. RUSSEIX. 

Doomed, as I am, in solitude to waste 
The present moments, and lemt the past ; 
-Deprived of every joy I valued mos^ ■» 

My fnend tom me,'»and’iDy ibistrett lost. 
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CsA not this gloom 1 wear, tHiianxioos mien. 
The dull e^ect of humour, or ot]spleen ! ' 

Still, still I mourn, with each returning day, 

Him snatched by fate in early youth away, 

And her, through tediou^ years of doubt and pain, 
Fixed in her choice, and faithful, but in vain ! 

O prone to pity, generous, and sincere^ 

“Whose eye ne’er yet refused the wretch a tear; 
Whose heart the real claim of friendship lAiows, 
Nor thinks a lover’s are but fancied woes ; 

See me— ere yet my destined course half done, 
Cjftt forth it-wanderer on a world unknown ! 

t ee me neglected on the iXrorld’s rude coast, 
ach dear companion of my vo^vage lost? ^ 
Nor ask why clouds of sorrow shade my brow, 
And ready tears wait only leave to flow ! 

Why all that soothes a heart from anguish free, 
All that delights the happy — palls with me ! 


TlIE.FIFTIl SATIRE OF THE FIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 


A HVMOROUS UBSCRIPTION OP TUB AUTHOR’S JOURNEY FROM ROME TO DRUNDUSIUM. 


*I WAS a long journey lay before us, 
>v^hen 1 and honest Heliodorps, 

Who far in point of rhetoric 
Surpasses every living Greek, 

Each leaving our respective home, 
Together sallied ^rth from Rome. 

Fiijt at AriciaV;*e alight, 

And there refr^h and pass the night, 
Our entertaining rather coarse 
Tlian <.»umptuous,* but I’ve met with 
worse. 

Thence o’er the causeway soft and fliir 
To Appii Forum we repair. • 

But as this road is well supplied 
(Temptation strong !) on either side 
With inns commodious, snug, and warm, 
We split the jourtiey, ftnd perform 
In two days’ time what’s often done 
By brisker travellers in one. 
«HeK*^ther choosing not to sup * 
Than with bad water mix my cup, 

After a warm debate in spite 

Of a provoking appetite, « 

1 sturdily resolve at lasf 

To balk it, and pronounce a flist, * • 


And in a moody humour wait, 

While my less dainty comrades bait. 

Ntfw o’er the spangled heVnisphere 
Diffusely the starry traii/appear, 

When there arose a desperate brawl ; 
The slaves and bargemen, one and all, 
Rending their throats (have mercy on 
us!) 

As if they were resolved to stun us. 
“Steer the barge this way to the shore! 
I tell you we’ll admit no more ! 

, Plague! will you ne^er be content?” ' 
Thus a whole hour at least is spent. 
While they receive the several fares. 
And kick the mule into his g^ars. 
Happy, these difficulties past. 

Could we have fallen asleep at last ! • 
But, what with diuraming, cibaking, 
biting, • 

Gnals, frogs, and all their plagues 
uniting. 

These tuneful natives of the lake 
Conspired to Imp as broad awake. 
Besides, to make thewconceit full, 

Two maudlin wight^ meeding dull, 
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The bargeman and | passenger, 

Each in his turn, essayed an air | 

In honour of his absent fair. 

At length the passenger, oppressed 
.With wine, left off, and snored the rest. 
The weanr bargeman too gave o*er, « 
And heanng his companion snore, 

^ Seized the occasion, nxed the baige, 
i^Tunied out his mule to^raze at large, 
*And slept forgetful of his charge. 

And now the sun o’er eastern hill 
Discovered that our barge stood still ; ^ 
When one, whose anger vexed him sore,* 
With malice fraught, leaps quick on 
shore, 

^ Plucks up a stake, with many a thwack 
Assails the mule and driver’s back. 

- Then slowly moving on with pain, 

At ten Feronia’s stream we gain. 

And in her pure and glassy wave 
Our hands and faces gladly 1 vc. 
Climbing three miles, fair Anxur’s height 
We reacTk, with stony quarries white. 

Wiiile here, as was agreed, we wait. 
Till, charged avith business of the state, 
Maecenas and Cocceius come 
(The messengers of peace) from Rome, 
My eyes, by watery humours blear 
And sore, I with black balsam smear. 

At len^h Ihev i oin us, and with ftem 
Our worthy friend Fonteius cam# ; 

A man of such complete desert, 

Antony loved him at his heart. 

At Fundi we refused to bait, • 

And laughed at vain Aufidius* state, 

A praetor now, a scribe before, 

* The purple-bordered robe he u'ore. 

His slave the smoking censer bore. 
Il'ired, at Muraena’^we repose, 

At Formia sup at Capito’s. 

With smiles the rising mom we greet, 
At Sinuess|i pleased to meet 
With Plotius, Varius, and the bard 
Whom Mantua first with wonder heard. 
The wctld no purer spirits knows. 

For none tjiy heart more warmly glows. 
Oh ! what.embraces we bestows, 

And with what joy our breasts o’erflowed I 
Sure while my sense is sound and dear, 

. Long as I live, I shall prefer 
f A gay, good-naturedf easf friend, 

To every blessing Heaven can send. 
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At a small villa^ the nexfr night, 
Near the A^Iturnus, we alight ; * 

Where^ as employed on state affairs, 

We were supplied by the purveyors • 
Frankly at once, and without 
With food for man and hoase, and fire. 
Capua next day betimes w'e reach, 
Where Virgil and myself, who each 
Laboured with different maladies, • 

His such a stomach, mine such eyes. 

As would not bear strong exercise. 

In drowsy»\nood to^leep resort ; * 
Maecenas to the tennji-court. • 

Next at Cocceius* farm we’re treated, 
Above the Caudian tavern seated ; 

His kind and hospitable board 
With choice of wholesome fcfbd vas 
stored. 

Now, O ye Nine, inspire my lays! 
To nobleyr themes' my fancy raise I 
Two coml>atants, who scorn to yield 
The noisy, tongue-diSputed held, 
Sarmentus and Cicirrus, claim 
A poet’s tribute to their fame ; • 

Cicirrus of true Oscian breed, ^ 
Sarmentus, who was never fre A ^ 

But ran away. We won’t defaihe him ; 
His lady lives, and still may claim him. 
Thus dign^ied, in harder fray • • 

These champions their keen wit display. 
And first Sarmentus led the way. 

“Thy locks,” quoth he>/‘so rough and 
coarse, ^ 

Look like the mane ofwme wild hoase.*' 
We laugh : Cicirrus .unj^niayed, 
“Have at you!” crielTand shakes his 
head. * * • 

“’Tis well,” Sarmentus says, “you’ve 
lost 

That lYorii your forehead once could 
boast ; 

Since maimed and mangled as you are, 
Wou seem to butt. ” ' A hideous scar 
Improved (’tis trufc) wWi double gra^e 
The native horrors of his face. 

Well : after much jocosely said 
Of bis grim front, so hery red, 

(For carbuncles had blotched it o’er. 

As usual on Campania’s shore,) 

“Giye us,” he cried, “since you’re .so 
big, • 

A saiftple t>f the Cyclops’ jig 1 
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'V'our shs^nks mcthiiks no buskins ask» 
Nor does ^our ph4 require a mask.*’ 
lb this Cicirriis : “ In return 
. or you, sir, now 1 fain would learn. 
When ’twas, no longer deemed a slave, 
Your chkins^you to the Lares gave. 

I'or though a scrivener’s right you claim, 
Your lady’s title is the same. 

But what could make you run away. 
Since, pigmy as you are, each day 
A single pound of bread would quite 
O’erpower your pimy appetite?” 

Thus joked the^ champions, while we 
laughcrh 

And many a cheerful bumper quaffed. 

'lb Beneventum next we steer ; 

Where our good host by over care 
In roasting thrushes lean as mice 
Had almost fallen a sacrifice. 

The kitchen soon was all on fire. 

And to the roof the flames aspire. 
There might you see each man and 
master 

Striving, amidst this sad disaster, 
save the supper. Then they came 
Witiic4^eed enough to qucncli the flame. 
Kroi'n Felice we first at distance see 
'I’he Apulian hills, well known to me, 

* Tarched by the sultry western blast; 
And which we never should have past, 
Had not Trivicus b^ the way 
Keceived us at the close of day. 

But each was forced at entering here 
'rocl>ay the trili^te of a tear. 

For more of smoke than fire was seen, 
The hearth wSS^^aled with logs so green. 


Fkm hence in chaises wc were carried 
Milcl twenty-four, <and gladly tarried 
At a small town, whose name my verse 
(.So barbarous is it) can’t rehearse. 
Know it you may by many a sign, 

' Water is dearer far than wine. 

Tfierc bread is deemed such dainty fare. 

That every prudent traveller 

His wallet loadn with many a crust; 

For at Canusium, you might just 
As well attempt to gnaw a stone 
As think to get a morsel down. 

* That too with scanty streams is fed ; 

Its founder w'..s brave Dionied. 

Goo?l Varius (ah, thdi friendsmust part ! ) 
Here left us all with aching heart. 

At Rubi we arrived that day. 

Well jaded by the length of way, 

And sure poor mortals ne’er were wetter. 
Next day no weather could be better ; 
No roads so bad ; we scarce could crawl 
Along to fishy Barium’s wall. 

The Kgnatians next, who by the rules 
Of common sense are knaves or fools. 
Made all our sides with laughter Keave, 
Since we with them must needs believe. 
That incense in their temples burns, 
And without fire to ashes turns. 

To circumcision’s bigots tell 
Sufli talcs ! for me, I knoiiv full<iwell. 
That in high heaven, yrnmoved by care. 
The (J)ds eternal quiet share : 

Nor can I deem their spleen the cause 
Why fickle Nature breaks her laws. 
'Brundusium last we reach : and there 
Stop short the Muse and Traveller. 


THE NINTH SATTRE^OF THE FIRST BOOK'OF HORACE.’ 

THK DESCRIPTION OF AN IMPHRTINRNT. ADAPTED TO THE PRESENT TIMES. 


Saun fering along the street one d|y. 
On trifles musi^tg by^the way, 
steps a free familiar wight ; 

(I ttcarcelv knew the man by sight.) 

mIos,’’ he cried, “ your hand, my dear, 
tiad, I rejoice to meet you here ! 

Pray Heaven* I see you well!” — ”So, 
so; 

Even well enough, a% times now (*o. 
The same good wishes, sir, Jto y^u ” 


Finding he still pursued mei close, 

“Sir, you have business, I suppose.” — 
“My business, sir, is quickly d|pne, 

’Tis but to make*my merit known. 

Sir, I have read” — ^“O learti^ sir. 
You and your learning I reVere.” 

Then, sweating with anxiety, 

And sadly longing to get free,’ 

Gods ! how i scampered, scuffled for’t, 
Kan, halted, ran a^n, stopped short. 



NINTH SA riKE OF^VIH FIRST BOOK OF liPRACF. 

i 


Reckoned my boy, and pulled him nekr, 
And whispered nothmg in his ear.t 
Teased with his loose unjointed xhat, 
**What street is this? What house is 
that?” 

D Harlow ! how I envied thee ^ 
Thy unabfched effrontery, 

. Who darest a foe with freedom blame, 
And call a coxcomb by kis name ! 
^Vhcn I returned him answer none, 
Obligingly the fool ran on, 

I see you’re dismally distressed. 

Would give the world to be released. 
But, by your leave, sir. If hall stilly 
Stick to your skirts* do what you will. 
Pray which way does your journey tend ?” 
r‘Oh ! *tis a tedious way, my friend, 
|Across the Thames, the Lord knows 
yvhere : 

I would not trouble you so far.” — 
“Well, I*m at leisure to atten ! you.” — 
“Are you?” thought 1, “the De’il 
Wriend you I” 

No ass with double panniers racked. 
Oppressed, o*^laden, broken-backed, 
EW looked a thousandth part so dull 
As I, nor half so like a fool. 

“Sir, I know little of myself,” 

Proceeds the pert conceitetl elf, 

“If Gify or Mason you will deem • 
Than me more v^irthy your esteegi. 
Poems I write by folios. 

As fast as other men write prose. 

Then I can sing so loud, so cl«ir. 

That Beard cannot with me compare. 

In dancing, too, 1 all surpass. 

Not Cooke can move with such a 
grace. 

Kere I made shift, with much ado, 

I'o interpose a word or two. — 

“ Have you no parents, sir? No friends, 
Whose welfare on your own depends?” 
“Parents, r^ations, say you? Wo. 
j They’re all disposed of long ago.” — 

“ Happy 4 q be no mor^ perplexed 1 
My late too threatens, 1 go next. 
Dispatch me, sir, ’tis now too late, 

Alas ! to struggle with my fate ! 

Wey, I’m convinced my time is come. 
When young, a gipsy told my doom ; 
|The bddame shook her p^sied head, 
Ab she perused my palm, and said, 


7F IWI 
tilcl^, ( 
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* Of poison, pestilci^, or war. 

Gout, stonc| defluxion, or catarrh. 

You have no reason to beware. 

Beware the coxcomb’s idle prate ; • 

I Chiefly, my son, beware of that ; 

Be sure, when you behold Um,*rty 
Out of all earshot, or you oie !’” 

To Rufus* Hall we now drew near, 
Where he was summoned to appear^ 
Refute the charge the plaintiff broiigb.t. 
Or suffer judgment by default. 

“For Heav^i's sakc,f f you love me, wait 
One moment! I’ll be\^th you straight.” 
Glad of a plausible pretence — 

“Sir, I must beg you to dispensg^ 

■With my attendance in the court. 

My legs will surely suffer for’t.”-f 
“Nay, prithee, Carlos, stop awhile'” 
“Faith, sir, in law 1 luave no skill. 
Besides, IJiave nodirne to spare, 

I must be going, you know where.” — 
“Well, I protest. I’m doubtful now, 
Whether to leave my suit or you !” — 
“Me, w'ithout scruple!” I reply, 

“Me, by all means, sir!” — “Wo^noi^f 
AllonSy MomieurT* ’Twere viA^’o 
To strive with a victorious foe. ^linow 
So I reluctantly obey. 

And follow where he leads the Wi^y* 
“You anci Newcastle are so close ; 
Still hand and glov^ sir, I suppose?” 
“Newcastle (let me tell you, sir,) 

Has not his equal cvetywhere.” — 
“Well. There indeed your fortuve’s 
made! 

Faith, sir, you understatRT your trade. 
Would you but giv«?me your good word ! 
Just introduce me to my lord. 

1 should serve charmingly by way 
* Of second Addle, as they say: 

What think you, sir? ’twerc a good jest. 
’Slife,' we should quickly scout the 
• rest.” — 

“Sir, you mistake fhe nmtter far, 

We have no second Addles there. 

Richer than I some folks may be : 

More teamed, but it hurts not me.'* 
Friends though he has of different kind. 
Each has his proper place assigned.’* 
“Strange matters these, alleged by 
you!” — • [true.” — 

“gtmng« they may be, but they are 
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** Well, then, I v^#, *tis mighty clever. 
Now I long ten times moif^ than ever 
To be advanced extremely near 
One of his shining character.” — 
^‘Hav<^ but the will— there wants no^ 
more, 

*Tis plain enough you have the power. 
His easy temper (that’s the worst) 

He knows, and is so shy at first. 

But such a cavalier as you - 

Lord, sir, you’ll quickly bring him to!” 

** Well ; if I fail ft my design. 

Sir, it shall be qp fault of mine. 

If by the saucy servile tribe 
DeniH. what think you of a bribe? 

Shut out to day, not die with sorrow. 

But tty my luck again to-morrow. 

Never attempt to visit him 
But at the most convenient time. 

Attend him on each* levee d^. 

And there my humble duty pay. 

Labour, like this, our want supplies ; 
And they must stoop, who mean to rise.” 

J^hile thus he wittingly harangued, 
i^r ^hich you’ll guess 1 wished him 
Ranged, 

Cam^trey, a friend of mine, came by. 
Who knew his humour more than I, 

Wie stop, salute, and — “ W^y so fast, 


Ffimd Carlos? vi^ither all this haste?” 
Firm at the thoughts of a reprieve, 

1 pinch him, pull him, twitch his sleeve, 
Nod, beckon, bite my lips, wink, pout. 
Do everything but speak plain out : 

S ^hile he, sad dog, from the beginning, 
etermined to mistake my lAeaning, 
Instead of pitying my curse. 

By jeering ma&e it ten times vrorse. 
”Campley, what secret, pray, was that 
You want^ to communicate?” 

“I recollect. But ’tis no matter. — 
Carlos, we’ll talk of that hereafter. 

E’qn let the Wret rest. ’Twill tell 
Another time, sir, just as well.” 

Was ever such a dismal day? 
Unlucky cur! he steals away. 

And leaves me, half bereft of life. 

At mercy of the butcher’s knife; 

When sudden, shouting from afar. 

See his antagonist appear ! 

The bailiff seized him quick as thought. 
” Ho, Mr. Scoundrel ! Are you caught/ 
Sir, you are witness to the arrest.” — 
“Ay, marry, sir, I’ll da my best.” 

The mob huzzas ; away they trudge. 
Culprit and all, l^fore the judge. 
Meanwhile I luckily enough 
(Thanks to Apollo) got clear off. 


•addressed to miss Macartney, 

AFTERWARDS MRS. GKBVILLE, ON READING HER PR AYER FOR INDIFFERENCE ** 


And dwells there in a female heart. 
By bounte9ll$ heaven designed 
Thegshoicest raf^turts to impart, 

To fee! the most refined ; 


In justice to the various powers 
Of pleasing, which you share, 
Join me, amid your silent hours, 
To form the better prayer. 


Dwells there a wish in such aj>rcast 
^ Its nature to forego, 

I'o smother in ignoble rest 
At once both bliss and woe? . 

tholRght, and far the strain, 
^Vhich breathes the low desire, 
sweet soe’er the verse complain, 
Though Plutibus string the lyre. 

Come then, fair maid (in nature wise). 
Who, knowing them, can tell • 
From generou.s sympathy what joys 
The glowing bosom swell; * * • 


With lenient balm may Oberon hence 
To fairy-land be driven, 

With every herb that blunts the sense 
Mankind received from lieaven. 

"Oh ! if my Sovereign Authc^ ple«ase, 
Far be it froifl my fate 
To live unblest in torpid eftse. 

And slumber on in state; 

**Each tender tie of life defied. 
Whence |pcial pleasures spring : 
Unmoved with all the world beside. 

A Bolitary thing.” 



Some Alpine mountain wrapt in s4ow, 
Thus braves the whirling blast, I 
Eternal winter doomed to know. 

No genial spring to taste ; 

In vain warm suns their influence shed. 
The zej^yrs sport in vain, 

' He rears unchanged hisLbarren head, 

• Whilst beauty decks me plain. 

What though in scaly armour dressed, 
Indiflerence may repel ^ 

The shafts of woe, in sue]} a breast 
No joy can ever ^well. • 

*Tis woven in the world’s great plan. 
And fixed by Heaven’s decree, 

That all the true delights of man 
Should spring from Sympathy. 

*Tis Nature bids, and w'hilst the laws 
Of Nature we retain, 

Our self-approving bosom draws 
A pleasure' from its pain. 

Thus grief itself has comforts dear 
The sordid never know ; 

And ecstasy attends the tear, 

When virtue bids it flow. 

For siflien i> streams from that pure 
source, N ^ 

No bribes the heart can win, 

To check, or alter from its course, 

The luxury within. , 

Peace to the phlegm of sullen elves, 
Who, if from labour eased. 

Extend no care beyond themselves, 

^ Unpleasing and un pleased. 

Let no low thought suggest the prayer 1 
Oh ! grant, kind Heaven, to me, 
I^ng as I draw ethereal air, 

Sweet SAisibility! 


Where’er the heavenfy nymph is seen, 
With lustre-beaming eye, 

A train, attendant on their queen, 
(Her rosy chorus) fly. 

• 

The jocund Loves in Hymn’s band, 
With torches ever bright. 

And generous Friendship hand in han 
With Pity’s watery sight. * 

The gentler Virtues loo are joined. 

In youtbfimmortat warm, 

The soft relations which combined 
Give life her every charm. 

The Arts come smiling in the close. 
And lend celestial fire ; / 

The marble breathes, the canvas glowi 
The Muses sweep the lyre. 

“ Still may my melting bosom cleave 
To sufferings not my own ; 

And still the sigh responsive heave. 
Where’er is heard a groan. 

“So Pity shall take Virtue’s pai#. 
Her natural ally, 

And fashioning my softened heart. 
Prepare it for the sky.’* 

• • 
This artless vow may Heaven receive 
And you, fond mftid, approve ; 

So may your guiding ^ngel give 
Whate’er you wish dnove. 

So may the rosy-finger^jjJJiours 
Lead on the various jear. 

And every joy, wmeh now is youft, 
Extend a larger sphere. 

And suAs to come, as round they whe 
Your golden moments bless. 

With all a tender heart can feci, 
iOr lively fancy guess. 


AN ODE, 

SECUNDUM ARTSM.* 

I. 

bHALL I begin with or 

Be sad? OA/ yes. Be gla4? j4A/ no. 

Light Abjects suit not grave Pindaric ode? 
Which walks in metre do#n tjfe Strophic road. 
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AN O^e' ' 

^ .. ^ 

But let the sol^r matron wear I 
Her own mechanic sober air : / 

Ah me! ill suits, alas! the sprightly jig;, 

Long robes of ermine, or Sir Cloudesley’s wig. 
^Coine, placid Dulness, gentfy come, 

And all iny faculties benumb ; * 

Let thought turn exile, while the vacant mind 
To trickle words and pretty phrase confined, 
Pumping for trim description's art. 

To win the ear, neglects the heart. 

So shall a.hy sislea^ Taste's peculiar sons, 

Lineal descendants from the GcAlis anti Huns, 
Struck with the true and grand sublime • 

Of rhythm converted into rime^ 

Court tiic (juaint Muse, and con her lessons o'er, 
When sleep the sluggish waves by Granta's shore : 
There shall each poet share and trim, 

Stretch, cramp, or lop the veme’s limb, 

While rebel Wit l^eholds them with disdain, 

And Fancy Hies aloft, nor heeds their servile chain. 


2 . 

O Fancy, bright aerial maid I 

Where have thy vagrant footsteps strayed? 

For, Ah! I miss thee 'midst thy wonted haunt. 

Since silent now the enthusiastic chaunt, 

Which erst like frenzy rolled along. 

Driven by the impetuous tide of song ; 

Rushing secure wffere native genius J^re, 

Not cautipus coasting by the shelving s|^ore. 

Hail to the sons of modem Rime, 

M^hanic dealers in sublime, 

Who%lady Muse full wantonly is drest, ^ 

In ligh t expression cjuaint, and tinsel vest, 

Wifere swelling epithets are laid 
(Art's iri^fTectual parade) 

As varnish on the cheek of harlot light ; 

The rest, thin sown with profit or delight. 

But ill compares with ancieift song, 

Where Genius poured its flood along ; 

Yet such is Art’s presumptuous idle claim, 

She marshals out the way |p modem fame ; 

Fr<||n Grecian fable's pompious lore 
Description's studied, glittering store, ^ 

Sinooth, soothing sounds, and sweet alternate rime, 
Clinking, like change ^ bells, in tingle tangle chime. 

3 - 

The lark shall soar in every Ode, 

With flouiers of light description strewed ; 

And sweetly, warblingtPhi^mel, shall flow 
Thy soothing sadness iii^echanic woe. 
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Triift epithets shaJl spread their gloss, | 

While every ceirs^o’ergrown with moss : 

Here oaks shall rise in chains of ivy bound, 

There mouldering stones o’erspread the rugged ground. 

Here forests brown, and tizure hills, 

There babbling (ontS, and prattling rills; 

Here some gay river floats in crisped streams. 

While th^bright sun now gilds his morning learns, 

Or sinking on his Thetis^ breast, 

Drives in description down the west. 

Oh let me boast, with pride-becoming sldll, 

1 crown the summit of Pamassus* hill: ^ 

While T*te and Genius shall dispense, 

Aritt sound shall trfbmph over sense ; 

O’er the gay mead with curious steps I’ll stray ; 

And, like the bee, steal all the sweets away ; 

Extract its beauty, and its power, 

From every new poetic flower. 

And sweets collected may a wreath compose, 

To bind the poet's brow, or please the Critic’s nose. 


LINES WRITTEN UNDER THE INFLUENCE OF DELD^HTM?*. 

Hatred and vengeance, —my eternal portion 
Scarce can endure delay of execution, — 

Wait with impatient readiness to sei^ my 
* Soul in a moment. 

• • 

Damned below Judas ; more abhorred than he was. 

Who for a few pence sold his holy Master ! 

Twice-betraj^d Jesus me, the last delinquent, 

Deems the profauest. 

Man disavows, and Deity disowns me. 

Hell might afford my miseries a shelter ; 

Therefore, Hell keeps her ever-h^ngry mouths all 
Bolted against me. 

Hard lot I encompassed with a thousand dangers ; 

W’eary, faint, trembling wiA a thousand terrors, 

I’m c^ed, if vanquished I to receive a sentence • 

• Worse than Abiram’s. 

Him the vindictive rod of angry Justice 
Sent quick and howling to the centre headlong ; 

I, fed with judgment, in a fleshly tomb, am 
Buiied«bove ground. 
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OLNEY HYMN^. 

» 

i)LNEY HYmSsTS. 


I. WALKING WITH GOD. 

^Gen. V. 24. 

Oh for a closer walk with God ! 

A^calm and heavenly frame ; 

A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb ! 

Where is the blessedness I kdtw 
When first I saw the Lord? 

Where is the soul-refreshing view 
Of Jews and his word ? 

What peaceful hours I once enjoyed ! 

How sweet their memory still ! 

But they have left an aching void 
The world can never fill. ^ 

Return, O holy Dove, return, 

Sweet messenger of rest ! 

I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 
^^^^d drove thee from my breast. 

The %a\*st idol I have known, 
Wh;i^er that idol be. 

Help me to tear it from thy throne, 

• Aod worship only thee, ^ 

.So shall my walk be close with God, 
Calm and serene nty frame ; 

So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me^ the Lamb. 


II. JEHOVAH-JIRBIL—The Lord 
WILL PROVIDE. Gen, xxii. 14. 

The saints should never be dismayed. 
Nor sink in hopeless fear; * 

For when they least expect his aid, 

The Saviour will appear. 

This Abraham (buncL he raised the 
• knife ; 

God saw, and said, Forbear ! 
Yoyjm shall yield his meaner lif%; 
^TKnold the victim there.” 

Once David seemed SauVs certain prey; 

But hark ! the foe’s at hand ; • 

Saul turns his arms andlher way. 

To save the invaded land. * « • 


^ When Jonah sunk beneath the wave, 
IJc thought to rise no more ; 

But God prepared a fish to sa^%. 

And bear him to the shore. 

• 

Blest proofs of power and grace divine, 
That meet us in his word ! 

May every deep-felt care of mine 
• Be trusted with the Lord. 

t 

Wait for his scasonaMe aid, 

And though it tarry, wait : 

The promise may be long delayed, 

But cannot come too late. 


III. JEIIOVAH-ROPITL— I am the 
Lord that healeth thee. 

Exod, XV. 26. 

Heal us, Emmanuel ! hcr^ we are, 
Waiting to feel thy touch : 

Deep 'Wounded souls to thee repair. 
And, Saviour, we are such. 

Our Bith is feeble, we cgpfess. 

We fsdntly trust thy word ; 

But wilt thou pity us the less ? 

Be that far from thee, Lord I 

• 

Remember him who once applied. 

With trembling, for relief ; 

“ Lord, I believe,” with tears he cried, 
“Oh, help my unbelief!” 

•She too, who touched thee in the press, 
And healing virtue stole. 

Was answered, “ Daughter, go in peace, 
Thy faith hath made thee Whole.” 

Concealed amid the gathering thjong,* 
She would have Shunned thy view ; 

And if her faith was firm and Strong, 
Had strong mi^vings too. * 

Like her, with hopes and fears w6 come. 
To touch th^ if we may ; 

Oh ! send us not despairing home ! 
Send none unhealed s^ay I 
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IV. JEHOVAH-NISSI.— Th 4 Lord 
MY Banner. Exod, xvii. 15. 

By whom was David taught * 

To«im the deadly blow, • 

When he Goliath fought, 

And laid the Gitlile low? 

Nor sword nor spear the stripling took, 
iiut chose a pebble from the brook. 

’Twas Israel’s God and King , 
Who sent him to ^le hght ; 

Who gave hiim strength to sliilg, 

And skill to aim aright. 

Ye feeble saints, your strength endures, 
Because young David’s God is yours. 

Who ordered Gideon forth 
To storm the invaders* camp. 

With arms of little wort-*, 

A pitcher and a lamp? 

The trumpets made his coming known, 
And all the host was overthrown. 

• 

Gh ! I have seen the day. 

When with a single word, 

God helping me to say, 

“ My trust is in the Lord,** 

My foul hftl^ucUed a thousandifocs, 
Fearless of alnhat could oppotip. 

But unbelief, self-will, 
Self-righteousness, an^pridc, 

How often do they steal 
My weapon from my side I 
Yet David*s Lord, and Gideon’s friend. 
Will help his servant to the end. 


V. JEHOVAH-SHALOM.— The 
Lord^send Peace. Judges vL 24. 

Jesus ! whose blood so freely streamed 
To^satisfy the law’s demand ; 

By thee from guilt and wrath redeemed, 
Befor^the Father’s face I stand. 

To reconcile offending man. 

Make Justice drop her angry rod ; 
*Wliat creature could |ave formed the 

Or wOul^l it but a God? 




No drop ttmains of all tlic clirse, • 
For wretches who deserved the whole; 

No arrows dipt in wrath to pierce 
The guilty, but returning soul. 

Peace by such means so ^ca^y bought. 
What rebel could have hoped to see? 

Peace, by his injured Sovereign wrought. 
His Sovereign fastened to a tree. 

Now, Lord, thy feeble worm prepare I 
For stj^ife with tarth and hell begins; 

Confirm and gird nje for th^ war ; 

They hate the soul that hates his sins. 

Let them in horrid lea^ie agite I 
They may assault, they may distress ; 

But cannot quench thy love tu me, 

Nor rob me of the Lord my peace. 

• 

VL WISDOM. jPn?z\ viii. 22—31. 

** Ere God had built the mountains, 

Or raised the fruitful hills ; 

Before he filled the fountains* 

That feed the running rilli^* 

In me, from everlasting, ^ 

The wonderful I am, ^ 

Found pleasures never wasting • 

And Wisdom is my name. 

• 

“ When, like a tent to dwell in, 

. He spread the ski|s abroad. 

And swathed abouMhe swelling^ 

Of Ocean’s mighw flood ; 

He wrought by wei^t and measure. 
And I was ^th him then ; • 

-Myself the Father’s pleasure, 

And mine the sons of men.** 

• 

Thus Wisdom’s wonls discover 
Thy glory and thy grace, 

^Thou everlasting Lover 
Of our unworthy ^ace ! 

Thy gracious eye surveyed us 
Ere stars were seen above ; 

In wisdom thou hast made us, 

And died for us in love. 


And couldst thou be delighted 
•With creatines such as w^ 

1 Who, yd)cn we saw thee, slighted, 
I And nailed thee to a tree? 
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* Unfathomable wbncler, ^ 

And mystery divine 1 
. The Voice that speaks in thunder, 
Says, “Sinner, 1 am thine !” 

VIT. VANlfV OF THE WORLD. 

CloD gives his mercies to be spent ; 

Yofer hoard will do your soul no good; 
Gold is a blessing only lent, 

Kepaid by giving ^thers foocL 

The world’s estcen^is but a bribe, 

To buy their peaec you sell your own ; 
The slave of a vain-glorious tribe, 

Who hate you while they make you 
kfown. 

The joy that vain amusements give, 

Oh ! sad conclusion ^hat it brings 1 
The honey of a crowded hive, • 
Defended by a thousand stings. 

’Tis thus the world rewards the fools 
^ *r bitt live upon her treacherous smiles ; 

site icad&them blindfold by her rules, 
Anglins all whom she beguiles. 

God knows the thousands who go down 
•I'rcgn pleasure into endless woe : 

And with a long despairing groan 
Blaspheme their M^ker as they go. 

O fearful thought ' be timely wise ; 

Delight but in agaviour’s charms. 
And (V^d shall take you to the skies, 
Embraced in ocierlasting arms. 

VIII. 6 LORD, I WILL PRAISE 
THEE. Isaiah xii. i. 

I WILL praise thee every day * 

Now thine anger's tum^ away ; 

Comfortable thoughts arise 

P'rom the bleeding sacrifice. • 

re, in the fair Gospel-field, 

Wtfls of free salvation yield 
^ of life, a plenteous store? 

And my soul shall thirst no more. 



Prai4j ye, then, h4 glorious name, 
Pul^sn his exalted fame ! 

Stir his worth your praise exceeds ; 
Excellent are all his deeds. 

Raise again the joyful soundie 
Let the nations roll it round I 
Zion, shout ! f<^ this is he ; 

God the Saviour dw'ells in thee ! ' 

IX. THE CONTRITE HEART. 

• Isaiah Ivii. 15. 

The I^ord will ffappincss divine 
On contrite hearts bestow; 

Then tell me, gracious God, is mine 
A contrite heart, or no ? 

I hear, but seem to hear in vain, 
Insensible as steel ; 

If aught is felt, *tis only pain, 

To find 1 cannot feel. 

I sometimes think myself inclined 
To love thee, if I could ; 

But often feel another niindf 
Averse to all that’s good. 

My best desires arc faint and few, 

I fain would strive for more ; 

But w'j^en I cry, “ My strength ren4\v 
Seem ^eaker than befdfe. 

Thy saints are comforted, I know, 

And love thy house of prayer ; 

I therefore fo where otliers go, 

But find no comfort there. 

Oh make this heart rejoice or ache ; 

Decide this doubt for me ; 

^nd if it be not broken, break, — 

And heal it if it be. 

X. THE FUTURE PEACE AND 
GLORY OF THE CHURCH. 
Isaiah lx. 15 — 2a 

Hear what God the Lord hath spoken : 

“ O my people, faint and fell, 
Comfortless, afflicted, broken, * 

Fair abodes I build for you. 

Thoms of heartfelt tribulation 
Shall no mor« perplex your ways : 
You shall name your jwalls Salvation, 
And your gates shall all be Praise. 
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“ There, like streams that feed th^ garden. 
Pleasures without end shall mw ; 

For the Lord, your faith rewar^ng, 

All his bounty shall bestow ; 

Still in undisturljed possession * 

PeatSe and righteousness shall reign ; 
Never shall you feel oppression, 

Hear the voice ofewar again. 

“ Ye no more your suns descending. 
Waning moons no more shall see ; 
But, your griefs for ever ending, • 
Find eternal noon ip me : 

God shall rise, and shining o’ei^ye, 
Change to day the gloom of night ; 
He, the Lord, shall be your glory, 

God your everlasting light/* 

XL JEHOVAH OUR RIGHT- 
EOUSNESS. yer yxiii. 6. 

My God, how perfect are thy ways ! 

But mine polluted are ; 

Sin twines itself about my praise, 

And slices into my prayer. 

When I would speak what thou hast done 
To save me from my sin, 

1 ^nnot make thy mercies known, 

’ But selT-afpplause creeps in. * 

• 

Divine desire, that holy flame 
Thy grace creates in me ; 

Alas ! impatience is its name, 

When It returns to thee. 

This heart, a fountain of vile thoughts. 
How does it overflow, 

While self .upon the surface floats, 

Still bubbling from below 1 

Let others in the gaudy dress 
Of fsfticied merit shine ; 

. The Lord shall be my righteousness, 
TJie Lord for ever mine. 

•XII. •EPHRAIM REPENTING. 
yer. xxxL i8 — 20 , 


With grij^f my jus^ rcproacfi I bear ; • 
Shame Alls me at the thought. 

How frequent my rebellions were, , 
What wickedness I wrought. 

m 

Thy merciful restraint Kcorned, 

And left the ])leasant road ; 

Yet turn me, and 1 shall be turned ! 
Thou art the Lord my God. • 

“ Is Ephraim baiyshed from my thoughts. 
Or vile in my esteem ? 

“No,**saith the Load, “with allhisfiiulls, 
I still remember him.” 


“Is he a dear and pleasant child?** 

“ Yes, dear and pleasant sfill ; 
Though sin his foolish heart beguiled, 
And he withstood my will. 

**My diarp rebuke has laid him low, 

He seeks my face again ; 

My pity kindles at his woe, 

He shall not seek in vain.” 

''Hw • 

XlII. THE COVEui^’f. 

Ezek. xxxvi. 25 — 28. 

The I,^rd proclaims his grace abroad I 
“ Behold, I changeyour hearts of stone; 
Each shall renounce his idol-god. 

And serve, henQp^rth,the Lord alone. 

“ My grace, a flov^g stream, fi^oceeds 
I'o w'ash your fil^ijness away ; 

Ye shall abho%your former deeds, 

And learn my statutes to olft;y. 

“ Mv tnith the great design ensures, 
I*give myself away to you ; 

You shall l?e mine, I will be yours. 
Your God unalterably true. 

“Yet not unscAighl^ or unimplored. 
The plenteous grace shall I coflfer ; 
No— your whole hearts shall ^ek the 

I’ll put a praying spirit there. 


My God, till I received thy stroke, 
* How Uke a beast v(^s I ! 

So unaccustomed to the yoke, 

So backw|rd to comply. 


“From the first breath of life divine, 
• Down to tlie last expiring hour. 
The gnacious work shall all be mine, 
/Begun and ended in my power.” 
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XIV. JEHOVAH-SHAMilAH. 

Ezek. xlviii. 35. 

“As birds their infant brood protect. 
And spread tueir wings to shelter them, 

(Thus saith the Lord to his elect,) 

So will 1 guard Jerusalem.’* 

And what then is Jerusalem, 

This darling object of his care? 

Where is its worth in Clod’s es^em? 
Who builtrit? wh6 inhabits there? 

Jehovah fojinded it in blood, 

The blood of his incarnate Son ; 

There dwsll the saints, once foes to God. 
The sinners whom he calls his own. 

There, though besieged on every side. 
Yet much beloved, and guarded well. 

From age to age they have defied 
The utmost force of earth and hell. 

• I ^y th repent, and hell despair. 

This cilf has a sure defence ; 

Her nailbiA called “The Lord is there,*' 
Anti ^o has power to drive him 
r thence ? 


XV. PRAISE FDR THE 

FOUNTAIN OPIgNED.— Z^AxiiL i. 
c ^ 

There is a fountain filled with blood 
Drawn from Eritmanuel’s veins ; 

And sini)|(rs, plunged beifbath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

The dying thief rejoiced to see • 
That fountain in his day ; 

And there have I, as vile as he, 

Washed all my sins away. 

Dear trying Lamb, Yhy precious blood 
Shal^ never lose its power, 

Tillall^e ransomed church of God« 
'Ww?ed, to sin no more. 

E’er since, by faith, I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, • 

Redeeming love has been^ny theme, 
And shall be tili I die, , V 


Then in a nobler, swejter song. 

I’ll sing thy power to save ; 

When |ni3 poor lisping, stammering 
tongue 

• Lies silent in the grave. 

Lord, I believe thou hast prepared 
(Unworthy though I be) 

For me a blood -bonght free reward, 

A golden harp for me 1 

’Tis strung and tuned for endless years, 
And formed by power divine, 

To sound in Go(i' the Father’s ears 
No omer name but tfiine. 

XVI. THE SOWER. Matt. xiii. 3. 

Y E sons of earth, prepare the plough. 
Break up your fallow-ground ; 

The sower is gone forth to sow. 

And scatter blessings round. 

The seed that finds a stony soil 
Shoots forth a hasty blade ; 

But ill repays tlie sower’s toil. 

Soon withered, scorched, and dead. 

The thorny ground is sure to balk 
All hopes of harvest there ; 

We finj} a tall and sickly stalU, . 

But not the fruitful car. ^ 

• 

The beaten path and highway side 
Receive the trust in vain ; 

The watchful birds the spoil divide, 

And pick up all the grain. 

But where the Lord of grace and power 
Has blessed the happy field, 

I Jow plenteous is the golden store 
The deep-wrought Airrows yield ! 

Father of mercies, we have need 
Of thy preparing grace ; • 

Let the same hand that gives the seed • 
Provide a fruitful place I • 

XVII. THE HOUSE OF PRAYER. 

MarkzX, 17. 

Thy mansion is the Christian’s heart, 

O Lord, thy d^'elling-place secure ! * 

Bid the unruly throng depart. 

And leave the consecrat|4 door. 
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Devoted as it is W) thee, 

A thievish swarm frequents t je place ; 
They steal away my joys from The, 

And rob my Saviour of his pmise. 

There, loo, a sharp designing trajje 
Sin,*Satan, and the World maintain; 
Nor cease to press me, and persuade 
To part with ease,*and purchase pain. 

I know them, and I hate their din ; 

Am weary of the bustling crowd ; 

But while their voice is heard withini 
1 cannot serve thee^ 1 wou^i. 

Oh for the joy thy presence gives. 

What peace shall reign when thou art 
here ! 

Thy presence makes this den of thieves 
A calm delightful house of prayer. 

And if thou make th)r temple shine, 
Yet, self-abased, will 1 adore; 

The gold and silver are not mine; 

1 give thee what was thine before. 

XVIII. LOVEST JHOU ME? 
yhAft xxi. i6. 

IlJpRK, niyaoull it is the Lordf 
’Tis thy Savour, hear his wegd ; 

Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee, 

’‘‘Say, poor sinner, lovest thou me? 

“ I delivered thee when bound. 

And when bleeding, healed thy wound ; 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right; 
Turned thy darkness into light 

“Can a woman*s tender care • 

Cease towards the child she bare? 

Yes, she may forgetful be. 

Yet wiH I remember thee. 

* “ Mine is an unchanging love, 

Migner than the heights above, 
I^eeper«than the depths beneath. 

Free and faithful, strong as death. 

“ Thou shall see my glory soon, 

• When the work of grace is done ; 
Partner of my throne shall be ; — 

Say, poor sinner, lovest thou me?*' 


I.ord, it is my ahief complaint. 

That my love is weak and faint; * 
Vet I love thee and adore, — 

Oh ! for grace to love thee more ! • 

XTX. CONTENTMEPIT. /%//. iv. ii. 

Fierce passions discompose the mind. 
As tempests vex the sea ; • 

But calm content and peace we find, 
When, Lord, ^e turn to thee. 

In vainly reason and by rule 
We try to bend fhe will? 

For none but in the Saviour’s school 
Can learn the heavenly skrll. 

Since at his feet my soul has fate. 

His gracious words to hear. 

Contented with my present state, 

I ca|t on him my care. 

“Art thou a sinner, soul?” he said, 
“Then how canst thou complain? 

How light thy troubles here, if weighed 
With everlasting pain ! 

“ If thou of murmuring wouli^b^ured, 
Compare thy griefs with m^e ; 

Think what mjr love for thee Sidured, 
And thou wilt not repine. ^ • 

“ *Tis T appoint thy daily lot. 

And I do all tjiings well ; 

Thou soon shall leave this wretched 
spot, • I 

And rise with m#to dwell. • 

“In life my grace sVdl strength supply, 
Proportionedsto thy day ; 

At death thou still shall find me nigh. 
To wipe thy tears away.** 

Thus I, who once my wretched days 
In vain repinings spent. 

Taught in my .Saviour’s school of grace. 
Have learned to be content. 

XX. OLD TEStAiENT GOSPEL. 

J/ei, iv. 2. 

Israel in ancient days 
Not only had a view 
Of Sinai in a blaze, 

• But learned the Gospel too ; 

The types Ihd figures were a glass, 
An u^ch they saw a Saviour’s face. 
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The p.asqhal sacrif^ - 
And blood'besprinkled 
SccMi with enlightened eyes, 

And once applied with power, 
Would teach the need of other bluod, 
I'o rticoncHe angry God. 

The Lamb, the Dove, set forth 
His perfect innocence, 

Wl’jose blood of matchless worth 
Should be the soul’s defence; 

For he who can for shi atone 
Must have no failin^a of his own. 

The scape-goat on his head 
Tlie people’s trespass bore. 

And to the desert led, 

Waf to be seen no more : 

In him our Surety seemed to say, 

“ Behold, I licar your sins away.’* 

DiiU in his fellow’s blood, * 

The living bird went free ; 

The type, well understood, 
ICxpressed the sinner’s pica ; 
bt,'d a guilty soul enlarged, 

And ^ ^Saviour’s death discharged. 

Jesus^l love to trace, 

Throughout the sacred page, 
Th^foolstcps of thy grace, • 

The same in eveiy age 1 
Oh grant that I may ftiithful be 
To clearer light vouchsafed to me ! 

XKl. SARDl*. Rev. iii. 1—6. 

'* Write to Sard!?,** saith the Lord, 

“ An^ write what he^cclares, 

He whose Spirit, and whose word, 
Upholds the seven stars : — 

All thy works and ways I search, * 
Find thy zeal and love decayed ; 
Thou art called a living church, 

But thou art cold and dead. 

“ Waich, remembSr, seek, and strive, 
Exairt thy former pains ; 

timely care revive, • 

strengthen what remains ; 
Cleanse thine heart, thy works amend. 
Former times to mind recall. 

Lest my sudden stroke ^scend, • 

And smit» nnrf» for nil . 


“ Yef I number now ni thee 
A few that are upright ; 

These Ay Father’s face shall see, 

Ancf walk with me in white. 

When in judgment I appear, 

* TIy;y for mine sliall be confessed ; 

Let my faithful servants hear,— 

And woe be to tlie rest ! ” 

• 

XXII. PRAYER FOR A BLESSING 
ON THE YOUNG. 

I^.STO\v, dear Lord, upon our youth, 
The gift of saving grace ; 

And Idi the .seed of sacred truth 
Fall in a fruitful place. 

Grace is a plant, w'liere’er it grows, 

Of pure and heavenly root ; 

But fairest in the youngest shows. 

And yields the sweetest fruit. ^ 

Yc careless ones, oh hear betimes 
The voice of sovereign love ! 

Your ycnith is stained with many crimes, 
But Mercy reigns above. . 

True, you arej^oimg, but there’s a stone 
Within the youngest breast ; 

Or half the crimes which you have done 
W^pld rob you of your rest. 

For you'ihe public prayer is made ; 

Oh join the public prayer I 
For you the secret tear is .shed ; 

Oh shed ^'ourselves a tear I 

We pray that you may early prove 
The Spirit’s power to teach ; 

You cannot be loo young to love 

• That Jesus whom we preach. 

XXIII. PLEADING FOR AND 
WITH YOUTH. • 

Sin has undone our wretched race; 

But Jesus has res^oied, • 

And brought the sinner face face 

With his forgiving Lord. 

This we repeat from year to year, ’ 

And press upon our youth ; ^ 

Lord, i^c theui an attentive ear. 

Lord, save them by thy truth 1 
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Blessings upon th| rising race ! * 

Make this a happy hour, 

According to thy richest grace, a 
And thine Almighty power. % 

\Vc feel for your unhappy state, • 

(Ma)byou regard it too,) • 

And would awhile ourselves forget 
To pour out praye^^for you. 

We sec, though you perceive it not. 

The approaching awful doom ; 

Oh tremble at the solemn thought. 

And flee the wrath t^ come ! • 

Dear Saviour, Icf thi.s new-bom^^ear 
Spread an alarm al)road ; 

Ami cry in every careless ear, 

“ Prepare to meet thy God ! ’* 

XXIV. PRAYER FOR CHILDREN. 

Gracious l.ord, our chiU’ en see. 

By thy mercy we are free ; 

But shall those, alas ! remain 
Subjects still of Satan’s reign ? 

Israel’s yoiwg ones, when of old 
Pharaoh thrcatene<l to withhold. 

Then thy messenger said, ’’ No ; 

Let the children also go !*’ 

When the angel of the Lord, « 
Drawing forfS his dreadful s^vora, 

Slew with an avenging hand, * 

All the first-born of the land ; 

Then thy people’s doors he oassed. 
Where the bloody sign was placed i 
Hear us, now, upon our knees 
Plead the blood of Christ for these I 

I^ord, we tremble, for we know 
How the fierce malicious foe, • 

Wheeling round his watchful flight, 
Keeps them ever in his sight : 

Spread Ijiy pinions, King of kings ! 
Hide them safe beneath thy wings ; 
f-est the ravenous bird of prey 
Stoops and bear th# brood away. 

XxV. JEHOVAH JESUS. 

My song shall bless the Lord of all. 

My praise shall climb to his abode ; 
*rhee. Saviour, by that^ame I call, 

Tlie great Supreme, the Mighty God. 


Without heginnii^or declii^:, 

Object I>f faith and not of sense ; 
Eternal ages saw him shine, 

He .shines eternal ages hence. 

As much, when in the mmigtfr laid. 
Almighty ruler of the sty, 

As when the six days’ work he made 
Filled all the morning stars wi^i joy. 

Of all the crowns Jehovah bears, 
Salvation is'his^learcst claim ; 

That graAous sound well pleased heheare. 
And owns Emmsftuel foifhis name. 

A cheerful confidence I feel, - 

My well-placed hopes with joy I see; 
My bosom glows witli heavenljr zeal. 

To worship him who died for me. 

As mai^ he pities my complaint. 

His power and truth are all divine; 
He will not fail, he cannot faint ; 
Salvation’s sure, and must be mine. 

XXVI. ON OEKNING AfpI.^CE 
FOR SOCIAL l'KAVl?k. 

Jesus I where’er thy people meef, 

'Phere they behold thy mercy-scat ; 
Where’er they sc^k thee, thou art found. 
And every place isJ)|llowcd ground. 

For thou, within no^alls confiiiM, 
Inhabitest the humbly mind ; 

Such ever bring^hee where they come, 
And going, take thee to their Imme. 

Dear Shepherd of thy chosen few ! 

Thy former mercies here renew ; 

Here to our waiting hearts proclaim 
The sweetness of thy saving name. 

• 

Here may we prave t^e power of prayer, 
To strengthen faith, and sweeten Are; 
To teach our faint desires to rise,® 

An^ bring all heaven before ouiet^ui^M 

Behold, at thy commanding word 
We stretch the curtain and the cord ; 
C6me thou, an|} fill this wider sp.ace, 
An4 bless us with a laige increase. 
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Lord, we are few, bui thou i rt near. 
Nor short thine arm, nor deitfr thine ear; 
Oh rend the heavens, come quickly down, 
And make a thousand hearts thine own. 

XXVIL WELCOME TO THE 
TABLE. 

Tif is the feast of heavenly wine, 

And God invites to sup ; 

The juices of the living Vine 
Were pressed to All the cu]\ 

Oh ! bless ‘the Sa^^our, ye that eat, 
With royal dainties fe<l ; 

Not heaven affords a costlier treat, 

P'or J^sus is the bread. 

The vile, the lost, he calls to them ; 

Ye trembling souls, appear ! 

The righteous in their own esteem 
Have no acceptance here. 

Approach, ye poor, nor dare refuse 
The banquet spread for you ; 

Saviour, this is welcome news, 
T^eIV^.^may venture too. 

If guil^and sin afford a pica, 

And may obtain a place, 

Surefy the Lord will welcome me, 

And I shall see his face ! 

• 

XXVIII. JESUS HASTENING 
c TOLUFFER. 

The Saviour, what a noble flame 
Was kindled in hisj)reast, 
When^asting to Jerusalem, 

He marched before the rest 1 

Ciood will to men, and zeal for Qod, 
His every thought engross ; 

He longs to be baptized with blood, 

He pants to reach the cross ! • 

Wii.h all his sufferings full in view, 

Aud woes to us unknown, 

Jq^^ to the task his spirit flew ; c 
■"T'was love that urg^ him on. 

l.ord, we return thee what we can : 

Our hearts shall sound abroad 
Sab'ation to the dying ^an. 

And to the rising God 1 * i 


And while thy bleec ing glories here 
Engage our wondering eyes. 

We Ivrn our lighter cross to bear, 

Ain hasten to the skies. 

fCXIX. EXHORTATION TO 
PRAYER. 

What various hindrances we meet 
In coming to a mercy-seat ! 

Yet who tliat knows the worth of prayer 
[tut wishes to be often there? 

Prayer makes flie dai;kened cloud with- 
draw. 

Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw, 

( rives exercise tr> faith and love. 

Brings every blessing from above. 

Restraining prayer, we cease to fight ; 
Prayer makes the Christian’s armour 
bright ; 

And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 

While Moses stood with 'arms spread 
wide. 

Success was found on Israel’s side ; 

But when through weariness they failed, 
Tha^nioment Amalek prejuileci. 

Have y^u no words? Ah ! think again. 
Words flow apace when you complain. 
And fill your fellow-creature’s ear 
With the sad tale of all your care. 

Were half the breath thus vainly spent 
To Heaven in supplication sent. 

Your cheerful song would oftener be, 

• ** Hear what the Lord has done for me.” 

XXX. THE LIGHT AND GLORY 
OF THE WORD? 

The Spirit breathes upon the Word, 
And brings the truth to sight } 
Precepts and promises afford* 

A sanctifying light. • 

A glory gilds the sacred page, 

Slajestic like the sun ; « 

It pves a ligh^to eveiy age, 

It gives^ but borrows none. 

c 
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The hand that gavl it still supplies* 
The gracious light and heat ; 

Ills truths upon the nations riseA 
They rise, but never set. \ 


I see, or tlink I sl% 

A glimrfering from afar ; 

A beam of day, that shines for me. 
To save me from despair. 


Let everlasting thanks be thine, . 
i For siich a bright display, ' 

As makes a world of darkness shine 
With beams of heai^enly day. 

* My soul rejoices to pursue 

The steps of him I love. 

Till gloiy break upon my view 
In brighter worlds al^vc. 

• • 

XXXI. ON THE DEATH OF A 
MINISTER. 

Ills master taken from his head, 

Elisha saw him go ; 

And in desponding accents said, 

“Ah, what must Lrael do?*’ 

But he^forgot the T-.ord, who lifts 
The beggar to the throne ; 

Nor knew t4at all Elijah’s gifts 
Would soon be made his own. 

What ! when a Paul has run his course, 
Or when Apollos dies, 

Is Ismel Icflkwithout resource? • 

• And have ^ no supplies? ^ 

Yes, while the dear Redeemer lives. 
We have a boundless store, 

And shall be fed with what He gives. 
Who lives for evermore. 


XXXII. THE SHINING LIGHT. 

My former hopes are fled. 

My terror now begins ; 

1 feel, alas ! that I am dead 
In trespasses and sins. 

Ah, whither shall I fly? 

I he* the thiinder»roar ; 

The law proclaims destniction nigh. 
And vengeance at the door. 

When I review my ways, 

•I dread impending doom : 

But sore a friendly whis|fcr says, 

“Flee from the wrath to come.” 


Forerunner of the sun, 

It marks the pilgrim’s i^y ; 
I’ll gaze upon it while I run. 
And watch the rising day. 


XXXIII. THE waiting SOUl.. 

Brkatiie from thegcgitle south, O Lord, 
And cheer me from the north; 

Blow on the treasures of thy word. 

And call the spices forth 1 

I wish, thou know’st, to be resigned. 
And wait with patient hope; 

But hope delayed fatigues the mind. 
And cHinks the spirit up. 

Help me to reach the distant goal ; 
Confirm my feeble knee ; 

Pity the sickness of a soul 
That faints for love of thee I j 

Cold as I feel this heart of minc^ 

Yet, since 1 feel it so. 

It yields ymc hope of life divine • 
Within, however low : 

I seem forsaken aiTcl alone, 

I hear the lion roar| 

And every door is shi^but one, ^ 
And that is Mercy’s door. 

There, till the degr Deliverer come, 

I’ll wait with humble prayer ;* 

A'nd when he calls his exile home. 
The, Lord shall find him there. 


XXXIV. SEEKING THE 

• BELOVED. 

To those who know tie Lord I spank ; 

Is my Beloved near? • 

The Bridegroom of my soul I see]^ 

Oh! when will he appear? 

Though once a man of grief and shame, 
\et now he fills a throne, 

And bears the gt'eatest, sweetest name 

• TJ^at ehrth or heaven has known. 


C 
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(jrace fliesibefore, ajxcl love attends 
^ His steps where’er he goes; 

Though none can see him l>ut his friends, 
• And they were once his foes. 

He speaks ;-^obcdient to his call 
Our warm affections move : 

Did he but shine alike on all, 

T^cn all alike would love. 


XXXVI. WJiL(^,OME CROSS. 

’Tis nur happiness below 
Nof to live without the cross, 

But tHe Saviour’s power to know. 
Sanctifying every loss : 

Tri:£s must and will befall ; , 

But with humble faith to see 
Love inscribed upon them all, 

'I'his is happiness to me. 


Then love in every heart would reign. 
And war would cense to roar ; 

Arul cruel and bloodthirsty mien 
Would fhirst foM)lood no more. 

Such Jesus is, and such his grace ; 

Oh, ^lay he shine on you 1 
And tell him, when you see his face, 

1 long to sec him too. 


Ood in Israel sows the seeds 
Ofailliction, pain, and toil; 

‘I'hese spring up and choke the weeds 
Which w'oula else 9 ’erspread the soil : 
Trials make the promise sweet. 

Trials give new life to prayer; 

Trials bring me to his feet, 

Lay me low, and keep me there. 


XXXV. LIGHT SHINING OUT 
Oy DARKNESS. 

(t?5]6 m<wes in a mysterious way 
iTts nders to perform ; 

He pL^its his footsteps in the sea, 

^ And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines* 

Of never-failing slyll, 

He treasures up his bright designs. 
And works hif sovereign will. 

c • 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take, 
I'he clouds ye so much dread 

Are with mercy, Snd shall break 
In messings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sei^se, 
But trust him for his grace ; 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. ' ^ 

Ilia purposes wift ripen fast, 

Gpfoldlng every hour ; 

Tb^ud may have a bitter taste^ * 

*®but sweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err. 

And scan his work in vain : ^ 

God is his own interpi^ter. 

And He will make it plain! \ « 


Did I meet no trials here, 

No chastisement by the way, 

Might I not with reason fear 
I should prove a castaway? 
Bastards may escape the rod, 

Sunk in earthly vain dcl'ght : 

But the true-born child of God 
Must not, — would not, if he might. 


XX9CVII. AFFLICTIONS SAXC- 
TftTIiD BY THE WORD. 

Oh, how J love thy holy word, 

'riiy gracious covenant, O I^rd ! 

It guides me in the peaceful way ; 

1 think upon it all tlie day. 

What are the mines of shining w-ealth, 
Tlie strength of youth, the bloom of 
health ! 

\Miat are all joys compared with tlio:>e 
Ihine everlasting Word bestows ! 

l.ong unafflicted, undismayed, * 

In pleasure’s path«ecure I strayed ; 
Thou madest me feel thy cha^ening rod, 
And straight I turned unto n^y God. 

>Vhat though it pierced my fainting heart, 
Iblessed thine hand that caused the smavt; 
It taught my Itars awhile to flow. 

But saved me from eternal woe. 
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Oh ! hadst thou Aft me unchastised, 
Thy precepts I had still despised ; 

And still the snare in secret laiil 
Had my unwary feet betrayed. \ 

I love thee, therefore, O my God| * 
And breathe towards thy dear abode ; 
Where, in thy presence fully blest, 

Thy chosen saints fo« ever rest 

XXXVIII. TEMPTATION. 

T?ie billows swell, the winds are hi^, 
Clouds overcast my wmtry sky ; ^ 

Out of the depths to tnee 1 call^i— 

My fears are great, my strength is small. 

O Lord, the pilot’s part perform. 

And guard and guide me through the 
stonn ; 

Defend me from each threatening ill, 
Control the waves, — ^say, 'U^eace! be 
still.” 

Amidst the roaring of the sea 
My soul still hangs her hope on thee ; 
Thy constant love, thy faitnful care, 

Is all that saves me from despair. 

Dangers of every shape and name 
Attend the followers of the Lamb, 

Wha leave^he world's deceitful ^ore. 
And leave itio return no mor^ 

Though tempest -tost and half a wreck. 
My Saviour through the floods I seek ; 
l^t neither winds nor stom^ main 
Force back my shattered bark again. 

XXXIX. LOOKING UPWARDS 
IN A STORM. 

God of my life, to thee I call, * 

Afflicted at thy feet I fall ; 

When the great water-floods prevail. 
Leave ndt my trembling heart to fail I 

Friend of the friendless and the faint, 
Wherl should I lodgtf my deep complaint? 
Where bat with thee, whose open door 
Invites the helpless and the poor ! 

Did ever mourner plead with thee. 

And thou reflise that mourner’s plea? 
Does not the word stillfixed remain. 
That none shall seek thy face in vain? 


That we» a grief®! could ribt bear, * 
Didst thou not hear and answer prayer ; 
But a prayer-hearing, answering God 
Supports me under every load. * 

Fair is the lot that’s cast/or*me ; 

I have an Advocate with thee ; 

They whom the world caresses most 
Have no such privilege to boast. • 

Poor though I am, despised, forgot. 
Yet Go^ my God, forgets me nut : 

And he is safe, and must succeed, 

For whom the LorcPvouchs^fes to plead. 

XL. THE VALLEY OF THE 
SHADOW OF DEATH. 


My soul is sad, and much dismayed ; 

See, Lord, wjiat IcgioiiK of my foes. 
With fierce Apollyon at their head. 
My heavenly pilgrimage oppose ! 


See, from the ever-burning lake. 

How like a smoky cloud they rise ! 
With horrid blasts my soul tjwy sj^akc, 
With storms of blasphemiwand lies. 

Their fiery arrows reach the mark, 

My thmbbing heart with anguish teaT ; 
Each lights upon a kindred spark, 

And finds abundant fuel there. 


I hate the thought thd|^ wrongs the Lord ; 

Oh ! I would driv|^t from my J^reast, 
With thy own sharp two-edgM sword, 
Far as the east is from the west. 


Come, then, and chase the cru^ host, 

> Heal the deep wounds I have received I 
Nor j|et the powers of darkness boast 
That I am foiled, and thou art grieved ! 


a:li. peace after a storm. 

When darkness TongHas veiled my giind , 
And smiling day once more am^ears. 
Them, my Redeemer, then I find ^ 

The folly of my doubts and feflr*^ ** 


Straight I upbraid my wandering heart, 
And blush that I should ever be 
Thus prone to act so base a part, 

I Or nari)our one hard thought of thee. 
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.Qh ! let then at length bet taught 
What 1 am still so slow to learn ; 
That God is Love, and changes not, 

' Nor knows the shadow of a turn. 

Sweet truth, i/nd easy to repeat ! 

But when my faith is sharply tried, 

I find myself a learner yet, 

Unskilful, weak, and apt to slide. 

But, O my Lord, one look from thee 
Subdues the disob&lient wil}, 

Drives doubt and eVseontent awav. 
And thy rebellious worm is still. 

Thou art as ready to forgive 
As I am ready to repine; 

Thou, therefore, all the praise receive ; 
Be shame and self-abhorrence mine. 


XLII. MOURNING AND 
LONGING. 

a R f^viour hides his face ! 
si^t thirets to prove » 
Renews supplies of pardoning grace, 

^ And never-fading love. 

• ft 

The favoured souls who know 
What glories shine«in him, 

I’ant for his presence as the roe 
Pants for the lif ing stream. 

c € 

What trifles tease me now ! 

They swarm like summer flies ; 

They Aeave to ever 3 rtlllng I do. 

And swim before my eyes. 

How dull the Sabbath day • 
Without the Sabbath’s Lord ! 

How toilsome then to sing and pray. 
And wait upon the word 1 , 

Of all the trutlis I hear. 

Hew few delight my taste! 

^Ifi^pin a berry here and there, t 
"“"But mourn the vintage past. 

Yet let me (as I ought) 

Still hope to be supplied ; 

No pleasure else is woith a thought. 
Nor shall I be denied. \ * 


Though I am but i worm, 

Unworthy of his care. 

The L/rd will my desire perform, 

AuJ grant me all my prayer. 

XLllI. SELF- acquaintance. 

Dear Lord ! accept a sinful heart, 
Which of itself complains. 

And mourns, with much and frequent 
smart, 

The evil it contains. 

h 

There ^ery seedi of anger lurk. 

Which often hurt my frame ; 

And w.iit but for the tempter’s w'ork 
To fan them to a flame. 

Legality holds out a bribe 
To purchase life from thee ; 

And Discontent would fain prescribe 
How thou shalt deal with me. 

While Unbelief withstands thy grace. 
And puts the mercy by ; 

Presumption, with a brow qS brass. 
Says, “ Give me, or I die 1 ” 

How eager are my thoughts to roam 
In quest of what they love ! 

But a^ ! when Duty calls them hone, 
How heavily they mov^T 

Oh, cleanse me in a Saviour’s blood. 
Transform me by thy power. 

And make |ne thy beloved abode. 

And let me roam no more. 

XLIV. PRAYER FOR PATIENCE. 

JLord, who hast suffered all for me. 

My peace and pardon to procure, 

The lighter cross 1 bear for thee 
Help me with patience to epdure. 

The storm of loud repining hush ; 

I would in humlje silence mourn ; 

Why should the unbumt, though 
burning bush, * 

Be angry as the crackling tVom? 

Man should not faint at thy rebuke. 
Like Toshua falling on his face, " 

When the cursed thing that Achan took 
Brought Israel into just disgrace. 





Perhaps some golden wedge suppressed. 
Some secret sin ofTends my ; 
Ferliaps that Babylonish vest, % 
Self-righteousness, provokes me rod.^ 

Ah! were I buffeted all day, ^ 
Mocked, crowned with thorns, and 
spit upon, • 

I 1 yet should have no right to say. 

My great distress is mine alone. 


Let me not angrily declare 

No pain was ever sl^rp like mine,* 
Nor murmur at ^e cross I bear,* 

But rather weep, remembering thine. 


XLV. SUBMISSION. 

O Lord, my best desire fulfil, 

And help me to resign 

Life, health, and comfort lo thy will. 
And make thy pleasure mine. 

Why should I shrink at thy command, 
Whose Mve forbids my fears? 

Or tremble at the gracious hand 
That wipes away my tears? 

No, rather let me freely yield 
What m^ I prize to thee ; ^ 

Who never Irast a good withhg^d, 

Or wilt withhold, from me. 

Thy favour, all my journey through, 
Thou art engaged to grafft ; 

What else I want, or think 1 do, 

*Tis better still to want 

Wisdom and mercy guide my way, 
Shall I resist them both? , 

A poor blind creature of a day. 

And crushed before the moth ! 

But ah ! *my inward spirit crie^ 

• Still bind me to thy swa^r; 

Else the next cloud that veils the skies 
Drives all these uioughts away. 

XLVI.* THE HAPPY CHANGE. 

•How blessed thy creature is, O God, 
When, with a single%ye, 

He views the lustl’e of thy word, 

The dayspftig from on high ! 
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11 the storms that veil the skift 
Ancf frown on earthly things, 

The Sun of Righteousness he eyes, • 
With healing on his wings. 

Struck by that light, the Human heart, 

A barren soil no more. 

Sends the sweet smell of grace abroad, 
Where serpents lurked before. • 

The soul, a drearv province once 
Of Satan’s darlcaomain. 

Feels a new empire^ormed.within. 

And owns a heavenly reign. 

The glorious orb whose golden beams 
The fruitful year control, • 

Since first, obedient to thy word. 

He started from the goal. 

Has chfered the nations with the joys 
His orient rays impart ; 

But, Jesus, ’tib thy light alone 
Can shine upon the heart. 

XLVII. RETIREMENT. » 

Far from the world, O Lord, i flee, 
From strife and tumult far; 

From scenes where Satan wages«6till * 
His most successful war. 

The calm retreat,* the silent shade. 

With prayer an^ p|aise agree ; 

And seem by thy sv^t bounty n^de 
For those who follow thee. 

There, if thy Sp^it touch the soul. 

And grace her mean abode, * 

Oh ! with what peac^ and joy, and love, 
Shp communes with her God ! 

There like the nightingale she pours 
Her solitary lays ; 

•Nor asks a witness of her song, 

Nor thirsts fo» human praise. 

Author and guardian of my life, • 

Siveet source of light divine, ^ 

And — all harmonious names in ond^‘ * 
My Saviour 1 thou art mine ! 

VpOLt thanks I owe thee, and what love, 
A boundless? endless store, 

» Sh^ edho through the realms above, 
When time shall be no more. 
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'XLVIII. * THE HIDDEnV LIFE. 


I'o tell the Saviour all my wants, 

How pleasing is the task ! 

Nor less t© praise him when he grants 
Beyond whlc 1 can ask. 

My labouring spirit vainly seeks 
To *1611 but half the joy; 

With how much tenderness he speaks, 
And helps me to ^ 

Nor were it. wise, nrr should 1 choose. 
Such secrets to declare ; 

Like precious wines their taste they 
lose. 

Exposed to open air. 


It can bring with it nothing 
But ke will bear us through; 

Who /ves the lilies clothing 
Will clothe his people loo ; 
Beneath the spreading heavens 
No creature but is fed ; ** 

And he who feeds the ravens 
Will give his clfildren bread. 

Though vine nor fig-tree neither 
Their wonted fruit shall bear, 
Though all the field should wither, 
Nor /locks noi^ herds be there: 

Yet God the same abiding. 

His praise shall tune my voice; # 
For, wnile in him confiding, 

I cannot but rejoice. 


But this with boldness I proclaim, 

Nor care if thousands, hear, , 

Sweet is the ointment of his name, 

Not life is half so dear. 

And can you frown, my former friends, 
Who knew what once I was ; 

And4£lam^ the song that thus commends 
The who L^re the cross? 

Ti^List me, I draw the likeness true, 
And^iot as fancy paints ; • 

Such honour may he give to you, 

For such have all his saints. 


XLtX. JOY AND PEACE IN 
BELIEVING. 

SoMETinES a light surSrises 
The Christian while he sings; 

It is the Lord who rises 
With healing in his wings : 

WHien comforts are declining. 

He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining. 

To cheer it aftert.ain.'' 

In hol^’ contemplation, 

■ — then pursue 

The theme of God*s salvation, 

And find it ever new : 

Set free from present sorrow. 

We cheerfully can say,*- 
E'en let the unknoum to-morrow 
Bring with it what it may ! 


L. TRUE PLEASURES. 

I.ORD, my soul with pleasure springs 
When Jesus' name I hear; 

And when God the Spirit brings 
The word of promise near : 

Beauties too, in holiness, ' 

Still delighted I perceive ; 

Nor have words that can express 
The joys thy precepts give. 

Clothed in sanctity and gr^iCe, 

How sweet it is to see 

Those who love thee as they pass, 

Or when they wait on thee ! 

Pleasant toof to sit and tell 
What we owe to love divine ; 

Till our bosoms grateful swell. 

And eyes begin to shine. 

'Jhose the comforts I possess, 

Which God shall still increase, 

All his ways are pleasantness. 

And all his patlis are peace. 

Nothing Jesus did or spoke, * 
Henceforth let me ever slight ; 

For I love his easy wke, • 

And find his burden light. ^ 

LI. THE CHRISTIAN. 

Honour and happiness unite 
To make the Christian’s name a praise ; 

How fair the scenes how clear the light, 
That fills the remnant oC his days ! 
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A kingly character he bears, 

No change his priestly office kn^^ws; 

U nfading is the crown he wears, i 
His joys can never reach a close. 

Adorned tvith glory from on high. 
Salvation shines upon his face ; 

His robe is of the ctneftal dye, 

* His steps arc dignity and grace. 

Inferior honours he disdains, 

N or stoops to take a 2 :>plausc from earth ^ 
The King of kings hims^f maintayis 
The expenses of*liis heavenly birth. 

• 

The noblest creature seen below. 
Ordained to fill a throne above ; 

Ggd gives him all he can bestow, 

Hif kingdom of eternal love ! 

My soul is ravished at the t..ought ! 

Mefliinks from earth 1 see him rise I 
Angels congratulate his lot, 

And shou^him welcome to the skies ! 

LII. LIVELY HOPE AND 
GRACIOUS FEAR. 

• * • 

1 WAS a grovelling creature onc% 

And basely cleaved to earth ; 

I wanted spirit to renounce 
The clod that gave me birth. 

But God has breathed upon a worm. 

And sent me from above 
Wings such as clothe an angePs form, 
The wings of joy and love. ^ 

With these to Pisgah’s top I fly. 

And there delimited stand. 

To view beneath a shining skv 
•The spacious promised land. 

The Lord of all the ^ast domain 
Has proftiised it to me. 

The length and breadth of all the plain 
As far as faith can see. 

ITow glorious is my privilege ! 

To thee for help I call" 

I stand upon a mountnin’s edge. 

Oh save me, Test 1 fall ! 


Though much exalted in the Lord, 

My strength is not iny own ; 

Then let me tremble at his word, 

And none shall cast^me dow^ 

LIII. FOR THE POOR. 

When Ilagar found the bottle spent. 
And wept o*er Ishmael, * 

A message from the Lord was sent 
To guidj her to aiwell. 

Should not Elijah’s cake and cruse 
Convince us at this day, 

A gracious God will not refuse 
Provisions by the way? ^ 

Ills saints and servants shall be fed, 
The promise is secure ; 

** Bread shall be giwen them/' .is he said, 
“Their water shall be sure.” 

Repasts far richer they shall prove. 
Than all earth’s dainties are ; 

*Tis sweet to taste a Saviour’s love, 
Though in the meanest ftire. • 

To Jesus then your trouble bringp 
Nor murmur at your lot ; 

While youbare poor and He is King, 
You shall not be forgot. 

LIV. MY SOUL WHIRSTETH 
• FOR tgl). ^ 

I THIRST, but not as once T did, 

The vain delights of earth to share ; 

Thy wounds, Em/fianuel, all forl#d 
-That 1 should seek my pleasures there 

It wasithe sight of thy dear cross 
First weaned my soul from earth!] 
things ; 

4nd taught me to esteem as dross 
The mirth of fools pomp of kings 

I want that grace that springs from jliee 
Thftt quickens all things where it flows 

And makes a wretched thorn like tfle ? 
Bloom as the myrtle, or the rose. 

Dear fountain of delight unknown J 
No loiter sink below the brim ; 

But pverrow, and pour me down 
A living and life-giving stream ; 
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'l'*or sure of all the plants that share 
'fhe notice of thy Father’s eye, 

None proves less grateful to his care, 
Or yields him meaner fruit than 1. 

LV. LOVE CONSTRAINING 
TO OBEDIENCE. 

♦ 

No strength of Nature can sudice 
To serve the Lord aright : 

And what she has sfic misap{|lies, 

For waiU of clearer light. 

How long beneath the law I lay 
In bondage and distress ; 

I toiledithe precept to obey, 

But toiled without success. 

Then to abstain from outward sin 

, Was more than 1 could do 

Now, if I feel its power within, 

I feel I hate it too. 

Then all my servile works were done 
A righteousness to raise ; 

N(^, fl\'ly chosen in the Son, 

I frej^ly chuse his ways. 

“What shall I do,” was then the word, 
“'Fhat I may worthier grow?” 

“What shall I render to the Lord?” 

Is my inquiry nowv 

To see the law if Clirist fulfilled, 

Antd hear his (vrdoning voice, 

Changes a slave into a child. 

And duty into choice. 

LVI. THE HEART HEALED 
AND CHANGED BY MEHCY. 

Sin enslaved me many years, 

And led me bound and blind ; 

Till at length a thousand fears • 

(>me swarminf o*ct my mind. 

“WTiere,” said I, in deep distress, 
“Will these sinful pleasures en(H 
»U^P«hall I secure my peace, 

And make the Lord my friend?” 

Friends and ministers said much 
The Gospel to enforce; 

But my blindness still was such, 

1 chose a legal course : 


Much 1 fasted, watched, and strove, 
Scarce would show my face abroad, 

Fear^ almost to speak or move, 

A Stranger still to God. 

Th& afraid to trust his grace, • 

Long time did I rebel ; 

Till despairing (/, my case, 

Down at his feet I fell : 

Then my stubborn heart he broke, 
And subdued me to liis sw’ay ; 

By a simple word he spoke, 

“Thy sins am done away.” 


LVII. HATRED OF SIN. 

Holy Lord God ! I love thy truth, 

Nor dare thy least commandment 
slight ; 

Yet pierced by sin, the serpent’s tooth, 
I mourn the anguish of tW bite. 

But though the poison lurks within, 
Hope bids me still with patience wait ; 

Till death shall set me free from sin, 
Free from the only thing 1 hate. 

Had I a throne above the rest, « 
Wfiere angels and archangels dwell. 

One siif* unslain, within my breast, 
Would make that heaven as dark as 
helL 
• 

The prisoner sent to breathe fresh air. 
And blessed with liberty again, 

W ould mourn were he condemnedto wear 
One link of all his former chain. 

• 

But, oh ! no foe invades the bliss. 

When glory crowns the Christian’s 
head ; ^ 

One view of Jesus as he is 
Will strike all sin for ever dead. 

• 

LVIIL THE NEW CONVERT. 

The new-born child of Gospel grace. 
Like some &ir tree when summer’s 
nigh, • 

Beneath Emmanuel’s shining face 
Lifts up his blooming d>ranch on high. 
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A LIVING AND A DEAD 
FAITH. 


f • 

No fears he feels» he sees no foes, 

No conflict yet his faith employs, 

Nor has he learnt to whom he owes 
The strength and peace his soul enjoys. 

But sin*koon darts its cruel sting, 

And comforts sinking day by day. 

What seemed his ow», a self-fed spring, 
Proves but a brook that glides away. 

When Gideon armed his numerous host. 
The Lord soon made his numbers lesi^ ; 

And said, “ Lest Israel vainly boast, 

‘ My arm procured me this suedhss. * ” 

Thus will he bring our spirits down. 
And draw our ebbing comforts low. 

That saved by grace, but not our own. 
We may not claim the praise we owe. 


LIX. TRUE AND FALSE 
COMFORTg. 

O God, whose favourable eye 
The sin-sick soul revives, 

Holy and heavenly is the joy 
Xhy shining presence gives. 

N • 

Not such as hypocrites suppose, 

Who with a graceless heart 

Taste not of thee, but drink a dose 
Prepared by Satan’s art.« 

Intoxicating joys are theirs. 

Who while they boast their light, 

And seem to soar above the stars, 

Are plunging into night 

Lulled in a soft and fatal sleep, 

They sin and yet rejoice ; 

Were they indeed the Saviour’s sheep, 

, Would they not hear his voice? 

Be m'ine the comfenrts that reclaim 
The soul from Satan’s power; 

That make me blush for what I am. 
And hate my sin the more. 

*Tis joy enough, my All in All, 

At thy dear feet to He ; 

Thou wilt not let me lower fall, 

And none^am higher fly. 


The Lord receives his higher praise 
From humble minds* and hearts 
sincere ; 

While ali the loud professor says 
Offends the righteous Judge's ear. 

To walk as childrj^n of the day. 

To mark the precepts' holy light. 

To wage the warfare, watch, and pray. 
Show who are pleasing in his sight. 

Not words alone it cost the Lord 
To purchase pardon for his own ; 

Nor will a soul by grace restored 

‘ Return the Saviour words alone. 

With gblden bells, the priestly vest. 
And rich pomegranates bordered 
round. 

The need of holiness expressed. 

And called for fruit as well as sound. 

* 

Easy indeed it were to reach^* 

A mansion in the courts alio^e, 

If swelling words and fluent speech ^ 
Migh^ser\'e instead of faith and love. 

But none shall nin the blissful place. 
Or God’s undoudid glory see. 

Who talks of free^ntm sovereign grace. 
Unless that grace%as made him free ! 


- LXI. ABUSE OF THE GOSPEL. 

Too* many, Lord, abuse thy grace 
In this licentious day. 

And while they boast they see thy face 
* They turn thjir om away. 

Tlw book displays a gracious lig& 
That can the blind restore ; ^ 

But these are dazzled by the sigh"?, 

And blinded still the more. 

'[he pardon such presume upon, 

*They do not beg, but steal ; 

Apd when they plead it at thy throne. 
Oh ! where's tne Spirit's seal? 
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Was it for this, ye lawless tribe, 

'I'hc dear Redeemer bled? 
this the grace the saints imbibe 
From Qirist the living head? 

Ah, Lord, we know thy chosen few 
Are fed with heavenly fare ; 

But Xl'cse, — the wretched husks they 
chew 

Proclaim them what they are. 

The liberty pur hearts implore' 

Is not to live in ^n ; 

But still to wait at Wisdom’s door, 

Till Mercy calls us in. 


LXII. THE NARROW WAY. 


t . , 

The Lord’s unsparing hand 
Supplies the living stream ; 

It is r^t at our own command, 

. But still derived from him. 

Beware of Peter’s word, • 
Nor confidently say, 

“I never will deny thee. Lord,” — 
But, — “Grant I never may.” 

Man\ wisdom is to seek 
,His strength in God alone; 

And even an anifel would be weak 
Wild trusted in his own. 

Retreat beneath his wings. 

And in his grace confide ! 

This more exalts the King of kings 
Than all your works beside. 


What thousands never knew the road ! 
What thousands hate it when *tis 
known ! 

None but the chosen tribes of God 
Will seek or choose it for their own. 

^ A 

A thousand ways in ruin end. 

One only leads to joys on high ; 

By tha^my willinp^ steps ascend, 
Pleased with a journey to the sky. 


No more I ask or hopb to find 
Delight or happfiess below; 

Sorrow may well i^ssess the mind 
That feeds where thorns and thistles 
grow. 

The joy^chat fades is not for me, 

1 seek immortal joys above ; 

There glory without end shall be , 

The bright reward of faith and love. 

Cleave to the world, ye sordid worms. 
Contented lick your native dust I • 

But God shall figliffwitb all his storms 
Against the idol of your trust. 


LXIII. DEPENDENCE. 

To keep the lamp alive, 

With OH we fill tne bo^I ; ^ 

*Tis water makes the willow thnve, 
And grace that feeds the soul. 


In Jesus is our store, 

Grace issues from his throne ; 
Whoever says, “I want no more,” 
Confesses he lias none. 


LXIV. NOT OF WORKS. 

Grace, triumphant in the throne, 
Sconuea rival, reigns alonqi^ 

C’ome and bow beneath her sway. 
Cast your idol works away I 
W'orks of man, when made his plea, 
Never shall siccepted be ; 

Fruits of pride (vain-glorious worm !) 
Are the best he can perform. 

Self, the god his soul adores, 
Influences all his powers ; 

Jbsus is a slighted name, 
Self-advancement all his aim : 

But when God the Judge shall come 
To pronounce the final doom, * 

Then for rocks and hills to hide 
All his works and a)} his pride 1 . 

Still the boasting heart replies,* 

" What ! the worthy and the wise. 
Friends to temperance and peace, 
Have not these a righteousness?” 
Banish every vam pretence 
Built on human excellence ; 

Perish everything in man, 

But the grace that never 
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LXV. PRAISE FOR FAITH. 


1 

LXVII. 1 WILL PRAISE THE 


Of all the gifts thine hand bestowi 
Thou Giver of all good I 1 

Not heaven itself a richer knows % 
Than lAy Redeemer’s blood. 

Faith too, the blood-regeiving grace, 

« From the same hand we gain ; 

Else, sweetly as it suits our case. 

That gift had been in vain. 

Till thou thy teaching p^wer apply, ’ 
Our hearts refus<^ to see, • 

Anri weak, as a distempered eye. 

Shut out the view of thee. 

Blind to the merits of thy Son, 

What misery we endure ! 

Yet ffy that hand from which alone 
We could expect a cure. 

We praise thee, and would praise thee 
To thee our all we owe ; [more. 

The precious Saviour, and the power 
That mak!^ him precious too. 


LORD AT ALL TIMES. 

Winter has a joy for me, 

While the Saviour’s chari^is Fread, 

Lowly, meek, from blemish free, 

In the snowdrop’s pensive head. 

Spring returns, and brings along 
Life-invigorating suns : 

Hark ! the turtle’s plaintive soiig 
Seems i6 speak his dying groans ! 

Summer has a thousand charms, 

All expressive of his worth ; 

*Tis his sun that lights and w.'irms. 
His the air that cools the earth. 

What I has Autumn left to say 
Nothing of a Saviour's grace? 

Yes, the Seams of milder day 
Tell me of his smiling face. 

Light appears with early dawn, 

While the sun makes haste to rise ; 

See his bleeding beauties draw n. ^ 
: On the blushes of the skies. 


LXVI. GRACE AND PRO- 

A LM IGHTY King! whose wondrous hand 
Siip]i8M the weight of sea and land ; 
Whose grace is such a bound[^ss store, 
No heart shall break that sighs for more ; 

Thy providence supplies my food. 

And 'tis thy blessing makes it good ; 
My soul is nourished by thy word : 

Let soul and body praise the Lord I 

My streams of outward comfort came 
From him who built this earthly frame ; 
Whate’er I*want his bounty gives, 
B 3 %whom my soul for ever lives. 

Either hU hand prese^es from pain, 
Or, if I fee>it, heals again ; 

From Sataft’s malice shields my breast, 
Or overrules it for the best 

F^ive the song that falls so low 
Beneath the gratitude I o^e I 
It means thy praise, 'however poor. 

An angel’s song%in do no more. 


Evening with a silent pace. 

Slowly lyoving in the west. 

Shows an emblem of his grace, 

Points to an etenjal rest. 

LXVTII. LONGING TO BE 
WITH CHRIST. • 

To Jesus, the Crown of my Hop^ 

My soul is in haste to be gone r 

Oh bear me, ye cherubim, up, 

' And;waft me away to his throne ! 

My Saviour, whom absent I love. 
Whom, not having seen, I adore ; 

Whose name is exalted above 
All glory, domiilion^and power 

Dissolve thou these bonds, that detsin 
Myasoul from her portion in thee^ ^ 

Ah ! strike off this adamant chain, 

And make me eternally free. 

Wh#n that happy era begins, 

V^en arrayed in thy Rories I shine, 

Ifor grieve any more, by my sins. 

The bosom on which I recline ; 
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" Oh then shall the veil be removed, 

And round me thy brightness be 
poured, 

1 shall meet 11 im wliom absent 1 loved, 
Shair sfe him whom unseen I 
adored. 

And then, never more shall the fears, 
The trials, temptations, and woes, 
Which darken this valley of tears, 
Intrude on my bdssful repose. 


Or, if yet remembered above. 

Remembrance no sadness shall raise. 
They will be but new signs of thy love, 
Kew themes for my wonder and praise. 

Tlius the strokes which from sin and 
from pain 

Shall set me « temally free. 

Will but strengthen and rivet the chaiA 
Which binds me, my Saviour ! to 
thee. 



. [CffOjfier^s ’published Valuhi^ 
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WILLIAM COWPER, 
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Sicut aquic tremulum labris ubt lumen abenis 
Sole repercussuini aut radiantis imagine Ivnac, 

Omnia pcrvolitat Jat^ loca ; jamque sub auras 

Erigitur, summique fcrit laquearia tecti. ViRO. /Es. VIIL 

Sb water trembling in a polished vase. 

Reflects the beam that plays upon its face, 

The sportive light, uncertain where it falls, 
strikes the roof, n^w flashes on the w!ills. 
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peu de menagement, ou v%ut, en ia recevant, qu’clle soit 
deguisee. 
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PREFACE, BY THE REV. JOHN NEWTON. 

When an author, by appearing in •print, requests an audience qf tlTc public, 
and is upon the point of speaking for himself, whoever presumes to step before 
Inm with a Preface, and to say, ** Nay, but hear me first ! should have something 
worthy of attention tq offer, or he will be justly deemed officious and impertigent. 

^Thc judicious reader has, probably, upon other occasions, been beforehand with 
me in this reflection : and 1 am not very willing it should now be applied to me, 
however I may seem to expose myself to the dancer of' it. • But the thought of 
having my own name perpetuated in yinnexion witn the name ip the title-page is 
so pleasing and flattening to the^ feelings of my heart, tliat 1 am cont*eut to risk 
something for th» gratification. * 

This Preface is not designed to commend the Poems to which it is prefixed. 
My testimony would be insutTiclcnt for those who are not qualified to judge properly 
for themselvcsj and unnecessary to those who are. Besides, the reasons whicli 
render it improper and unseemly for a man to celebrate his own performances, or 
those of his nearest relatives, will have some influence in suppressing much of what 
he might otherwise wnsh to say in favour of a frientf, when that friend is indeed an 
itffM, and excites aim . si the same emotions of sensibility and affection as he 
I eels for himself. 

It is very probable these Poems may come into the hands of some ])crsons, in 
whom the sight of the author's name will awaken a recollection of incidents and 
scenes, which through length of time they had almost forgotten. They.will^be 
reminded of one, w'ho was once the companion of their chosefi hours, and who set 
out with them in early life in the paths which lead to literary honours, to innuence 
and affluence, with equal prospects of success. But he was suddenly and power* 
fully withdqiwn from those pursuits, and he left thclh without regret; yet not till 
he Had sufficient opportunity of counting the cost, and of knowing the value of 
what he gave up. If happincsl could have been found in claSsiqal attainments, in 
an elegant taste, in the exertions of wit, fancy, and genius, and the esteem and 
converse of such persons as in these respects were most conge^al with hiigself, 
he would have been happy.* But he was not. — He wondered (as thousands in a 
similar situation still do) that he should continue dissatisfied, with all the means 
apparently conducive to satisfaction within his reacli. — But ih due time th«^ cause 

his disappointment was discovered to him : — He had lived without God in the 
world. In a memorable hour, the wisdom which is from above visited his heart. 
Then he felt himself a -wanderer, and then he found a guide. Upon this change 
of views, a change of plan and conduct followed of course. ^ When he saw the 
busy and the gay world in its true light, he left it with as little reluctance a.s a 
prisoner, when called to liberty, leaves his dungeon. Not that he became a cynic 
or an ascetic a heart filled with love to God will assuredly br^the benevolence 
to men. But the turn of his temper inclining him to rural life, he indulged it,^nd 
the providence of (^d evidently preparing his way and marking out his. reltcat, 
he retired unto the country. By these steps th^good hand of God, unknoM'«»if) 
me, was providing for me one of the principal blessings of my life; a friend and 
a couns^or, in whose company for almost seven years, though we were seldom 
seven successive waking hours separated, I always found new pleasure: a friend 
ifho was not only a comfort to myself, bnt^ blessing to the affectionate poor 
people among whojn I tnen lived. 



Some lime after'inclinatibn had thus remov^ him from the hurry and bustle of 
life, he was still more secluded by a lon^ indisposition, and my pleasure was 
succeeded bv a proportionable degree of anxiety and concern. But a hope that the 
God whom he served would support him under his affliction, and at length vouch- 
safe him a happy deliverance, never forsook m/. The desirable crisis, 1 trust, is 
now nearly ^approaching. The dawn, the presage of returning day, is already 
arrived. He is again enabled to resume his pen, and some of the first fruits of his 
recovery are here presented to the public. In his principal subjects, the same 
acuciien which distinguished him in the early period oi life Is happily employed in 
illustrating and enforcing the tmths, of which he received such deep and unalterable 
impressions in his nj^turer years. His satire, if it may be called so, is benevolent, 
(like the operations of the skiiful and humane surgeon, who wounds only to heal,) 
dictated by a just»“egard for the honour of God, and indignant grief excited by the 
profligacy of the age, and a tender compassion for the soufs of men. 

His favourite topics are least insisted on in the piece entitled “ Table Talk ;** 
which, therefore, with some regard to the prevailing taste, and that those who are 
governed by it may not be discouraged at the very threshold from proceeding 
farther, is placed first. In most of the large Poems which follow, his leading 
design is more explicitly avowed and pursued. He aims to communicate his own 
perceptions of the tri.th, beauty, and influence of the religion of the Bible, — a 
religion, which, however discredited by the misconduct of many who have not 
renounced the Christian name, proves itself, when rightly understood, and cordially 
embraced, to be the grand desideratum which alone can relieve the mind of man 
from painful and unavoidable anxieties, inspire it with stable peace and solid hope, 
and furnish those motives and prospects which, in the present state o** things, arc 
absolutely necessary to produce a conduct worthy of a rational creature, distin- 
gtiishc 1 by a vastness of capacity, which no assemblage of earthly good can satisfy, 
and by a principle and pre-intimation of immortality. 

Ala time when hypotheSr’s and conjecture in philosophy are so justly exploded, 
and little is considered as de.serving the name t f knowledge which y. Ill not stand 
the test of experiment, the very use of the term ex^imental^ in religious concern- 
ments, is by loo, many unhappily rejected with disgust. But we well know, that 
they who affect to despise the inward feelings which religious persons speak of, and 
to tioat them asf enthusiasm and folly, have inward feelings of their own, which, 
though they would, they cannot suppress. We have been too long in the secret 
ourselves, to account the proud, the ambitious, or the voluptuous, happy. We 
must ^ose the remembrance of what we once were, before we can believe that a 
man is satisfied with himself, merely because he endeavours to appear so. A smile 
upon the face is often but a mask worn oc^,as!onally and in com))any, to ]>revent, if 
possible, a suspicion of what at 'the same time is passing in the heart. We know 
that there are people, who seldom smile when they are alone, who therefore are 
glad to hide themselves in a throng from the violence of their own reflections ; and 
who, while by their looks and their language th^ wish to persuade us they are 
hai^ny, would bt glad to chan^ conditions with a dog. But in defiance of all 
the^** efforts, they continue to think, forelxKle, and tremble. «This we know, for it 
has been our own state, and therefore we know how to commiserate it in others. 
Ffoiti this state the Bible relieved us. W^hen we were led to read it with attention, 
we found ourselves descril)ed, — ^we learnt the causes of our inquietude, — ^we were 
directed to a method of relief, — we tried, and we were not disappointed. 

Deus nobis haec otia fecit. 

We are now certain that t|;te Gospel of Christ is the polrer of God unto salvation 
to every one that believeth. It has reconciled us to God, and*to ourselves, to our 
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duty, and our situation. It is thd balm and cordia* of theiprcsent life, and a 
sovcreif^n antidote against the fear of death. 

Sed hacUmts htec . — .Some smaller pieces, upon less important subjects, close the 
volume. Not one of them, I believe, was written with a view to publication, bu» 
J was unwilling they should be oii^tted. ^ 

^ • John Newton. 


CffARr.Kl Squarb, Hoxton, 


February iB, 178a. 


TABUE TALK. * 

Si tc fortd meac ^gravis urct sarcina chartie» 
Abjicito.— Hok. lib. i. ep. 13. 

A. You tohl me, I remember, glory, built 
On selfish principle.s, is shame and guilt ; 

The deeds that men admire as half divine, 

.Stark naught, because corrupt in their design. • 
.Strange doctrine this! that without scruple tears 
The laurel that the very lightning spares ; 
brings down the warrior’s trophy to the dust, 

And cats into his bloody .sword like rust. 
mJR, 1 grant that, men continuing what they are. 
Fierce, avaricious, prniul, there must be war; 

And never meant the rule .should be applied 
'I'o him that fights with justice on his side. 

Let laurels, drenched in pure Parnassian^dews, 
Reward his memory, dcgir to every muse, 

Who, with a courag^of unshaken root. 

In honour’s field advancing hU firm foot. 

Plants it upon the line that ju.stice draws, 

And will prevail qf perish in her cause. 

*'ris to the virtues of .such men, man owes 
His portion in the good that Heaven bestows ; 

And when recording History displays 
Feats of renown, though \\Tought in ancient days. 
Tells of a few stout hearts tlnU foiight and died 
Where duty placed them, at their country’s side,' ' 
The man that is not moved with what he reads, 
That takes not fire at their heroic deeds, 

Unworthy of the blessings of ihed^rave. 

Is base in kind, and born to be a slave. 

But let eternal infamy pursue 
The wretch to nought but his ambition true, 

Vfho, for the sake of filling with one blast 
Yhe post-horns of all Europe, lays her waste. 
Think yourself stationed on a towering rock. 

To see a people scattered like a floc^ 

Some royal mastiff panting at their heels. 

With alHhe savage thirst a tigertfieek, * 
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Then view him sUf-proclaimed in a^gazcttc 
(’hicf monster lliat has plagued the nations yet ! 

The globe and sceptre in such hands misplaced^ 

Those ensigns of dominion, how disgraced ! 40 

The glass that bids man mark the flc ting hour, 

y^nd I->cath’s own scythe, would better sj)cak his power, 

'■J’hcn grace the bony phantom in their stead 
With the king’s shouldcr-kiiot and gay cockade; 

Clothe the twin brethren in each other’s ilress, i 
'J'he same their occu])alion and success. 

A. *Tis your belief tlie world was made for man ; 

Kings do^lnit reas(^i on the .self-same jdan : 

^laint^ining yours, you cannot theirs cvuidemn, 

Who think, or sjem to think, man ni.ple for them. 50 

B. Seldom, alas! I he pou er of logic reigns 
With much sufficiency in royal brains; 

Such reasoning falls like an inverted cone. 

Wanting ili projier base to stand upon. 

Man made for kings! those optics arc but dim 
That toll ygu so ; —say, rather, they for him. 

That wore indeed a'king-ennoliliiig thought. 

Could they, or would they, reason as they ought. 

The diadem with mighty jirojects lined, 

To catch renown by ruining mankind, Tkj 

Is worth, with all its gtdd and glittering store, 

Ju'.t what th 2 toy will sell for, and no more. 

( 3 ’i ! bright occasions of dispensing good, 

I low .soldi nn used, how little iuider»toud ! 

To jmur in Virtuc’.s lap licr just reward; 

Kecj) Vice rcstraiifed behind a doubl^l guard ; 

'I’o quell Uic faction that affronts the thi;^ne, 
l»y silAt magnanimity alone ; 

'I'o mffsc with ten<lcr care the thriving Arts, 

Watc^ every beam Philosophy imparls ; ^ 70 

To give Religion her unbridlecl sco])e, 

Nor judge by statute a believer’s hope ; 

With clos? fidelity and love unfeigned 
7 \) keep the matrimonial bond unstained ; 

Covetous only of a virtuous prajsc, 

His life a lesson to th6 land he sways ; 

To touch the sword with conscientious awe, 

Nor draw it but when duty bids him draw ; 

To sheath it in the jieace-r%;toring close * 

With j )y beyond wnat victory bestows, — 80 

lUest country ! where these kingly glories shine, , 
blest Kngland ! if this happiness be thine. 

A. (luard what you^ay : the patriotic tribe 
Will sneer, and chaigc you with a bribe. — B. A bribe? 

The worth of his three kingdoms I defy 
To lure me to the baseness of a lie ; 

And, of all ^ies (be that 8ne port’s l^ast). 

The lie that flatters I abhor .the most. 



'A4BLE TALE’. 


Those arts be theirs that h.ate his gentle reign, 

Hut he that loves him has no need to feign. 90 

A. Your smooth eulogium, to one crown addressed, 

Seems to imjdy a censiirn on the rest. 

B. Quevedo, as he telH his sober tale, 

•Asked, when in hell, to see the royal jail, 

Approved their method in all other things, * 

“Ihit where, ^ood sir, do you confine your kings?’’ 

“There,” said his guide, “the group is full in view." 

“Indeed !” replied the Don ; “there are but few.*’ 

Ilis black interpreter the charge disdaineil ; — 

“Few, fellow? There are a^ that ever reigned.” ^ 100 

AVit, undist 4 nguishing| is apt to strike 
The guilty and not guilty, both alike. 

I grant the sarcasm is too severe, 

And we can readily refute it here, 

While Alfred’s name, the father of his age, 

And the .Sixth Kd ward’s, grace the historic page. 

A. Kings then at last have but the lot of all ; 
lly their own con luct they must stand or fllll. 

/>. True. Wli.* * they live, the courtly laureate pays 
Ills quit-rent ode, his pepper-corn of praise, iio 

And -many a dunce whose fingers itch to write, 

AJds, as he can, his trilnitary mite; 

A subject’s faults a subject may proclaim, 

A monarch’s errors arc forbidden game. 

Thus free from censure, (overawed by fear,) 

And praised for virtues tliat they .scorn to wear, 

'riie fleeting forms of nndc.'jty engage • 

Kespcct, wliile stalkir^ aer life’s narrow stage. 

Then leave their crimes for History to scan. 

And ask, with busy scorn. Was this the man? 120 

1 pity kings whom worship waits upon 
Ohsequious, from tie cradle to the throne ; 
llefo**e whose infant eyes the flatterer bows. 

And binds a wreath about their baby brows ; 

Whom education stiffens into state, 

And death awakens from that dream too late. 

Oh ! if servility, with supple klecs, • 

Whose trade it is to smile, to crouch, to please, — 

If smooth dissimulation, skilled to grace 
A devil’s purpose with an angeVs ^cc, — 

If smiling peeresses and simpering peers. 

Encompassing his throne a few short years,-*- 
I f the gilt carriage and the pamfiercd steed, 

'^hat wants no driving and disdains the«lead, — 

Tf* guards, mechanically formed in ranks, 

Playing, at beat of drum, their martial pranks. 

Shouldering and standing, as if struck to stone, 

While con&sc^ding majesty looks (fn ; 

If monarchy consist in such base Uiings, • 

Sighioc. I say again, I pity kings 1 
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To be suspected, thwarted, and withstood. 

Even when he labours for his country’s good, — 

'I'o see a band called patriot for no cause 
But that they catch at popular applause, 

Careless of all the anxiety heieels^. 
liook disappointment on the public wheels, 

With all their flippant fluency of tongue 
Most confident, when palpably most wrong, — , 

If this be kingly, then farewell for me 

All kingship, and may 1 be poor and free ! 1 SO 

To bo- the Table Talk of clubs up stairs, 

To which the unwashed artificer repairs, 

* To inbulge his genius after long fatigue 
By diving into cabinet intrigue, 

(For what kings deem a toil, as well they may, 

'Fo him is relaxation and mere pLiy ; l^.-- 

To win no praise when well- wrought plans prevail. 

But to be rudely censured when they fail, — 

'Fo doubt the love his favourites may pretend. 

And in reality to fcnd no friend, — i 6 o 

If he indulge a cultivated taste, 

His galleries with the works of art well graced, 

To hear it called extravagance and waste ; 

If these attendants, and if such as these. 

Must follow royalty, then welcome ease I 
However humble and confined the sphere, 

Happy the state that has not these to fear. 

A. Tlius men, whose thoughts contemplative liave 
dwelt • 

On situations that they never felt, 

Staryifpsagacious, covered with the dffst 1 70 

Of dreaming study and pedantic rust, 

And^rate and preach about what others prove, • 

As IT the world and they were hand and glove. 

Leave kingly backs to cope wdlh kingly cares. 

They ha^ their weight to carry, subjects theirs ; 

Toets, of all men, ever least regret 
Increasing taxes and the nation^ debt. 

Could you contrive Wic paymdit, and rehearse 
The mighty plan, oracular, in verse, 

No bard, howe’er majestic, old or new, 180 

Should claim my fixed attention more than you. 

Brindley nor Bridgewater would essay 
To turn llie course of Helicon that way ; 

Nor would the Nine consent the sacred tide * 

Should purl amidst tke traffic of Chcapside, 
i )r tinkle in ’Change Alley, to amuse 
'Fhe le.ithern cars of stock-jobbers and Jews. 

A. Vouchsafe, at least, to pitch the key of rhyme 
To themes^more pertinent, if less sublime. - 
When ministers JW\d ministerial arts, — . 190 

Patriots who love good places at their hearts,— 
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When admirals extolled for standing still. 

Or doing nothing witli a deal of skill. 

Generals who will not conquer when they may, 

Firm friends to peace, to pleasure, and good pay, — 

When freedom woundcc^almcv^t to despair, 

, Though discontent alone can find out where, — 

When themes like these employ the poet’s tongue, 

I hear, — as ^nuie as if a syren sung. 

Or tell me, if you can, what power maintains 20(^ 

A Uriton’s scorn of arbitrary chains ? 

That were a theme might animate the dead. 

And move the lips of poets cast in lead. • 

B. The cagse, though wotth the search, miiy yet eltde 
Conjec^ire and remark* however shrewd. 

They take, perhaps, a well-directed aim. 

Who seek it in his climate and his frame. 

Liberal in all things else, yet Nature here 
With stern severity deals out the year. 

Winter invades the spring, and often pours 2V' 

A chilling flood on summer’s drooping fleavers ; 

Unwelcome vap« quench autumnal beams, 

Ungenial blasts attending, curl the streams; 

The peasants urge their harvest, ply the fork 
With double toil, and shiver at their work. 

Thus with a rigour, for his good designed. 

She rears her favourite man of all mankind. 

His form robust and of clastic tone, 

Proportioned well, half muscle and half bone, 

Supplies with warm activity and force • 220 

mind well lodged, arft masculine of course. 

Hence Liberty, sweflt I.»iberty. inspires 
And keeps alive his fierce but noble fires. 

Patient of constitutional control. 

He bears it with Aeek manliness of soul ; 

But if authority grow wanton, woe 
To him that treads upon his free-born toe ! 

One step beyond the boundary of the laws 
Fires him at once in Freedom’s glorious cause. 

Thus proud Prerogative, not much revved, 230 

Is seldom felt, though sometimes seen and heard ; 

And in his cage, like parrot fine and gay, 

Js kept to strut, look big, and talk away. 

Born in a climate softer far thati ours, 

Not formed like us, with such Herculean powers, 

The Frenchman, easy, debonair, and brisk, 

/jive him his lass, his fiddle, and his %isk, 

•Is always happy, reign whoever may. 

And laughs the sense of miseiy far away. 

He drinks his simple beverage with a gust, 240 

And feasting on an onion and a crust, 

We never feel^thc alacrity and joy , 

With which he shouts and caroU? •* Paev U ! " 
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Filled Witli as much true merriment and glee 
As if he heard liis king say, “ Slave, be free ! 

Thus happiness depends, as nature shows, 

I-,ess on exterior things than most suppose. 

Vigilant over all that He has made/ 

♦Kind Providence attends with’ gracious aid, 

Hifis equity throughout His works prevail, 

And weighs the nations in an even scale ; 

1 Ic can encourage Slavery to a smile, 

And fill with discontent a llrilish isle. 

A. F»-ceman and slave then, if the case be such, 
Stand on a level, /-and you prove too much. 

If allittien indiscriminately share , 

His fostering power and tutelaiy can. 

As well he yoked l^y Despotism’s hand, 

As dwell at large in Ih itaiii’s chartered land. 

yy. No. Free<lom has a thousand charms to show, 
'rhat siavc.s, howe’er contented, never know. 

The mind attains beneath her happy reign 
The growth that IV.ature meant she should attain ; 
'file varied fields of science, ever new. 

Opening and wider opening on her view, 

She ventures onward with a prosperous force, 

While no base fear impedes her in her course. 
Religion, richest favour of the skies. 

Stands most revealed before the freeman’s eyes ; 

No shades of superstition blot the day. 

Liberty chases all that gloom aw.ay ; 

'I'he soul, cmancy)atcd, unoppressed. 

Free to prove all tilings, and hold fic»t the best, 
Lcatns iQiich, and to a thousand listening minds 
Communicates with joy the good she finds ; 

Courage in arms, and ever prompt to show 
His lhanly forehead to the fiercest foe ; • 

(rlorious in war, but for the sake of peace, 

His spirits rising as his toils increase, 

Guards well what arts and industry have won. 

And Freedom claims him for her first-born son. 
Slaves fight for what^were betirr cast away. 

The chain that binds them, and a tyrant’s swa\' , 

Rut they that fight for freedom, undertake 
The noblest cause mankind can liave at stake. 
Religion, virtue, truth, whUte’er we call 
A blihisin^, freedom is the pledge of all. 

O Liberty ! the prisoner’s pleasing dream, • 
The poet’s muse, his passion and his theme, 

Genius is thine, and thou art Fancy’s nurse, 

Lost without thee the ennobling powers of verse ; 
Heroic song from thy free touch acquires 
Its dearest tone, the mpjLure it inspires. 

Place me \^hcTe \yintcr breathes his keenest rflr, 

And I will sing if ‘Liberty be there ; 
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Anil I will sing at Liberty's dear feet 
In Afrie’s torrid clime or India's fiercest heat. 

A. Sing where you please ; in such a cause I grant 
An English poet's privih'gc to rant. 

Hut is nut Freedom, at Rast is not oi*rs, 3<y 

* Too apt to play the wanton with her powers, 

Grow freakish, and o’ ericaping every mound. 

Spread anaichy and terror all around ? 

B. Agreed. Hut would you sell or slay your horse 
For bounding and curvetting in his course ; 

Gr if, when ridden with a careless rein, 

He break away, and seek tlip distant plain ? 

No. I lis high mettle, jinder good control. 

Gives him Olympic speed, .and shoots him to the goal. 

Let Discipline employ lier wholesome arts ; 310 

I^t magistrates alert perform their parts. 

Not skulk, or put on a prudential mask, 

As if their duly were a desperate task ; 

Let active laws apply the needful curb 
'I'o guard the pe;v‘* that riot would distuA), 

And liberty, preserved from wild excess, 

.Shall raise no feuds for armies to suppress. 

When Tumult lately burst his prison door, 
k nd set plebeian thousand.s in a roar. 

When he usurped Authorit/s just place, 320 

And dared to look his master in tlie face, 

When the rude rabble’s watchword was, “ Destroy ! ” 

And blazing London seemed a second 'I’roy, 
hiberty blushed, and h^g her drooping Ircad, 

Heheld their progre:^ vs'ith the deepest dread, 

Blushed that effects Tike these slie should produce, * 

Worse than tlic deeds of galley-slaves broke loose. 

She loses in sucli^torms her very name. 

And fierce Licentiousness should bear the blame. 

Incomparable gem ! thy worth untold, 330 

Cheap, though blood- bought, and thrown s^way wHcn sold ; 
May no foes ravish thee, and no false friend 
Betray thee, while professing^ to defend ; 

Prize it, ye ministers ; ye monarchs, spare ,* 

Ye patriots, guard it with a miser’s care ! 

A. Patriots, alas ! the few that have been found 

* Where most they flourish, upon English ground, 

The country’s need have scantily supplied ; 

And the l^st left the scene when Chatham died. 

B. Not so— the virtue still adorns our age, 340 

* Though the chief actor died upon thef stage. 

* In him, Demosthenes was heard again, 

Liberty taught him her Athenian strain ; 

She clothed him with authority and awe, 

Spoke from ^ lips, and in his loolts gave law. • 

His speech, his form, his actioi^ full of grace, 

all his country beaming in his face, 
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He stood, as some inimitable hand 
Would strive to make a Paul or Tully stand. 

No sycophant or slave that dared oppose 350 

Her sacred cause, but trembled whom he rose, 

^nd every venal stickler for the yolw 

Felt himself crushed at the first word he spoke. 

Such men arc raised to station and command, 

When Providence means mercy to a land. r 
He speaks, and they appear ; to Him they owe 
Skill to direct, and strength to strike the blow. 

To manfge with address, to seize with power 
^ The crisis of a darTc decisive hour. 

* So Gideon earned a victory not his oyn, 3O0 

Subserviency his praise, and that alone. 

Poor Kngland ! thou art a devoted deer, 

Heset with every ill but that of fear. 

Tile nations hunt ; all mark thee for a prey, 

'J'hey swarm around thee, anti thou stand\st at bay, 
Undaunted^still, though wearied and perplexed ; 

Once C’hatham sav^-d thee, but who siives thee next? 

Alas ! the tide of pleasure sweeps along 
All that should be the boast t>f ihitish song. 

'Tis not the wreath that once ailorned thy brow, 370 

The prize of happier times, will serve ihec now. , 

Our ancestry, a gallant Christian race. 

Patterns of every virtue, every grace. 

Confessed a God ; they kneeled before they fought, 

And praised Him in the victories He wrought. 

Now from the du?t of ancient days l^iiig forth • 

Their sober zeal, integrity, and worth ; 

Course,* ungraced by these, affronts the skies. 

Is bur the fire without the sacrifice. 

The f»ream that feeds the well-spring of tly heart 380 

Not more invigorates life’s noblest part, 

I'han virtue quickens with a warmth divine 
The powCiVs that«sin has brought to a decline. 

A, The inestimable estimate of Brown 
Rose like a paper-kite, and charmed the town , 

But mexsures, iilannetl and executed well. 

Shifted the wind that raised it, and it fell. 

He trod the very self-same ground you tread. 

And victory refuted all he ^d. 

B. And yet his judgment w'as not framed amiss, 390 
Its error, if it erred, was merely this, — 

He thought the dying hour already come, 

And a comjdete recovfiy struck him dumb. 

^ But that effeminacy, folly, lust. 

Enervate and enfeeble, and needs must,— 

And that a nation shamefully de^sed 
Will be despised and tralnpled on at last. 

Unless sweet penitence her^wers renew,— 

Is truth, if histoiy itself be true. 
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There is a time, and justice marks the date, 400 

For long-forbearing clemency to wait ; 

That hour elapsed, the incurable revolt 
Is punishe<l, and down roines the thunderbolt. 

If Mercy then put by tlK\thteateiiing blow, 

• Must she perform the same kind ofhee nmv i 
May she ! and if offended Heaven be still 
Accessible, jind prayer prevail, she will. 

*Tis not however insolence and noise, 

The tempest of tumultuary joys. 

Nor is it yet despondence and dismay, 410 

Will win her visits, or engage her stay ; • 

Prayer only, «iiid the penitential tear. 

Can call her smiling dowm, and fix her here. 

But when a country (one that I could name) 

In prostitution sinks the sense of shame ; 

When infamous Venality, grown bold. 

Writes on his bosom, he let or sold 
When IVrjury, that licavcn -defying vice. 

Sells oaths by tale, and at the lowest priue, 

Stamps (jod’s ov. n name upon a lie just made, 420 

To turn a penny in the way of trade ; 

Wlien Avarice starves, ami never hides his face, 

Two or three millions of the human race, 

And not a tongue in<tuircs how, where, or when. 

Though conscience will have twinges now and then ; 

When profanation of the sacred cause 
In all its parts, times, ministry, and laws, 

Bespeaks a land, once Christian, fallen and lost 
In all that wars againsrtliat title most ; 

What follows next, ret cities of great name, 430 

And regions long since desolate, proclaim : 

Nineveh, Babylom and ancient Rome 
.Speak to the pre^nt times and times to come, 

They cry aloud in every careless ear, 

** Stop, while yc may, suspend your mad career ! < 

Oh learn from our example and our fate, 

Learn wisdom and repentance ere- too late I ” 

Not only Vice disposes anA prepare^ 

The mind that slumbers sweetly in her snares, 

To stoop to tyranny’s usurped command, 440 

•And bend her polished neck beneath his hand, 

(A dire effect, by one of nature’s^laws 
Unchangeably connected with its cause ;) 

But Providence himself will intervene 
•To throw His dark displeasure o’er tlse scene. 

* All are His instruments ; each form of war. 

What bums at home, or threatens from afar, 

Nature in arms, her elements at strife, 

The storms that overset the joys of«life, 

Are but. His rods to scourge a guilty land^ 45® 

And waste it at the bidding of ftis hand. 
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He gives ihe word, and Mutiny soon roars 
In all her gales, and shakes her distant shores ; 

'file standards of all nations are unfurled. 

She has one foe, and that one foe, the world. 

^nd if lie doom that people with 9 frown, 

And mark them with the seal of wrath, j^ressod down, 
Obduracy takes place; callous and lough, 

I'he rei)robatcd race grows judgment-proof ; , 

ICarth shakc'^ bcncatii them, and heaven roars above, 460 
Ilut nothing scares them from the course they love ; 

To the Ifiscivioua pipe and wanton song, 

^ 'J'liat charm down* fear, they froljc it along, 

VVitlilnail rai)idity and unconcern, ^ 

Down to the gulf from which is no return. 

'I'liey trust in navies, and their navies fail, 

(lod’s curse can cast away ten thousand sail ; 

They trust in armies, aiul their courage dies ; 

In wisdom, wealth, in fortune, and in lies ; 

Hut all they trust in withers, as it must, 470 

When He commaifds, in whom they j^lace no trust. 
Vengeance at last pours down upon their coast, 

A long despised, Init now victorious host ; 

Tyranny sends the chain that must abridge 
'rite noble sweej) of all their privilege, 

(iivfs li])erty the last, the mortal shock, 

.Slips the slave’s collar on, an<l snaps the lock. 

A, Such lofty strains embellish what you leach ; 

Mean you to prophesy, or but to, preach ? 

//, I know thcYnind that feels inched the 6re 4lij 

'Fhe Muse imparls, and can command the lyre, 

Acts a force, and kindles with a z&l, 

Whate’er the theme, that others never feel. 

If hiy^an woes her soft attention claim, 

A tender sympathy pervades the frame, * 

She pours a sensibility divine 
Along tllf nerve of every feeling line. 

Hut if a deed not tamely to be borne, 

Fire indignation and a sense of scorn. 

The strings are sweptewith sueft a power, so loud, 490 

The storm of music shakes the astonished crowd. 

So when remote futurity is brought 
Before the keen in<^uiry of Jicr thought, 

A ter|il>l(k sagacity informs 

’Fhp poet’s heart, he looks to distant storms, 

He hears the thunder ere the tempest lowers, ^ 

And, armed with strength surpassing human powers. 

Seizes events as yet unknown to man, 

And darts his soul into the dawming plan. 

Hence, in a Roman mouth, the graceful name 5,00 

Of prophefeand of poct*vas the same ; ^ 

Hence British poets too th^ priesthood shared/ 

And every hallowed Druid was a bard. 
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But no prophetic fires to me belong, 

I play with syllables, and sport in song. 

A. At Westminster, where little poets strive 
To set a distich ujkhi six and five. 

Where Discijilinc help<\opening buds of sense. 

And makes his pupils proud with silver pence, 

I was a poet too ; — but modern taste 
Is so refiiK;^! and delicate and chaste, 

'riiat verse, whatever fire the fancy warms, 

Without a creamy smoothness has no charms. 

Thus, all success depending on an car. 

And thinking I might purchase it too dear. 

If sentiment were sacrificed to sound. 

And tsuth cut short to make a period round, 

I judged a man of sense could scarce do worse 
Than caper in the morris-dance of verse. 

B, Thus reputation is a spur to wit. 

And some wits flag through fear ot losing it. 

Give me the line that ploughs its stately course 
Like a proud swan, conquering the strcjfin by fdrcc 
That like some cottage beauty strikes the lieait. 
Quite unindebted to the tricks of art. 

When labour and when dulness, club in hand, 

Like the two flgures at St. l)imstan*s stand, 
*Beating alternately, in measured time. 

The clock-work tintinnabulum of rhyme. 

Exact and regular the sounds will l>c. 

But such mere (luarter-slrokes are not for me. 

, From him who rears a poem lank and long, 

To him who strains hi! all into a song, 

Perhaps some boni^ Caledonian air, 

All birks and braes, though he was never there ; 

Or having whelped a prologue with great pains. 
Feels himself sp6nt, and fumbles for his brains ; 

A prologue interdaslicd with many a stroke. 

An art contrived to advertise a joke, 

So that the jest is clearly to be seen. 

Not in the words— but in the gap between ; 

Manner is all in all, whate’e^ is writ, • 

The substitute for genius, sense, and wit. 

To dally much with subjects mean and low 

• Proves that the mind is weak, o|| makes it so. 
Neglected talents rust into decay, 

And every eflbrt ends in push-pin play. 

The man ahat means success should soar above 

• A soldier’s feather, or a lady’s glove, • 

• Else summoning the Muse to such a theme, 

The fruit of all her labour is whipt-cream. 

As if an eagle flew aloft, and then — 

Stooped froin his highest pitch to pounce a wren. 

As if the poet, purposing to w^, , 

Should carve himself a wife in mnrerbread. 
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Ages clasped ere Ilomcr*8 lamp appeared. 

And ages ere the Mantuan Swan was heard; 

To carry nature lengths unknown before, 

To give a Milton birth, asked ages more. 

Thus Genius rose and set at orj[lerec|^'tinies, 

'And shot a day-spring into distant climes ; 
Ennobling every region that he chose, 

He sunk in Greece, in Italy he rose. 

And, tedious years of (lOlhic darkness past, 
Emerged all splendour in our isle at last. 
TliusTo\dy halcyons <live into the main. 

Then show far off their shining plunnvs again. 

* A, is genius only found in cptc lays? , 

Trove this, and forfeit all pretence to praise. 

Make their heroic powers your own at once, 

Or candidly confess yourself a dunce. 

B. These were the chief; each interval of night 
Was graced with many an undulating light ; 

In less illustrious baixls his beauty shone 
A meteor or a star,; in these, the sun. 

The nightingale may claim the topmost bough. 
While the poor grasslioppcr must chirp below. 

Like him unnoticed, 1, and such as I, 

Spread little wings, and rather skip than fly ; 
Perched on the meagre produce of the land, 

An ell or two of prospect wc command. 

Hut never peep beyond the thorny bound. 

Or oaken fence, that hems the paddock round. 

In Eden, ere yot innocence of heart 
Had faded, poetry was not an art ; ^ 

Langi^c above all teaching, or if taugKt, 

Only by gratitude and glowing thought, — 

Elegant as simplicity, and warm 
As ecstasy, unmanaclcd by form, — ‘ 

Not prompted, as in our degenerate days. 

By low auibilion and the thirst of praise. 

Was natural as is the flowing stream, 

And yet magnificent, a (Jod the theme. 

Tliat theme on earth ^xhausteif, though above 
’'I'is found as everlasting as Ilis love, 

Man lavished all his thoughts on human things. 

The feats of heroes and the wrath of kings,. 

But sdll ijfhile virtue kindled his delight, 

The song was moral, and so far was right. 

*Twas thus till luxury seduced the mind 
To joys less innocent,^s less refined, 

Then genius danced a bacchanal, he crowned 
1 he brimming goblet, seized the thyrsus, bound 
His brows with ivy, rushed into the field. 

Of wild im^ination, ami there reeled 
The victim of his^wn lascivious fires, ^ 

And, dizzy with delight, pAfaned the sacred wires. * 
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Anacreon, Horace, played in Greece and Rome 
This Bedlam part ; and, others nearer home. 

When Cromwell fought for power, and while he reigned 6io 
'J'he proud Protector of the power he gained, 

Religion harsh, into]cr.'|;it, austere. 

Parent of manners like herself severe. 

Drew a rough copy of the Christian face 
Without ll^^ smile, the sweetness or the grace; 

The dark and sullen humour of the time 
judged every eflbrt of the Muse a crime; 

Verse in the finest mould of fancy cast, 

Was lumber in an age so void of taste: • 

But when th# second ('harles assumed the way, 620* 

And asts revived beneath a softer day. 

Then like a bow long forced into a curve. 

The mind, released from too constrained a nerve, 

Klcw to its first position with a spring 
'I’hat made the vaulted roofs of pleasure ring. 

His court, the dissolute and hateful school 
Of wantonness, where vice was taught by nile, • 

Swarmed with 4. ^vribbling herd as deep inlaid 
With brutal lust as ever Circe made. 

From these a long succession in the rage 630 

Of rank obscenity debauched their age, 

I'for ceased, till ever anxious to redress 
The abuses of her sacrc<! charge, the prc.ss, 

The Muse instructed a welUmiiturcd train 
Of .abler votaries to cleanse the stain, 

And cKaim the palm for purity of song, • 

That Icwdncss had usu^icd and worn so long. 

Then decent pleasaJltry and slc*rling .sense, 

That neither gave nor would endure offence. 

Whipped out of sight, with .satire ju.st and keen, 640 

The i)uppy pack ^hat had defiled the scene. 

In front of these came Addison. In him 
Humour, in holiday and sightly trim. 

Sublimity and Attic taste combined, 

To polish, furnish, and delight the mind. 

Then Pope, as harmony itseff exact, *• 

In verse well-disciplined, complete, compact, 

Gave virtue and morality a grace 

That, quite eclipsing pleasure’s painted face, 

Levied a tax of wonder and appfause, 650 

Even on the fools that trampled on their laws. 

But he (hfs musical finesse was such. 

So nice his ear, so delicate his touch) • 

Made poetry a mere mechanic art. 

And every warbler has his tune by heart 
Nature imparting her satiric gift. 

Her serious mirth, to Arbuthnot and Swift, , 

With droll sobriety they raised a smile , 

At folly’s cost, themselves unm^ed the while. 
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That constellalion scl, the world in vain C6o 

Must hope to look \ipoii their like again. 

A. Are wc then left — />. Not wholly in the dark: 

Wit now and then, struck .smartly, shows a sp.irk, 

SufTicicnt to redeem the modern race^ 
l-rom total niglil and absolute disgrace. 

While servile trick and imitative knack 
Confine the million in the beaten track, 

Perhaps some courser wdio di'.dains the road 
Sniiffs u]> the wind and tUngs himself abroad. 

Contemporaries all sitrj)assed, .see one, 670 

Short his career, iPidecd, but ably run. 

Churchill, himself iinconsci»»us of hn j^owers, 

In i^enury consumed his idle hours, 

And, like a scattered seed at random sown, 

Was left to spring by vigour of his owm. 
laftcd at length, by dignity of thought 
And dint genius, to an atHuent lot, 
lie laid his head in luxury’s soft lap. 

And to<»k too often there his easy nap. 

If brighter beams than all he threw' not forth, 6S0 

*Twas negligence in him, not want of w'orth. 

Surly and slovenly, and bold and coarse, 

Too j)rond for art, and trusting in mere force, 

Spendthrift alike of money and of wit. 

Always at speed, and never drawing bit, 
lie struck the lyre in such a careless mood, 

An<l .so disdained the rules he understood, 

'flic laurel scemec’ to wait on his command, 

He snal< ned it rudely from the Muses’ hand. 

Na^gix, exerting an unwearied powei^ O90 

I'orms, opens, and give^ scent to every flower, 

Spreads the fresh verdure of the field, and lead? 

TIicManciiig Naiads through the dew'y mcitds ; 

.She fills profuse ten thousand little throats 
With muTiic, modulating all their notes, 

And charms the woodland scenes and wilds unknown 
With artless aii-s and conceits of her own ; 

Ihit seltlom (as if fea.rful of ex|jcn.se) 

Wiuchsafes to man a poet’s just pretence, 
hervency, freedom, fluency of thought, 700 

Harmony, .strength, words exquisitely sought, 
l*'ancy thfit from the bow tftat spans the sky 
lirings cohnirs dipt in heaven that nevea die, 

A feoul exalied abox'c earth, a mind 
Skilled in the characters that form mankind, — 

And as the sun, in rising beauty dressed. 

Looks to the westw'ard from the dappled east, 

And marks, whatever clouds may interpose, 

Kre yet his^race begins, «ts glorious close, 

An eye like his to,catch the distant goal. 

Or ere the wheels of verse Ijcgin to roll, 
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Like his to shed illuminating raj^ ^ 

On every scene and subject it surveys, — 

Thus graced, the man asserts a poet’s name. 

And the world cheerfully admits the claim. 

rily Religion has so s^-ldom found 
A skilful guide into poetic ground I 
" The flowers would spring where’er she deigned to stray, 

And every muse attend her in her way. 

Virtue indcAl meets many a rhyming friend, 720 

And many a compliment politely penned, 

Rut unattirod in that becoming vest 
Religion weaves for her, and half undressed, 

.Stands in thc^desert shivcrinlJJ and forlorn, 

A wintiT flgiire, like a^vithered thorn. 

'riic hlielvcs arc full, all other themes arc sped, 

Hackneyed and worn to the last flimsy thread ; 

.Satire has long since <K»ne his best, and curst 
And loathsome Ribaldry has done his worst; 

J‘'ancy has siiorled all her powers away 730 

In tales, in trifles, and in children’s play;^ 

And ’ti^ the sad r'unplaint, and almost true, 

Whale’er we write, we bring forth nothing new. 

’Twere new indeoil to sec a bard all fire. 

Touched with a coal from heaven, assume the lyre, 

And tell the world, still kindling as he sung. 

With more than mortal music on his tongue, 

That He who died below, and reigns above. 

Inspires the song, and that his name is Love. 

I''or, after all, if merely to beguile ^ 740 

flowing numbers aiufea flowery .style 
The taedium that t!u!>hizy rich endure. 

Which now and then sweet poetry may cure, — 

Or if to sec the name of idol self 

Stamped on the ^^•t;ll- bound quarto, grace the shelf, 

To float a bubble on the breath of fame, — 

Prompt his endeavour and engage his aim. 

Debased to servile purposes of pride. 

How are the powers of genius misapplied 1 

The gift whose office is the Giver’s praise, 7;o 

To trace Him in His word. His works. His ways, 

Then spread the rich discovery, and invite 
Mankind to .share in the divine delight, 

Distorted from its use and just de%ign. 

To make the pitiful possessor shine. 

To purchaae at the fool-freemen ted fair 
Of Vanity, a wreath for self to wear, , 

,^s profanation of the basest kind. 

Proof of a trifling and a worthless mind. 

A. llail Sternhold then, and Hopkins hail ! B. Amen. 

If flattery, folly, lust employ the pep, 761 

If acrimony, gander and abuse, 

Give it a* charge to blacken and traduce ; 
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Though Butler’s wit, Pope’s numbers, Prior’s ease, 
With all that fancy can invent to please. 

Adorn the polished jicriods as they fall, 

One madrigal of theirs is worth them all. 

A. ’Twould tliin the ranks of the ;)oetic tribe, 

Vo dash the pen through all that you proscribe. 

/y. No matter ; — we could shift when they were not 
And should, no doubt, if they were all forgot. 


THE PROGRESS OF ERROR. 

Si quid loquor audiendum.— Hon. lib. iv. oL 2 . 

Sing, Muse (if such a theme, so dark, so long, 

May find a Muse to grace it with a song), 

By what unseen and unsuspected arts 

Inc serpent Error twines round human hearts ; 

Tell where she lurks, beneath what flowery shades 
That not ngliinpso'of genuine light pervades. 

The poisf)nous, l)lack, insinuating worm 
.Successfully conceals her loathsome form. 

'Pakc, if ye can, ye careless and supine, 

Counsel and caution fnun a voice like mine ! 

'I'rutlis that the llicorist could never reach, 

And observation taught me, T would teach. 

Not all, W'liose okHjiiencc the fancy fills, 

Musical as^the chime of tinkling rills, 

Weak to .perform,* though mighty to pretend, 

Can traye her mazy wimlings to tliei? end, 

DisceqfV the fraud beneath the specious itrc, 

Prevent the danger, or prescribe the cure. 

The clear harangue, and co!<l as it is clear, 

Falls soporific on the listless car; ‘ 

Like quicksilver, the rhetoric they display 
Shines a9>'it runs, but, gr.^sped at, slips away. 

Placed for his trial on this bustling .stage. 

From thoughtless youth to ruminating age, 

Free in his will to clioose or U/refiise, 

Man may improve the crisis, or abuse ; 

Else, on the fatalist's unrighteous plan, 

Say, to what bar amenable were man? 

With ^nought in chaise, heVould betray no trust, 
And, if he fell, would fall because he must ; 

If love reward him, or if vengeance strike. 

His recompense in bovh unjust alike. 

Divine authority w'ithin his breast 
Brings every thought, word, action, to the test ; 
Warns him or pi-ompts, approves him or restrains, 
As Reason,, or as I'assioti, takes the reins. 

Heaven from above, and Conscience from witllin, . 
Cry in his startled ear “ Al^tain from sin ! 
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The world around solicits his desire. 

And kindles in his soul a treacherous fire ; 40 

Whiles all his purposes and steps to guard, 

Peace follows Virtue as its sure reward, 

And Pleasure brings as hurely in her train 
Remorse and Sorrow and vindictive Pain. 

Man, thus endued with an elective voice, 

Must be supplied with objects of his choice ; 

Where'er he turns, enjoyment and delight, 

Or present or in prospect, meet his sight : 

These open on the snot their honeyed store; 

Those call him loudly to pi^suit of more. * 50 

His unexhausted mine,, the sordid vice 
Avarice shows, and virtue is the price. 

Here various motives his ambition raise — 

Power, Pomp, and Splendour, and the thirst of praise 
There Beauty wuos him with expanded arms ; 

£v*n Bacchanalian madness has its charms. 

Nor these alone, whose pleasures less refined 
Might well alarm the most unguarded mi Ad, 

Seek to suppl.an< his inexperienced youth, 

Or lead him devious from the path of truth ; 60 

Hourly allurements on his passions press, 

Safe in themselves, but dangerous in the excess. 

* Hark 1 how it floats upon the dewy air 1 
Oh what a dying, dying close was there! 

*Tis harmony from yon sequestered bowser, 

Sweet harmony, that soothes the midnight hour ! 

L^ng ere the charioteer of day had run > 

His morning course, th^ enchantment was l>cgun ; 

And he shall gild y^ mountain's height again, 

Ere yet the pleasing toil liecomes a pain. 70 

Is this the rugged path, the steep ascent ,, 

That Virtue points to? Can a life thus spent 
Lead to the bliss she promises the wise, 

Detach the soul from earth, and speed her to tlxe skies? 

Ye devotees to your adored employ. 

Enthusiasts, drunk with an unreal -joy. 

Love makes the music of the ulest alwvi. 

Heaven's harmony is universal love; 

And earthly sounds, though sweet and well combined, 

And lenient as soft opiates to tlie mind, 80 

Leave vice and folly unsubdued bdiind. > 

Gr^ da>im appears ; the sportsman and his train 
Reekie the* bosom of the distant plain ; 

*Xis be, the Nimrod of the ncighbourir.g lairs, — 

Save that his scent is less acute than theirs, 

For persevering chase, and headlong leaps. 

True beagle as the staunchest hound he keeps. 

Charged with the folly of his life's mad scene, 

He lakes oflfenfce, and wonders what you mean ; 

The joy, the danger, and the toil 6’erpays— 90 
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*Tis exercise, and health, and len^h of days. 

Again impetuous to the held he flics ; 

Leaps every fence but one, there falls and dies ; 

Like a slain deer, the tumbrel brings him home, 
lUnmissed but by his dogs and by hib groom. 

Ye clergy, while your orbit is your place, 

Lights of the world, and stars of human race ; 

But if eccentric ye forsake your sphere. 

Prodigies ominous, and viewed with fear ; 

The comet’s baneful influence is a dream ; lOO 

Yours real and pernicious in the extreme. 

What then ! — are appetites and lusts laid down 
With the same ease the man puts on^his gown? 

Will Avarice and Concupiscence give place, 

Charmed by the sounds — “Your reverence,” or “Your grace?” 
No. But his own engagement binds him fast ; 

Or, if it does not, brands him to the last 
What atheists call him — a designing knave, 

A mere church juggler, hypocrite, and slave. 

Oh laugh, or mouvn with me, the rueful jest, l lo 

A cassocked huntsman, and a fiddling priest t 
He from Italian songsters takes his cue ; 

Set Paul to music, he shall quote him too. 
lie takes the held, the master of the pack 
Cries — “ W'ell done, saint I ” and claps him on the back. ' 

Is this the path of sanctity? Is this 
To stand a y^y-mark in the road to bliss? 

Himself a/wanderer from the narrow way, 

His sill^hecp, what wonder if thev stray? , 

Go, ca|C your orders at your bishop^s fc^t, 120 

SencUycAir dishonoured gown to Monmouth Street ; '' 

The sacred function in your hands is made — 

Sad sacrilege I— no function, but a trade I 
UccLduus is a pastor of renown ; 

When he has prayed and preached the sabbath down. 

With yfke and catgut he concludes the day, 

Quavering and semiquavering care away. 

The full concerto swells upon your car ; 

All elbows shake, d^ook in, lind you would swear 

The Babylonian tyrant with a nod 130 

Had summoned them to serve his golden god ; 

So well that thought the employment seems to suit, 
Psaltery«and sackbut, dulcimer and flute. 

Oh fie ! *Tis evangelical and pore : 

Ooserve each face, how sober and demure I 
Ecstasy sets her stamp on every mien ; 

Chins fallen, and not an eye-ball to be seen. 

Still I insist, though music heretofore 

Has charmed me much, (not even Occiduus more,) 

Love, joy, and peace i&ake harmony more meet 140 

For Sabbath evening ai^ perhaps as sweet^ 

W^ill not the sickliest sneep of every flock 
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Resort to this example as a rock ; 

There stand and justify the foul abuse 
Of Sabbath hours, with plausible excuse ? 

If apostolic gravity be free 

To play the fool on Sundays, why not wc ? 

• If he the tinkling haq^sichord regards 
As inoffensive, what offence in cards? 

Strike up tl^ fiddles ! let us all be gay ! 150 

Laymen have leave to dance, if parsons play. 

0 Italy ! thy Sabbaths will be soon 
Our Sabbaths, closed with mummery and buffooTL 
Iheaching and pranks will share the motley scene, 

Ours parcelled out, as ^ine nave ever l)cen, 

(iod’s Miorship and the mountebank between. 

What sa3's the prophet ? Let that day be blest 
\Vith holiness and cojisecratcfl rest, 
rabtime and business both it should exclude, 

AikI bar the door the moment they intrude ; 160 

Nobly distinguished above all the six 

IJy deeds in which the world must never mix. * 

Hear him again. He calls it a delight^ 

A day of luxury, observed aright, 

When the glad soul is made heaven’s welcome guest. 

Sits banqueting, and God provides the feast, 
ifut triders are engaged and cannot come ; 

Their answer to the call is — A^/ at home. 

Oh the dear pleasures of the velvet plain ! ' 

The painted tablets, dealt and dealt again ! 170 

C;irds with what raptures and the {K)lished^ic, 

The yawning chasm^f indolence supply ! 

Then to the dance, and make the sober moon 
Witness of joys that shun the sight of noon. 

Blame, cynic, if you can, quadrille or ball. 

The snug close pafty, or the s]>lcndid hall, 

Where Night, down-stooping from her ebon throne, 

Views constellations brighter than her own. • 

*Ti.s innocent and harmless, and refined, 

The balm of care, elysium of l^e-mind. 180 

Innocent ! Oh, if venerable Time v 
Slain at the foot of Pleasure be no crime, 

Then, with his silver beard and magic wand. 

Let Comus rise Archbishop of thuland; 

Let him your rubric and your feasts prescribe. 

Grand Metropolitan of all the tribe. 

Of manners rough, and coarse athletic cast. 

The rank debauch suits Clodio’s filthy tute. 

Ruhllus, exquisitely formed by rule^ 

Not of the moral but the dancing school, 190 

W'onders at Clodio’s follies, in a tone 
As tragical as others at his own. • ’ 

He cannqt drifik five bottles, bilk the scon^ 

Then kill a constable^ and drink five more ; 
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But he can draw a pattern, make a tart, 

And has the Ladies’ Etif|uette by heart. 

Go, fool ; find, arm in arm with Clodio, plead 
Your cause before a bar you little dread ; 

^lut know, the law that bids the drunkard die 
Is far too just to pass the Iriflcr by. 200i 

Both baby-featured and of infant si7e, 

Viewed from a distance, and with heedless eyes, 

Folly and Innocence are so alike, 

The difference, though essential, fails to strike. 

Yet Fofty ever has a vacant stare, 

A simpering couiftenancc, and ^ trifling air ; 

But Fnnocence, sedate, serene, erect,^ 

Delights us by engaging our resjicct. 

Man, Nature’s guest by invitation sweet, 

Receives from her both appetite anti treat ; >io 

But, if he play the glutton and exceed, 

Ilis l)enefactress blushes at the deed. 

For Nature, nice, as liberal to dispense. 

Made nothing but<‘a brute the slave of sense. 

Daniel ate pulse by choice — example rare ! 

Heaven blessed the youth, and made him fresh and fair. 
Gorgonius sits abdominous and wan. 

Like a fat squab upon a Chinese fan ; 

He snuffs far off the anticipated joy, ' 

Turtle and venison all his thoughts employ ; 220 

Prepares foj^eals as jockeys take a sweat, 

Gh naus<Ms ! — an emetic for a whet ! 

VVill Pimdcnceti’erlook the wasietl good? 

Tempmnee were no virtue if He cSult^. 

Thfl^dcasures, therefore, or what such wc call, 

Are hurtful, is a truth confessed by all ; 

And some, that seem to threaten virtue less, 

StilT hurtful in the abuse, or by the excess 
Is man then only for his torment placed 
The centre of delights he may not taste ? 230 

Like fabled TanUuus, condemned to hear 
I'he precious stream still purling in his car. 

Lip-deep in what h» longs forf and yet curst 
With prohibition, and perpetual thirst ? 

No, wrangler, — destitute of shame and sense. 

The precept that enjoins Mm abstinence « 

Portals ^lim none but the licentious joy, 

Vyhose fruit, though fair, tempts only to destroy. 

Remorse, the fatal egg by Pleasure laid * 

tn every bosom wheft her nest is made, 2^0 

Hatched by the beams of truth, denies him rest, 

/Vnd proves a raging scorpion in his breast. 

No pleasure? Are domestic comforts dead? 

^re all the nameless sweets of friendship fled ? 

Has time worn out, or fashion put to shame i 

Jood sense, good health, ^ood conscience, and good fame? 
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All these belong to Virtue, and all prove 
That virtue has a title to your. love. 

Have you no touch of [lity, that the poor 

Stand starved at your inhospitable door? 250 

Or if yourself, too scantily supplied, 

*Need help, let honest iiufustry provide, 
b'arn, if you want j if you abound, impart ; 

These both Itre jilcasurLS to the feeling heart. 

No pleasure ? Has .some .sickly £a.stern waste 
Sent us a wind to parch as at a blast? 

Can Tlritish paradise no scenes afford ^ 

To please her sated and indiirerent lord? * 

Are sweet phflosophy’s •enjoyments run 

Quite to* the lees? And has religion none? 260 

Brutes cajiable would tell you *tis a lie. 

And judge you from the kennel and the sty. 

Dcliglits like these, ye sensual and profane, 

Ye are bid, begged, besought to entertain; 

Called to these ci7stal .streams, do ye turn off , 

Obscene, to swill and swallow at a trough^ 

Knvy the bca.st tlicn, on whom Ilc.'iven bestows 
Your pleasures, with no curses in the close ! 

Pleasure, admittetl in undue degree, 

Enslaves the will, nor leaves the judgment free. 270 

*Tis not alone the grape’s enticing juice 
Unnerves the moral i^owcrs, and mars their use ; 

Ambition, avarice, and the lust of fame, ^ 

And woman, lovely woman, does the same. 

The heart, surrendere<l the ruling power* 

Of some ungoveriie(kpa.ssion every hour. 

Finds, by degrees, the truths that once bore sway. 

And all their deep impressions wear away. 

So coin grows smooth, in trafhc current passed 
Till Caesar’s image is effaced at last. 2S0 

The breach, though small at first, soon opening vjjde, 

In rushes folly with a full-moon tide ; 

Then welcome errors, of whatever size, 

To justify it by a thousand lie^. 

As creeping i^ clings to wood or stonef 
And hides the ruin that it feeds upon, 

So sophistry cleaves close to and protects 
Sip’s rotten trunk, concealing its defects. 

Mortals whose pleasures are their only care, 

First wish lo be impo.sed on, and then are ; <90 

And lest the fulsome artifice should faiL 
Themselves will hide its coarseness with a veil. 

*Not more industrious are the just and true 
To give to virtue what is virtue's due, 

The praise of wisdom, comeliness and worth, 

And call her g^arms to public node# forth. 

Than vice’s m'^n and disingenuous race * 

To l^ide the shocking features of her face : 
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Her form with dress and lotion they repair. 

Then kiss their idol, and pronounce her fair. 300 

The sacred implement I now employ 
Might prove a mischief, or at best a toy, 
i.A trifle if it move but to amuse. 

But if to wrong the judgment and abuse, 

Worse than a poniard in the basest hand, 

It stabs at once the morals of a land. 

Ye writers of what none with safety reads. 

Footing it in the dance that fancy leads, 

Ye nomists, who mar what ye would mend, 

Snivijlling and drivelling folly witlmut end, 310 

Whose corresponding misses fdi the ream 
With sentimental frippery and dream, 

Caught in a delicate soft silken net 
By some lewd earl or rake-hcIl baronet ; 

Ye pimps, who, under Virtue’s fair pretence, 

Steal to the closet of young Innocence, 

And tcachjier, inexperienceil yet and green. 

To scribble as yoit scribbled at fifteen ; 

Who, kindling a combustion of desire, 

With some cmd moral think to ciucnch the fire ; 320 

Though all your engineering proves in vain. 

The dribbling stream ne’er puts it out again ; , 

Oh that a verse had power, and could command 
Far, far away tlieae flesh-flies of the land ! 

Who fasteny^ithout mercy on the fair. 

And sucl^nd leave a craving maggot there, 
Howe’cj^lisguisclll the inflammatoi^ tile, 

And c^ered with a fine-spun specious veil. 

Such Arftters and such readers owe the gust 

And relish of their pleasure all to lust. 330 

I^it the Muse, eaglc-piuioned, has in v^w 
A quarry more important still than you ; 

Down, down the wind she swims and sails away. 

Now stSops upon it, and now grasps the prey. 

Petronius ! all the Muses weqi for thee, 

But eveiy tear shall scald thy yiemory. 

The (vraccs too, whfie Virtue at their shrine 
Lay bleeding under that soft hand of thine, 

Felt each a mortal stab in her own breast. 

Abhorred the sacrifice, and cursed the priest ; 3^0 

Thour polished and high-finished foe to truth, 

G|ey-beard corrupter of our listening youth, 

To purge and skim away the filth of vice, 

That so refined it mi^ht the more entice, 

Then pour it on the morals of thy son 
To taint his heart, was worthy of thine mvn. 

Now while the poison all high life pervades. 

Write if thou canst one better from the shades^ 

One, and one only, charged with deep regret, 

That thy worst part, thy principles, live yet ; ^ 350 
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One sad epistle thence may cure mankind 
Of the plague spread by bundles left behind. 

’Tis granted, and no plainer truth appears, 

Our most important are our earliest years. 

The mind impressible and soft, with case 
Imbibes and copies what she hears and sees. 

And through life’s labyrinth holds fast the due 
That education gives her, false or true. 

Plants raised witli tenderness are seldom strong, 

Man’s coltish disposition asks the thong, 360 

And without discipline the favourite child, 

Like a neglected forester, juns wild. • 

But we, as if good qi^lities would grow 
Spontaneous, take but little pains to sow; 

We give some Latin, and a sniatch of Oreek, 

Teach liim to fence and figure twice a week, 

An<l having done, we thii», the best we can, 

I’raisc his proficiency and dub him man. 

From school to Cam or Isis, and thence home. 

And thence with all convenient speed tft.Kome,* 370 

With reverend tptor clad in habit lay. 

To tease for cash, and quarrel with all day ; 

With memorandum-book for every town, 

^ And every post, and where the chaise broke down 
His stock a few French phrases got by heart. 

With much to learn but nothing to impart. 

The youth, obedient to his sire^ commands,V 
Sets off a wanderer into foreign lands : 

•Surprised at all they meet, the gosling pair X 
With awkward gqit, Stretched neck, and silly stan 380 
Discover huge cathedrals built with stone, < 

And steeples towering high much like our own. 

But show peculiar light by many a grin 
At Popish pracfices observed within. 

Ere long, some bowing, smirking, smart Abbe 
Kemarks two loiterers that have lost their way, • 

And being always primed with polit€ 9 se 
For men of their appearance anud address, 

With much compassion unSertakes the task, 

To tell them more than they have wit to ask ; 390 

Points to inscriptions wheresoe’er they tread, 

Such as when legible were never read. 

But being cankered now, and worn out. 

Craze antiquarian brains with endless doubt; 

Some headless hero or some Caesar shows, 

Defective only in his Roman nose; • 

Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans, 

Models of Herpulanean pots and pans, 

And sells them medals, which, if neither rare 

Nor ancient, will be so, preserved with care. 400 

Strange Ibe recital I from whatever cause 
His great improvement and n^ lights he draws, 
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The squire once bashful is shamefaced no more, 

Hut teems with powers he never felt before : 

Whether increased momentum, and the force 
With which from clime to clime he sped his course. 

As axles sometimes kindle as they go, 

Uhafe<l him and brought dull nature to a glow ; 

Or whether clearer skies and softer air, 

That make Italian flowers so sweet and fair, 410 

Freshening his lazy spirits as he ran, 

Unfolded genially and spread the man ; 

Kctuniiifg, he proclaims by many a grace, 

Hy shrugs and stnr«ige contort ioq.s of his face, 

' How flinch a dunce that has been sent to roamc 
Excels a dunce that has been kept at home. 

Accomplishments have taken virtue’s place, 

And wisdom falls before exterior grace; 

We slight the precious kernel of the stone. 

And toil to polish its rough coat alone. 420 

A just deportment, manners graced with ea.se, 

Elegant phriise, an«l figure formed to please. 

Arc qualities that seem to comprehend 
Whatever parents, guardians, schools intend, 
licnee an unfurnished and a listless mind, 

Though busy, trifling ; empty, though refined ; 

Hence all that interferes, and dares to clasli 
With indolence and luxury, is trash ; 

While Icamii^, once the man’s exclusive pride. 

Seems vergj^jig fast towards the feiralc side. 430 

Leanii^kself, teceived into a mind 
By natm/weak, or viciously inclinea, ^ 

Serves/^t to lead philosophers astray 

Where children would with ease discern the way. 

And of all arts sagacious dupes invent 
To cficat themselves and gain the w'orld’s alsent. 

The worst is — Scripture warped from its intent. 

The carriage bowls along, and all are pleased 
If Tom be sober, and the wheels w’ell greased ; 

But if the rogue have gone a cud too far, 440 

Left out his nneh-pinor forgot ms tar, 

It suffers interruption and delay, 

And meets with hindrance in the smoothest way. 

When some hypothesis absiyrd and. vain 
Has filjpd with all its fumes a critic’s brain. 

The text tnat sorts not with his darling whim, , 

Thc^iigh plain to others, is oliscure to him. 

The Will made siibjeca»to a lawless force, 

All is irregular and out of course^ 

And Judgment dnmk, and bribed to lose his way, 450 
"Winks hard, and talks of darkness at noon-day. 

A critic on the .sacred hook should be 
Candid and leamec^ dispassionate and free ; 

Free from tlie wayward biaslaigots feel, 
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From fancy’s influence, and intemperate zeal, 

But above all (or let the wretch refrain, 

Nor touch the page he cannot but profane) 

Free from the domineering power of lust ; 

A lewd interpreter is never just. 

How shall I speak thee, or thy power address. 
Thou god of our idolatry, the Press ? 

By thee, religion, liberty, and laws 

Exert their influence, and advance their cause ; 

By thee, worse plagues than Pharaoh’s laud befell. 
Diffused, make earth the vestibule of hell : 

Thou fountain, at which dripk the good and wise. 
Thou ever-btbbling siting of endless lies. 

Like l!>lcn’s dread j^robationary tree. 

Knowledge of good and evil is from thee. 

No wiki enthusiast ever yet could rest, 

Till half mankind were like himself possessed. 
Philosophers, who darken and put out 
Eternal truth by everlasting doubt. 

Church quacks, with passions under no command. 
Who fill the wo. Id with doctrines contraband, 
Discoverers of they know not what, confined 
Within no bounds, the blind that lead the blind, 
To streams of popular opinion drawn. 

Deposit in those shallows all their spawn. 

The wriggling fry soon fill the creeks around, 
Poisoning the waters where their swarms abodkd ; 
Scorned by the nobler tenants of the flood, 
Minnows and gudgeons goiige the unwholesoine fn 
The propagated mj^iaas spread so fast, 

Even Leuwenhoek himselt w'ould stand aghast. 
Employed to calculate the enormous sum. 

And own his crab-computing powers o’crcomc. 

Is this hyperbole^ The world well known, 

Your sober thoughts will hardly find it one. 

Fresh confidence the speculatist takes 
From eveiy hare-brained proselyte he makes, 

And therefore prints : — him^lf but half deceived. 
Till others have the soothing tale believed. 

Hence comment after comment, spun as fine 
As bloated spiders draw the flimsy line ; 

Hence the same word that bids ^ur lusts obey. 

Is misapplied to sanctify their sway. 

If stubboyi Greek refuse to be his friend, 

Hebrew or Syriac shall be forced to bend ; 

•If languages and copies all cry **No !* 

Somebody proved it centuries ago. 

Like trout pursued, the critic in despair 
Darts to the mud and finds hi.s safety there. 
Women, whom custom has forbid to fly 
The scbolarY pitch (the scholar J>est knows why). 
With all the simple and unlettered poor, 
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Admire his learning, and almost adore. 

Whoever errs, the priest can ne’er be wrong, 

With such fine words familiar to his tongue. 

Ye ladies ! (for, iiidinerent in your cause, 5 ^^ 

should deserve to forfeit all applause,) 

Whatever shocks, or gives the least offence 

Tj virtue, delicacy, truth, or sense 

(Try the criterion, ’tis a faithful guide), • 

Nor has, nor can have. Scripture on its side. 

None but an author knows an author’s cares, 

Or fancy’s fondness for the child she bears. 

Committed once ftito the public arms, 

The t 5 aby seems to smile with added«charms : • 

Like something precious ventured far from shore, • 520 

*Tis valued for the danger’s sake the more, 
lie views it with complacency supreme, 

Solicits kind attention to his dream, 

And daily, more enamoured of the cheat, 

Kneels, and asks Heaven to bless the dear deceit. 

So one, whose stofy serves at least to show 
Men loved their own productions long ago. 

Wooed nn unfeeling statue for his wife, 

Nor rested till the gotls had given it life. 

If some mere drivdler suck the sugared fib, 5£0 

One that still needs his lesiding-string and bib. 

And praise his genius, he is soon repaid 
In praise app^ed to the same part, nis head : 

For ’tis a iJKe that holds for ever true, 

Grant me^iscenifficnt, iind 1 grant if you. 

Pati^ of contradiction as a child, «• 

Affabl^ liumble, diffident, and mild, 

Such was Sir Isaac, and such Boyle and Locke ; 

Yoi^ blunderer is as sturdy as a rock : , 

The creature is so sure to kick and bite^ 540 

A muleteer’s the man to set him right. 

First apffetite enlists him truth’s sworn foe. 

Then olistinate self-will confirms him so. 

Tell him he wanders, that his unnor leads 
To fatal ills, that though the path he treads 
Be flowery, and he see no cause of fear. 

Death and the pains of hell attend him there ; 

In vain : the slave of arrogance and pride, 

He ha# n# hearing on the prudent side. 

Hi| still refuted quirks he still repeats, 55 ® 

New raised objections with new ouibbles meets, 

Till sinking in the quftksand he oefends, 

He dies disputing, and the contest ends ; 

But not the mischiefs : they, still left behind, 

Like thistle-seeds are sown by every wind. 

Thus men go wrong vAth an ingenious skill, ^ 

Bend the straight rule to thfir own crooked win, 

And with a clear and shining lamp supplied. 
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First put it out, then take it for a guide. 

Halting on crutches of unequal size, 560 

One leg by truth supported, one by lies. 

They sidle to the goal with awkward pace, 

Secure of nothing, but to lose the race. * 

Faults in the life breed errors in the brain, 

And these, reciprocally, those again. 

The mind and conduct mutually imprint 
And stamp their image in each other’s mint ; 

Each sire and dam of an infernal race 
Begetting and conceiving all that’s base. 

None sends his arrow to Jhe mark in view, 570 

Whose hanc^is feeble, «or his aim untrue ; * 

For though ere yet the shaft is oji the wing. 

Or when it first forsakes the elastic string. 

It err but little from the intended line, 

It falls at last far wide of his design : 

So he who seeks a mansion in the sky 
Must watch his purpose with a steadfast eye ; 

That prize belongs to none but the sincea;', * 

The least obliq; <1/ is fatal here. 

With caution taste the sweet Circscan cup : 580 

He that sips often, at last drinks it up. 

J^abits arc soon assumed, but when we strive 
To strip them off, ’tis being flayed alive. 

Called to the temple of imtiure delight, 

He that abstains, and he alone, does right. ^ 

If a wish wander that wav, call it home, 

Jle cannot long safe whose wishe.s row. 

But if you pass th^ thi^shold, you are caught 
Die then, it power Almighty save you not I 
There hardening by degrees, till doulile steeled, 590 

Take leave of nature’s God, and God revealed ; 

Then laugh at aft you trembled at before. 

And joining the freethinkers’ brutal roar, 

Swallow the two grand nostrums they dispense, 

That Scripture lies, and blasphemy is sense ; 

If clemenjpy revolt^ by abt^ 

Be damnable, then damned without excuse. 

Some dream that they can silence when they will 
The storm of passion, and say, Peace, be still; ” 

But “ Thtts far and no farther ,'* addressed 600 

To the wild wave, or wilder human breast, 

Implies ai^thority that never can. 

That never ought, to be the lot of man. 

But, Muse, forbear ! long ff^hts fdTebode a fall, 

Strike on the deep-toned diord the sum of all. 

Hear the just law, the judgment of the skies : 

He that hates truth shall be the dupe of lies ; 

And he that will be cheated to tluxla^ 

Delusions 8tA)ng as hell, shall bind him fast. 

But if the wanderer his mistake discern, 
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Judge his own ways, and sigh for a return, 

Bewildered once, must he bewail his loss 
For ever and for ever ? No — the Cross ! 

There and there only (though the deist rave, 

^nd atheist, if earth bear so base a slave), 

There, and there only, is the power to save ; 

There no delusive hope invites despair, 

No mockery meets you, no deception there : 

The spells and charms th.it blinded you before, 

All vanish there, and fascinate no more. C20 

I am no preacher ; let this hint suffice, 

^The Cross once sefli is death to ^very vice : 

"Else lie that hung there sufferwi all His pain. 

Bled, groaned and agonized, and died, in vain. 


TRUTH. 

Pensantur trutinft.— >Hor. lib. ii. ep. L 

Man, on the dubious waves of error tossed. 

His ship half foundered, and his compass lost, 

Sees, far as human optics may command, 

A sleeping fog, and fancies it dry land : 

Spreads all hj^anva^ every sinew plies ; 

Pants for iu^ms at it, enters it, and dies. 

Then fare^ll all s^>satisfying schemfs. 

His welhXuilt systems, philosophic dreamf, 

Deceitfm tiews of future bliss, farewell ! 

He reads his sentence at the flames of Hell. lo 

H^ lot of man ! to toil for the reward 
Of virtue, and yet lose it ! — ^Wherefore hard ? 

He that would win the race, must guide his horse 
Obedient Tb the customs of the course ; 

Else, though unequalled to the goal he flies, 

A meaner than himself shall gai^-the prize. 

Grace leads the right Way, — if you choose the wrong. 

Take it and perish, but restrain your tongue ; 

Charge not, with light sufficient, and left free. 

Your wilful suicide on God’^decree. 20 ' 

Oh hfwanlike the complex works of man, 

Hcayen’s easy, artless, unencumbered plan ! 

No meretricious graces to beguile. 

No clustering omamenfl to clog the pile ; 

From ostentation as from weakness free. 

It stands like the cserulean arch we see^ 

Majestic in its own simplicity. 

Inscribed above the portal} from afar 
Conspicuous as the brightness of a star. 

Legible only by the light they give, 30 
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Stand the soul-quickenine words — BELIEVE AND Llf E. 

Too many, shocked at what should charm them most, 

Despise the plain direction and are lost. 

Heaven on such terms ! they cry with proud disdain, 

Incredible, impossible, and vftin I — 

> Rebel because ’tis easy to obey. 

And scorn, for its own sake, the gracious way. 

These are the sober, in whose cooler brains 
Some thought of immortality remains ; 

The rest too busy, or too gay, to wall 40 

On the sad theme, their everlasting state. 

Sport for a day and perish in a night, • 

The foam uf'on the waters^ot so light. 

Who iudged the Pliarisee? What oclious cause 
Exposed him to the vengeance of the laws? 

Had he seduced a viigin, wronged a friend. 

Or stabbed a man to serve some private end ? 

Was blasphemy his sin? Or did he stray 
From the strict duties of the sacred day? 

Sit long and late at the carousing board} • 50 

(Such were the sins with which he charged his Lord.) 

No— the man's morals were exact ; what then? 

Twas his ambition to be seen of men ; 

^ His virtues were his pride 1 and that one vice 
Made all his virtues gewgaws of no price ; 

He wore them as fine trappings for a show, 

A praying, synagogue-frequenting beau. y 
The self-applauding binl, the peacock see,-^ 

• Mark what a sumptuous Pharisee is he U 
Meridian sunbeargs lAipt him to unfold Co 

His radiant glories, azure, green, and gold : 

He treads as if, some solemn music near, 

HU measured step were governed by his car. 

And seems to Ay, “Ye meaner fowl, give place 
I am all splendour, dignity, and grace I ” 

Not so the pheasant on his charms presumes, 

Though he too has a glory in hU plumes. 

He, Christian-like, retreatg with modest mien 
To the close copse or far sequestered igreeti. 

And shines without desiring to be seen. 70 

The plea of works, as arrogant and vain. 

Heaven turns from with a^orysnee and disdain 
Not more affronted by avowed n^lect 
Than b^the mere dissembler's feigned respect. 

\Vhat U all righteousness that men devUe, 

' What, but a sordid bargain for the sAries? 

But Christ as soon would abdicate HU own 
As stoop from heaven to sell the proud a throne 
HU awelling a recess in some rude rock. 

Book, besds, and maple dish hU sneagre stock. 

In shirt of Aair, and weeds of canvas dressed. 

Girt with a bell-rope that the l^ope has blessed. 
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Adust With stripes told out for every crime, 

And sore tormented long tiefore liis time ; 
liis prater preferred to saints that cannot aid, 

His praise^ [wstponed, and never to lie paid ; 

See the sage hermit by mankin/l admired, 

*‘^ith ail that bigotry adopts, inspired, 

Wearing out life in his religious whim, 

Till his religious whimsy wears out him. , 

His works, his abstinence, his zeal allowed. 

You think him humble — God accounts him proud ; 
High in •lemand, though lowly in pretence. 

Of all his conduct ibis the genuine sense — 

•<My poiitcntial stripes, my streaifiing blood, , 
Have purchased heaven and prove my title good. 

Turn Kustward now, and Fancy shall apply 
To your \^'cak sight her telescopic eye. 

The Ilramin kindles on his own bare head 
The sacred fire, self-torturing his trade ; 

His voluntary pains, severe and long, 

Would give a barb^^ous air to British song ; 

No grand inquisitor could worse invent 
Than he contrives to suffer well content. 

Which is the saintlier worthy of the two? 

“ Past all dispute, yon anchorite,” say you. 

Your sentence and mine differ. What*s a name? 

, I say the Bramin has the fairer claim. 

If sufferings S^’pture nowhere recommends, 
Devised by sa^to answer selfish ends, 

Give saintsM, thci^all Europe must ^ee. 

Ten starvjjHng hermits suffer less than*ne. 

The tp^Ji is (if the truth may suit your Sar, 

And prejudice have left a passage clear) 

Pride has attained its most luxuriant growth, 

And i^oisoned every virtue in them both. 

Pride may be pampered while tlic flesh grows lean. 
Humility giay clothe an English dean ; 

Thai grace was Cowper’s — his confessed by all — 
Though placed in golden Durham^’^ second' stall. 
Not sUl the plenty of a J)ishop's board, 

His palace, and his lacqueys, and ** my lord,” 

More nourish pride, that condescending vice. 

Than abstinence, and beg^ry, and lice: 

It thrives in misery, and abundant grows; 

In misei^ i^ols upon themselves impose. 

Bu' why before us Protestants produce 
An Indian mystic or a French recluse? 

Their sin is plain; but what have we to fear, 
Reformed and well instructed? You shall hear. 

Yon ancient prude, whose withered features show 
She might be young some (t)rty years ago. 

Her elTOWS pinioned close upon her hips, 

Her head erect, her fan upon ^er lips, 
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Her eyebrows arched, her eyes IxDth gone astray 
To watch yon amorous couple in their play, 

With bony and unkerchiefed neck defies 
The rude inclemency of wintry skies, 

And sails with lappet-head and mincing airs, 

• Duly at clink of bell, to morning prayers. 149 

To thrift and parsimony much incline. 

She yet allows herself that boy behind ; 

The shivering urchin, bending as he goes, 

With slipshod heels, and dew-drop at his nose, 

His predecessor's coat advanced to wear. 

Which future pages are yet doomed to shive. 

Carries her ^iolc tucked befleath his arm. 

And hj^es his hands t <9 keep his fingers warm. 

She, half an angel in her own account. 

Doubts not hereafter with the saints to mount, 150 

Though not a grace appears on strictest search, 

But that she fasts, and, goes to church. 

Conscious of age, she recollects her youth. 

And tells, not always with an evt to trutl^ • 

Who spanned h'-r waist, and wno, whereat he came. 

Scrawled upon glass Miss Bridget’s lovely name, 

Who stole her slipper, filled it with Tokay, 

And drank the little bumper every day. 
t)f temper as envenomed as an asp, 

Censorious, and her every word a wasp; 160 < 

In faithful memory she records the crimes, 

Or real or fictitious, of the times ; y 

laughs at the reputations she has tom, ^ 

And holds them danglifig at arm's length in scorn. 

Such are the fniffs of sanctimonious pride, , \ 

Of malice fed while flesh is mortified : 

Take, madam, the reward of all your prayers, 

Where hermits Otid where Bramins meet with theirs 
Your portion is with them,— nay, never frown, 

But, if you. please, some fathoms lower down. » X70 

Artist, attend !— your brushes and your paint— 

Produce them— take a cham— nqw draw a Saint 
Oh sorrowful and sad 1 the creaming t^ars 
Channel her cheeks, — a Niobe appears. 

Is this a saint? Throw tints and all away ! 
t True piety is cheerful as the day. 

Will weep indeed, and heave a ptying groan 
For others' woes, but smiles upon her own. 

What purpose has the King of Soints in view? 

• Why falls the Go^l like a gracious 4 ew? 1 50 

• To call up plenty from the teeming earth, 

Or curse the desert with a tenfold dearth? 

Is it that Adam's offspring may be saved 
From servile fear, or be the more cynslaved? 

To loose th^inks that galled mankind bi^fore, 

Or bind them fluter ox^ and ad^ still more? 
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The freeborn Christian has no chains to prove, 

Or, if a chain, the golden one of love : 

No fear attends to (quench his glowing fires, 

What fear he feels liis gratitude inspires. 190 

Shall he, for such deliverance freely wrought, 

« Recompense ill? He trembles at the thought. 

His Master's interest and his own combined 
l*rompt every movement of his heart and mind ; 

Thought, word, and deed, his liberty evince, 

His freedom is the freedom of a prince. 

Man'u obligations infinite, of course 
His life should pipvc that he perceives tlicir force; 

<1 His utmost he can render is but* small— , 

The principle and motive all in all. 200 

You nave two servants — ^Tom, an arch sly rogue, 

Iroin top to toe the Geta now in vogue; 

Clcnteel in figure, easy in address. 

Moves without noise, and swift as an express, 

Reports a message with a pleasing grace, 
l^xpert in all the dyties of his place : 

Say, on what hin^e docs his obedience move? 

Has he a world of gratitude and love? 

No, not a spark — *tis all mere shari>er's play; 

He likes your house, your housemaid, and your pay ; 210 

Reduce his wages, or get rid of her, 

Tom quits you, witli “ Vour most obedient, sir." 

Tlie <Iinneiy}ervcd, Clmrles takes his usual stand. 

Watches yo^cye, anticipates command; 

Sighs if pji^aps y^ur ap])etite should fail ; 

And if lufbut suspects a frown, turn§ pale ; 

ConsulU!.all day your interest and your chse. 

Richly rewarded if he can but please; 

And proud to make his firm attachment known. 

To suve your life would nobly risk his own; 220 

Now, which stands highest in your serious thouglit ? 

** Charleili, without doubt," say you,— and so he ought; 

One act, that from a thankful heart proceeds. 

Excels ten thousand mercenary deeds. 

Thus Heaven approves as hone» and sincere, 

Tlie work of generous love and filial fear; 

Ilut with averted eyes the omniscient Judge 
Scorns the base hireling and the slavish drudge. 

“ Where dwell these matfchless saints?" old Curio cries. 
Even A ybiir side, sir, and before your eyes, 2 jo 

- The favoured few, the enthusiasts you despise. 

And pleased at heart because on holy ground 
Sometimes a canting hypocrite is found. 

Reproach a people with his single fall, 

And cast his filuiy raiment at them all. 

Attend t — ai\ apt similitude shall show 
Whence springs the conduct that offends you s^ 

See where it smokes aloa|; the sounding plain. 
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Blown all aslant, a driving, dashing rain, 

Peal upon peal redoubling all around, 240 

Shakes it ^ain, and faster, to the ground ; 

Now flashing wide, now glancing as in play. 

Swift beyond thought the lightnings dart away. 

Ere yet it came, the traveller urg^ his steed. 

And hurried, but with unsuccessful speed ; 

Now drenched throughout, and hopeless of his case, 
lie drops the rein, and leaves him to his pace. 

Suppose, unlooked for in a scene so rude. 

Long hid liy interposing hill or wood, 

Some mansion neat and elegantly dressed,* 2.S0 

By some kind hospitable heart possessed. 

Offer him warmth, security, and rest ; 

Think with what pleasure, safe and at his ease, 
lie hears the tempest howling in the trees; 

What glowing thanks his lips and heart employ. 

While danger |)ast is tumeu to present joy. 

So fares it with the sinner, when he feels 
A growing dread of vengeance at his hcels^ 

His conscience, Mke a glassy lake before. 

Lashed into foaming waves begins to roar ; 260 

The law grown clamorous, though silent long, 

Arraigns him — charges him with every wrong - 
Asserts the rights of his offended Lord, 

And death or restitution is the word : 

The last impossible, he fears the first, 

And, having well deserved, expects the worst. 

'Vhen welcome refuge, ^id a peaceful honK ; 

Oh for a shelter frogi the wrath to come ! 

Crush me, ye rocks ; ye falling mountains, hide. 

Or bury me in ocean’s angry tide — 270 

The scrutiny of those alLseetng eyes 
I dare not — **And you need not,” God replies; 

“The remedy you want I freely give : 

The book shall teach you ; readj l>elieve, and live ! * 

’Tis done— the raging storm is heard no more, 

Mercy receives him on her fn^aceful shore : 

And Justice, guardian of the dread comtn.'ind. 

Drops the red vengeance from his willing hand. 

A soul redeemed demands a life of praise ; 

■Hence the complexion of his futiye days, 280 

Hence a demeanour holy and iinspeckra. 

And the world’s hatred, as its sure effect. 

Some le£l a life unblameable and just, 
jTheir own dear virtue their unshaken tf ust : 

•They never sin— or if (as all offend) 

Some trivial slips their daily walk attend. 

The poor are near at hand, the charge is small, 

A slight gratuity atones for all. t 
For thoitgh tUb Pope has lost his^interest here. 

And pardons are not sold as once they were, 
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No papist more desirous to com pound 
Than some t;ravc hinners upon iLni^lish ground. 

That plea refuted, other quirks they seek — 

Mercy is infinite, and man is weak ; 

The future shall ohliterate the past, 

And Heaven no doubt shall be their home at la^t. 

Come then — a still small whisper in your car — 
lie has no hope who never had a fear ; 

And he that never doubted of his state. 

He may perhaps — perhaps he may — loo late. 3 ^''^ 

'J’he'palh to bliss abounds with many a snare ; 

J.carning is one,* and wit, however rare. 

The frenchman fir*>t in literary fame, 

(“Mention him, if you please — Voltaire?” — The same, ) 
With spirit, genius, elo<iucncc supplied. 

Lived long, wrote much, laughed heartily, and died : 

The Scripture was his jest-book, whence he drew 
Ron mots to gall the Christian and the Jew ; 

An inhdcl in health, hut what when sick ? 

Oh — then a lextovould touch him at the quick ; 310 

View him at Paris in his last career ; 

Surrouiuling throngs the demigod revere, 

Exalted on his pedestal of firide, 

Anil fume<l with Irankincensc on every side, 

He begs their flattery with his latest breath, 

And smothered in’t at last, is praised to death. 

Yon cottager, who weaves at her own door. 

Pillow ai^bobbins all her little store ; 

('ontcn/thougli 4nean, and chcerfid if not gny, , 

Shuffling her threads about the live-loiu; day, 320 

J Ubt Citrus a scanty ])ittancc, and at niglit 
1 jes down secinc, her heart and pocket light. 

She, for her humble sphere by nature fit, 

J-fas little understanding, and no wit, ^ 

Keceive.s no praise ; but tliougb her lot be such 
(ToilsV/ine and indigent), she renders much • 

Just knows, and knows no m<»re, her Bible true — 

A truth the brilliant Frenchii^ never knew ; 

And in that chart ob reads with .«^parkling c>cs 
Her title to a treasure in the skies. 3^0 

O happy peasant ! O unhappy bard ! 

His the mere tinsel, hers^the rich reward ; 

He jcraiswl pcTh.aps for ages yet to come. 

She never heard of lialf a mile from home : 

He lost in errors his vain heart prefers, 

She safe in the simplicity of hers. 

Not many wise, rich, noble, or profound 
In science, win one inch of heavenly ground. 

And is it not a mollifying thought 

The poor should gaindt, and the rich should not? 3;o 

No -the voluptuaries, who ne’er forget t 
One pleasure lost, lose Heaven without regret ; 
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Regret would rouse them, and give birlli to prayer, • 
Prayer would add faith, and faith wo^ld fix them there. 

Not that the Former of us all in this 
Or aught He does, is governed by caprice ; 

The supposition is re])letc with sin, 

, And bears the brand of blasphemy burnt in. 

Not so — the silver trumpet’s heavenly call 
Sounds forjthe poor, but sounds alike for all : 

Kings arc invited, and would kings obey, 

No slaves on earth more welcome were than they • 

Put royally, nobility, and state 

Arc such a dead prepomlcrating weight, , 

That endles^ bliss (how stnfhge soe’er it seem). 

In couytcrpoisc, flies tf)) and kicks the beam. 

*'l’is open, and ye cannot enter — why ? 

“Because ye will not,” Conyers would reply — 

And he says much that many may dispute 
And cavil at with ease, but none refute. 

Oh blessed ciTect of fK*miry and want. 

The seed sown there, how vigorous is thy plant I 
No Sf)il like po\#*riy for growth divine, * 

As leanest land supplies the richest wine. 

Earth gives too little, giving only bread, 

I o nourish pride or turn the weakest head : 

•To them the sounding jargon of the schools 
Seems what it is, a cap-and-bclls for fools : 

The light they walk by, kindled from above. 

Shows them the shortest way to life and love : 

They, strangers to the controversial field^ 

\Vhere deists alwavs fcfled, yet scorn to yiekl. 

And never checkea by what impedes the wise, 

Believe, rush forward, anrl possess the pri/c. 

Envy, ye great, the <lull unlettered small ; 

Ye have much cause for envy — but not all. 

We boast sonic rich ones whom the Gospel sways. 

And one who wears a coronet and prays ; 
l.ike gleanings of an olive-tree they show, 

Here and there one upon^e topmost bough. 

How readily upon the CJfeipel plan , 

That question has its answer — What is man ? 

Sinful and weak, in every sense a wretch ; 

• An instrument whose chords, upon the stretch, 

And strained to the last screw tRat he can bear. 

Yield only discord in his Maker’s ear : 

Once the blessed residence of (nith divine, 

^ Glorious as Solyma’s interior shrine, # 
i W’here, in his own oracular abode. 

Dwelt visibly the light-creating ; 

But made long since, like Babylon of old, 

A den of mischiefs never to be tol^ : 

. And she, oi^ mistress of the realms around. 

Now scattered wide and nowli^e to be found, 
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As soon 'shall rise and re>asccnd the throne^ 

By native power and energy her own. 

As Nature, at her own peculiar cost, 
l^estore to man the glories he has lost. 

(io— bid the winter cease to chyi the year, 

^<cplacc the wandering comet in his sphere, 400 

Then boast (but wait for that unhoped-for hour) 

'I'he self-riSionng arm of human power. 

But what is man in his own proud esteem ? 

1 [ear him — himself the poet and the theme : 

A monarch clothed with majesty and awe, 

Ilis mind his kingdom, and his will his law*, 

• ( trace *in his mien and glory in hfa eyes. 

Supreme on earth, and w'orthy of the skies, 

Strength in his heart, dominion in his nod. 

And, thunderbolts excepted, quite a god! 410 

So sings he, charmed with his own mind and form, 

The song magnificent — the theme a worm ! 

Himself so much the source of his delight. 

His Maker has no beauty in his sight. 

See where he sits contemplative and fixed. 

Pleasure and wonder in his features mixed, 

H is passions tamed and all at hts control, 

JIow perfect the composure of his soul ! 

C!omplaccncy has breathed a gentle gale ' 

0*er all his thoughts, and swelled his easy sail ; 420 

His books well trimmed, and in the gayest style. 

Like regiineofed coxcombs rank and file. 

Adorn his i#itellects«*i.s well as shelves. 

And teach him notions splendid as themselves ; 

The Bibles only stands neglected there, ^ 

Though that of all most worthy of his care ; 

And, like an infant troublesome awake. 

Is left* to sleep for ))eacc and quiet sake. ' 

What shall the man deserve of humankind. 

Whose happy skill and industry combined 430 

Shall prove (what argument could never yet) 

The Bible an imposture and a ch^? 

The praises of the libertine profe^^. 

The worst of men, curses of the best. 

Where should the living, weeping o’er his woes, — 

The dying, trembling at the |iwful close, — 

Where t^ie^bctrayed, forsaken, and oppressed. 

The thousands whom the world forbids to rest, — 

Whefe slioukl they find (those comforts at an end * 

7 'he Scripture yields), hope to find, a friend? 440 , 

Sorrow might muse herself to madness then. 

And, seeking exile from the sight of men. 

Bury herself in solitude profound. 

Grow frantic with her pangs, and bite the ground. , 

Thus often Unbelief,, grown sick of life. 

Flies to the tempting pool, or felon knife. 
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The jury meet, the coroner is short. 

And lunacy the verdict of the court : 

Reverse the sentence, let the truth be known. 

Such lunacy is ignorance alone ; 430 

They knew not, what some bishops may not know, 

That Scripture is the only cure of woe ; 

That held of promise, how it flings abroad 
Its odour %*er the Christian's thorny road I 
The soul, reposing on assured relief. 

Feels herself happy amidst all her grief. 

Forgets her labour as she toils along. 

Weeps tears of joy, and bursts into a song. 

But the snme word^that, like the polished share 
Ploughs up the roots of a believer's care, 4O0 

Kills too the flowery weeds, where’er they grow. 

That bind the sinner's bacchanalian brow. 

Oh that unwelcome voice of heavenly love. 

Sad messenger of mercy from above 1 
How does it grate upon his thankless ear. 

Crippling his pleasures with the cramp o^fear! * 

His will and ju i«^mcnt at continual strife. 

That civil war embitters all his life : 

In vain he points his powers against the skies, 

^In vain he closes or averts his eyes, 470 

Truth will intrude — she bids him yet beware; 

And shakes the septic in the scorner's chair. 

Though various foes against tlic Truth combine. 

Pride above all opposes her design ; 

•Pride, of a growth siij^rior to the rest, • 
llie subtlest serp^t with the loftiest crest, 

Swells at the thought, and, kindling into rage, 

Would hiss the cherub Mercy from the stage. 

“ And is the soul indeed so lost! ” — she cries, 

“ Fallen from her glory and too weak to rise ! 

I'orpid and dull beneath a frozen zone. 

Has she no spark that may be deemed her own? 

Grant her indebted to what zealots call 
Grace undeserved, yet su 9 « 4 y nol for all — 

Some beams of rectitude she yet displays. 

Some love of virtue, and some power to praise ; 

Can lift herself above corporeal things, 

• And, soaring on her own unbongowed wings, 

Possess herself of all that’s good or true. 

Assert thg skies, and vindicate her due. 

Past indiscretion is a venial crime, 

• And if the youth, unmellowed yet by*time. 

Bore on his branch luxuriant then and rude 
Fruits of a blijghted size^ austere and crude, 

Maturer ^ears shall happier stores produce. 

And meliorate the well-concocted $uice. 

Then, cons 4 ous of her meritorjpus zeal, • 

To Justice she may make her bold appeal. 
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And leave to Mercy, with a tranquil mind, 

The worthless and unfruitful of mankind.” 5^^ 

Hear then how Mercy, slighted and defied. 

Retorts the aflVont against the crown of I’ridc. 

“ Perish the virtue, as it ought, abhorred. 

And the fool with it, that insults his Lord. 

The atonement a Redeemer’s love has wrought. 

Is not for you, — the righteous need it not. 

Seest thou you harlot wooing all she meets, 

'I'he worn-out nutbance of the public streets, 

Herself'lroin morn to night, from night to morn, 

Her own abhorredee, and as much your scorn : 510 

'I'hc gracious shower, unliinited and free, ' 

Shall fall on her, when Heaven denies it thee. 

Of all that wisdom dictates this the drift. 

Tint man is de.id in .sin, and life a gift.” 

“ Is virtue then, unle.ss of Christian growth, 

Merc fallacy, or foolishness, or both? 

'I’cn thousand sages lost in endless woe. 

For ignoran'cc of v*iiat they could not know?” 

'Fhat speech bctray.s at once a bigot’s tongue, 

Charge not a Cod with such outrageous wrong! 5.^,0 

'Fruly ii<»t I — The partial light men have. 

My creed persuades me, well employed, may save ; 

While lie that scorns the noonday beam, perverse. 

Shall find the blessing unimproved a curse. 

1.. et heathen woithies whose exalted mind 
l.eft sensualfly and dross behind. 

Possess for me theif' undi.spuCeci lot, 1 
And take imcnvicd the reward they sougVt, 

Ihit still fn virtue of a Saviour’s pica ; 

Not blind by choice, but destined not to see. 530 

They; fortitude and wisdom were a flame 
Celestial, though they knew not whence it came, 

Derived from the same source of light and grace 
That guides the Christian in his swifter race : 

Their judge was Conscience, and her rule their law, 

That rule, pursued with reverent^hnd with awe, 

1., ed them, however filtering, faint, and slow. 

From what they knew, to what they wished to know. 

But let not him that shares a brighter day 
Traduce the splendour of a noontide ray, 540 ' 

Prefer twilight of a darker tim^ 

^ /Vnt| deem his base stupidity no crime; 

The wretch who slight the bounty of the skies. 

And sinks, while favoured with the means to rise. 

Shall find them rated at their full amount. 

The good he scorned all carried to account. 

Marshalling all his terrors as he came. 

Thunder and earthquake,'nnd devouring flame. 

From Sinai’s top Jehovah gave the law, ^ 

Life for obedience, death for every flaw. 
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When the great Sovereign would llis will express, ' 

He gives a perfect rule ; what can lie less? 

And guards it with a sanction as severe 
As vengeance can inflict, or sinners fear : 

Else his own glorious rights he would disclaim, 

^ And man might safely trifle with his name. 

He bids him glow with unremitting love 
To all on earth, and to Himself above ; 

C'ondcmns uie injurious deed, the slanderous tongue. 

The thought that meditates a brothers wrong : 
llrings not alone the more conspicuous part, 
llis conduct, to the test, but tries his hcar|. 

Hark ! in^versal Nature aliook and groaned, 

*Twas Jhc last trumpet— see the Judge enthroned : 

Rouse all your courage at your utmost need. 

Now summon every virtue, stand and plead. 

What ! silent ? Is your boasting heard no more? 

'I'hat selt-renuunciiig wisdom, learned before, 

Had shed immortal glories on your brow, 

That all your virtues cannot purchase now'. , 570 

All joy to the f>eliever ! he can speak-*'^ 

Trembling yet happy, confident yet meek, — 

Since the dear hour that l)rougbt me to thy foot, 

Aud cut up all my follies by the root, 

^ never trusted in an arm but thine. 

Nor hoped, but in thy righteousness divine: 

My prayers and alms, imt^rfcct and defiled. 

Were but the feeble efforts of a child ; 

Howe’er performed, it was their biightesl part, 

'That they proceeded fft)m a grateful heaft : 580 

Cleansed in thine Own all*punfyii\g blood, 

I'crgive their evil, and accept their good ; 

1 cast them at thy feet — my only plea 
Is what it was, dependence upon Thee, 

While struggling in the vale of tears below. 

That never failed, nor shall it fail me now.” 

Angelic gratiilations rend the skies, 
r ride falls unpitied, nevei^more to rise, 

Humility is crowned, and j^aith receives the prize. 


EXPOSTULATION. 

Tantane, tarn patiens, nullo certamine tolli 
Dona sines f — Virgil. 

• 

Why weeps the Muse for England ? What appears 
In England’s case to move the Muse to tears? 

From side to side of her delightful isle 
Is she not clothed with a papetusj smile? 

Can N;itur^dd a charm, or art confer ^ 

A new-found luxury not seen ilf her? 
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Where under heaven is pleasure more pursued. 

Or where does cold reflection less intrude ? 

I ler fields a rich expanse of wavy com. 

Poured out from Plenty's overflowing horn ; lo 

Ambrosial gardens, in which Art supplies 
, The fervour and the force of Indian skies ; 

Her peaceful shores, where busy Commerce waits 
To pour his golden tide through all her gates ; 

Whom fiery suns, that scorch the russet spice 
Of Kastern groves, and oceans floored wiUi ice. 

Forbid .in vain to push his daring way 
To darker climes, or climes of brighter ti^y ; 

Whojn the winds waft where’er -^he billows roll, 

From the world's girdle to the frozen‘*pc>le ; 20 

The chariots bounding in her wheel- worn streets, 

Her vaults below, w'here every vintage meets ; 

Her theatres, her revels, and her spcjrts ; 

The scenes to which not youth alone resorts. 

But age, in spite of weakness and of pain. 

Still haunts, in hope to dream of youth again ; 

All speak her hapjfJy ; let the Muse look round 
From East to West, no sorrow can be found . 

Or only what, in cottages confined. 

Sighs unregarde<l to the passing wind. 30 

Then wherefore weep for England ? What aj^pcars 
In England’s case to move the Muse to teai-s? 

The prophet wept for Israel ; wished liis eyc.'» 

Were fountains fed with infinite supplies : 

For Israel dealt in robbery and wrong ; 

There were the scot ner’s and the slanderer’s to-'gue. 

Oaths, useil as playthings or convenient tl^ols. 

As interc!St biassed knaves, or fashion fools ; 

Adultery neighing at his neighbour's door ; 

Oppi[^ssion labouring hard to grind the poor, 40 

The partial balance, and deceitful weight ; 

The treacherous smile, a mask for secret hale. 

Hypocri^, formality in prayer. 

And the dull service of the lip, w^re there. 

Ifer women insolent and self-car^sed. 

By Vanity’s unwearied finger dressed. 

Forgot the blush, that virgin fears impart 
To modest cheeks, and borrowed one from art ; 

Were just such trifles without worth or use. 

As sillvc^»ide and idleness produce ; 50 

furled, scented, furbelowed and flounced around, * 
vVith feet too delicate to touch the ground, 

They stretched the neck, and rolled the wanton eye* 

And sighed for every fool* that fluttered by. 

He saw his people slaves to every lust, 

I^ewd, avaricious, arrogant, unjust ; 

He heard the wheels of ah avenging God 
Groan heavily along the distant rood ; 
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Saw Babylon set wide her two>lcaved brass 

To let the military deluge pass ; Co 

Jerusalem a prey, her glory soiled. 

Her princes captive, and her treasures spoiled ; 

Wept till all Israel heard his letter cry, 

• Stamped with his foot, and smote upon his thigh : 

But wept, and stamped, and smote his thigh in vain. 

Pleasure is (^af when told of future pain, 

And sounds prophetic are too rough to suit 
Ears long accustomed to the pleasing lute : 

I'hey sconicd his inspiration and his theme. 

Pronounced him frantic, and his fears a dream ; 70 

With sclf-ind^lgence wipged*the Heeling hours, 

Till the«foe found them, and down fell the towers. 

I^ng time Assyria hound them in her chain. 

Till penitence had purged the public stain, 

And Cyrus, with relenting pity moved. 

Returned tliem happy to the land they loved ; 

There, proof against prosperity, awhile 

They stood the test of her ensnaring sinilc^^ • 

And had the grai . hi scenes of peace to show 

I'he virtue they had learned in scenes of woe. 80 

But man is frail, and can but ill sustain 

A long immunity from grief and pain, 

Xnd after all the joys that plenty leads 
With tiptoe step vice silently succeeds. 

When he that ruled them with a shepherd's rod, 

Tn form a man, in dignity a Cod, 

Came, not expected in that humlde guise, « 

To sift, and search dienf with unerring eyes, 
lie found, concealed beneath a fair outside. 

The filth of rottenness and worm of pride ; 90 

Their piety a system of deceit, 

Scripture employ^ to sanctify the cheat ; 

The pharisee the dupe of his own art. 

Self- idolized, and yet a knave at heart. 

When nations are to perish in their sins, 

'Tis in the church the leprosy begins ; 

The priest, urhose office is with zeal sineere 
To watch the fountain, and preserve it clear, 

Carelessly nods and sleeps upon the brink, 

^hile others poison what the flo^k must drink ; too 

Or, waking at the call of lust alone, 

Infuses lies and errors of his own ; 

His unsuspecting sheep believe it pure, 

^nd, tainted by the very means of cur<t 

* Catch from each other a contagious spot. 

The foul forerunner of a general rot. 

Then Truth is hushed, that Heresy may preach ; 

And all is trash that Reason cannot geach : 

Then Ggd’s qpnrn image on the soul impressed 

Becomes a mockeiy and a standing jest ; no 
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And faiths the root whence only can arise 
The graces of a life that wins the skies. 

Loses at once all value and esteem, 

Pronounced by greybcanls a pernicious dream : 

^ 'rhen ceremony leads her bigots forth. 

Prepared to fight for shadows of no worth ; 

While truths, on which eternal things depend, 

Kind not, <ir hardly find, a single friend : \ 

As soldiers watch the signal of command, 

They U‘arn to bow, to kneel, to sit, to stand ; 120 

Happy to fill religion's vacant place 

With hollow form, ami gesture, and grimace. 

SA'ch, when the leacher <if ids diiirch was there, 

Pecmle and priest, tlie sons of Israel were ; 

Stiff in the letter, lax in the design 
And import of their oracles divine ; 

Their learning legendary, false, absurd. 

And yet exalted above God's own word ; 

I’hey drew a curse from an intended goixl, 

Ihiffed u})\vith gifts they never understood. 130 

He judged them with as terrible a frown. 

As if not love, but wrath, had brought him down : 

Yet he was gentle as soft summer airs. 

Had grace for others’ sins, but none for theirs ; 

Through all ho spoke a noble plainness ran — 

Khctoric is artifice, the work of man ; 

And Cricks and turns, that fancy may devise. 

Are far too mean for Him that rules the skies. 

The astonished vi*lgar trembled while he lore 

The mask from faces never seen before i 140 

He stripped the impostors in the noonday sun. 

Showed that they followed all they seemed to shun ; 

Thpr prayers made public, their excesses kept 
As private as the chambers where they slept ; 

The temple and its holy rites profaned 
By muttiinerics he that dwelt in it disdained ; 

Uplifted hands, that at convenient times 
Could act extortion and the wo#^ of crimes. 

Washed with a neatness scrupulously nice. 

And free from cveiy taint but that of vice. 150 

Judgment, however tardy, mends her pace 
When Obstinacy once has^onquered Grace. 

They£n4v distemper healed, and life restored, 

^ In answer to the fiat of his word ; 

Confessed the wonder, and with daring tongue 
Blasphemed the autlibrity from which it sprung. 

They knew, by sure prognostics seen on high. 

The future tone and temper of the sky. 

But, grave dissemblers ! could not understand 
That sin let loose speaks punishment at hand. 160 

Ask now Of history's aut|»entic pxige. 

And call up evidence from every age ; 
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Display with busy aiul laborious hand 

The blessings of the most indebted land ; 

What nation will you find, whose annals prove 

So rich an interest in Almighty love? 

Where dwell they now ? Whore dwelt in ancient day 
•A peo]dc planted, watered, blest as they? 

I.ct Kgypr s plagues and Canaan's woes proclaim 

9 

The ravours 4 >ourcd upon the Jewish name ; 

Their free<lom purchased for them at the cost 

Of all their hard oppressors valued most ; 

Their title to a country not their own 

Made sure by prodigies till t]ien unknown f 

Kor them tluAstate they* left made waste and void ; 

For them the states to which they went destroyed ; 

A clouil to measure out their march by day, 
lly night a fire to cheer the gloomy way ; 

'liiat moving signal summoning, when best, 

170 

Their host to move, and when it stayc^l, to rest, 
h'or them the rocks dissolved into a flood, 

'J'he dews condensed into angelic food, #, 

Their very garini n.* sacred, old yet new. 

And Time forbid to touch them as he flew ; 

Streams, swcllccl above the bank, enjoined to stand, 
While they passed through to their appointed land ; 
Their leader armed with meekness, zeal, and love, 

And graced with clear credentials from above ; 
Themselves secured lieneath the Almighty wing; 

180 

Their God tlieir captain, lawgiver, and king ; 

Crowned with a thousai||J victories, and sU last 

Lords of the con<pi4;red soil, there rooted fast. 

In peace possessing what they won by war. 

Their name far published, and revered as far ; 

Where will you find a race like theirs, endowed • 

With all that man e’er wished, or heaven bestowed ? 

They, and they only, amongst all mankind 

Received the transcript of the eternal mind ; 

Were trusted with his own engraven laws, 

190 

And constituted guardians his cause ; 

Theirs were the prophets, theirs the priestly call. 

And theirs by birth the Saviour of us all. 

In vain the nations, that had seen them rise 
•With fierce and envious yet admiring eyes. 

Had sought to crush them, guarded as they were 

Ry power ^ivine, and skill that could not err. 

I lad they maintained allegiance firm and sure, 

•And kept the faith immaculate and pui%, 

* Then the proud eagles of all-conquering Rome 

200 

Had found one city not to be o’ercome ; 

And the twelve standards of the tribes unfurled 

I^lad bid defiance to the warring world. 

But grace abased brings forth the foulest deeds, 

As rudiest soil the most luxuriant weeds. 

210 
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Cured of the golden calves, their fathers* sin, 

They set up seif, that idol-god within ; 

Viewed a Deliverer with disdain and hate 
Who left them still a tributary state ; 

Seized fast his hand, held out to set them free 

From a worse yoke, and nailcKl it to the tree ; 22c 

There was the consummation and the crcjwn. 

The flower of Israel’s infamy full Mown ; 

Thence date their sad declension and their fall. 

Their woes not yet repealed ; thence date them all. 

Thus fell the best instructed in her day. 

And the most favoured land, look where we may. 

' Philbsophy indeed on Grecian iyes , • 

Had poured the day, and cleared the Roman skies : 

In otlier climes perhaps creative art, 

With power surpassing theirs, performed her part, 230 

Might give more life to marble, or might till 
The glowing tablets with a juster skill, 

Might shine in fable, and grace idle themes 
With all the embroidery of poetic dreams ; 

*Twas theirs alone to dive into the plan 
That truth and mercy had revealed to man ; 

And while the world beside, that plan unknown. 

Deified useless wood, or senseless stone. 

They breathed in faith their well-directed prayers, 

And the true God, the God of truth, was theirs. 240 

Their glory faded, and their race dispersed. 

The last of rations now, though once the first ; 

They warn and teach the proudest,^ would they learn, 

** Keep wisdom, or meet vengeance in your turn : 

If we escaped not, if heaven spared not us, 

Peeled, scattered, and exterminated thus ; 

If vice received her retribution due, 

4 when we w'ere visited, what hope for you ? 

When God arises with an awful frown 

To puKish lust, or pluck presumption down ; 250 

When gifts perverted, or not duly prized. 

Pleasure o’crvalucd, and his dcsj>ised. 

Provoke the vengeance of his righteous hand 
To pour down wrath upon a thankless land ; 

He will be found impartially severe. 

Too just to wink, or speajt the guilty clear.” 

O Israel, of all nations most undone 1 
Thy diadem displaced, thy sceptre gone ; ^ 

Thy temple, once thy glory, fallen and rased. 

And thou a worshipf^er e’en where thou mayst ; 260 

Thy services, once holy without spot. 

Mere shadows now, their ancient pomp forgot ; 

Thy Levites, once a consecrated host. 

No longer Levites, &ndi>their lineage lost ; 

And thou th3fselft o’er eve^ country sown, 

With none on earth that thou canst call thine own ; 
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Cry aloud, thou that sLttest in the dust, 

Cry to the proud, the cruel, and unjust ; 

Knock at the gates of nations, rouse their fears ; 

Say wrath is coming, and the storm appears ; 270 

But raise the shrillest cry in British ears. 

• What ails thee, restless as the waves that roar 
And fling their foam against thy chalky shore ? 

Mistress, at l^t while Providence shall please. 

And trident-bearing queen of the wide seas — 

Why, having kept grjod faith, and often shown 
Friendship and truth to others, findest thou none? ^ 
Thou that hast set the persecuted free, 

None interposes now to succouV thee ; * 

Countries^indcbtecl to thy power, that shine 280 

With light derived from thee, would smother thine : 

Thy very children watch for thy disgrace — 

A lawless brood, — and curse thee to thy fnce» 

Thy rulers lojid thy credit, year by year. 

With sums Peruvian mines could never clear ; 

As if, like arches built with skilful hand, ^ • 

The more *twere pr^'^sed the firmer it would ^aml. 

The cry in all thy snips is still th^ same, 

“ Speed us away to battle and to fame.*’ 

Thv mariners explore the wild e^anse, 290 

Impatient to descry the flags of France; 

But, though they fight as thine have ever (ought, 

Return ashamed without the wreaths they sought. 

Thy senate is a scene of civil jar, 

Chj^os of contrarieties at war ; ^ 

Where sharp and solid, plTlegmatic and light, 

Discordant atoms med, ferment, and fight ; 

Where Obstinacy takes his sturdy stand. 

To disconcert what Policy has planned ; 

Where Policy is busied all night long 3^ 

In setting right what Faction has set wrong ; 

Where flails of oratory thresh the floor. 

That yields them chaff and dust, and nothing more. 

Thy racked inhabitants repine complain. 

Taxed till the brow of labour sweats in wn ; 

War lays a burden on the reeling state, 

And Peace does nothing to relieve the weight ; 

Siftccessive loads succeeding broils impose, 

And sighing millions prophesy the Aose. 

Is adverse Providence, when pondered well, 310 

So dimly wrift or difficult to stcII, 

Tbou canst not read with readiness and ease 
Providence adverse in events like these ? 

Know, then, that heavenly wisdom on this ball 
Creates, gives birth to, guides, consummates all ; 

That, while laborious and quick >thoug}tted man 
Snuffs up ^he pjpise of what he seems to plap. 

He first concaves, then perfects hi#desigii, 
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As a mere instrument in hands divine : 

Blind to the working of that secret power, 320 

That balances the wings of every hour, 

I’hc busy trifler dreams himself alone, 

Frames many a purpose, atul (Jod works his own. 

States thrive or wither as moons wax and wane, 

K’en as flis will and His decrees ordain ; 

While honour, virtue, piety bear sway, ^ 

They flouridi ; and as tiiese decline, decay : 

In just resentment of his injured laws, 

He pAurs contempt on them and on their cause ; 

Strikes the rough thread of error right athwart 330 

ThOweb of every scheme they have at heart > 

Bitls rottenness invade and bring to dust 
The pillars of supptirt in w*hich they trust, 

And do his errand of disgrace and shame 
On the chief strength an<l glory of the frame. 

N<me ever yet impeded what lie wroiiglit. 

None bars Him out from his most secret thought ; 

Darkness* It self before His eye is light. 

And heirs close mischief naked in His sight. 

Stand now and judge thyself- Hast thou incurred 3^0 
1 1 is auger, who can waste thee with a word, 

Who ]ioiscs ami proportions sea and land. 

Weighing them in the hollow of his hand, 

And in whose awful sight all nations seem 
As grasshoppers, as dust, a drop, a dream ? 

Hast thou (a sacrilege hi» soul abhors) 

Claimed all the glory of thy prosperous ivars, 

Proiul of thy fleets and armies, stcncii the gem 
Of his just pr<iij»c, to lavish it on them » 

Hast thou not learned, what thou art often told, 350 

A truth still sacred, and believed of old, 

'I'Wat no success attends on s)>enrs and swords 
Unblessed, and that the battle is the i.ord’s? 

I'hat Courage is his creature, an<l Dismay 
The ]>ost, that at his bidding speeds away. 

Ghastly in feature, and his slandering tongue 
W^ilh doleful rumour and sad presage hung, 

To quell the valour of the stoutest heart. 

And teach the comlxilanl a woman’s part ? 

That lie bids thousamls fly w'hen none pursue, 360 

Saves as he will by man>^ or by few, 

AtmT claims for ever, as his royal right, 

The event and sure decision of the fight? 

Hast thou, thou^ suckled at fair Freedom’s breast. 
Exported slavery to the conquered East ? 

Pulled down the tyrants India served with dread. 

And raised thyself, a greater, in their stead ? 

Gone thither armed and hungry, returned full. 

Fed from the richest i^ins of the Mogul, 

A despot big with powerobtained by wealth^ 


370 
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And that obtained by rapine and by stealth ? 

With Asiatic vices stored thy inind» 

But left their virtues and thine own behind ; 

And, having trucked thy soul, brought home the fee. 

To tempt the poor to sell hims9if to thee ? 

• Hast thou by statute shoved from its design 
The Saviour’s feast, his own blest bread and wine. 

And made the symlmls of atoning grace 
An office key, a picklock to a place. 

That infidels may prove their title good 380 

By an oath dip[)ed in sacramental blood? 

A blot that will be still a blot, in spite 
i )[ all that gm^ve apoloj^ists may write ; 

And thqpgh a bishop toil to cleanse the stain, 

I le wipes and scours the silver cup in vain. 

And hast thou sworn on every slight pretence, 

Till perjuries .are common as ))ad nence. 

While thousands, careless of the damning sin. 

Kiss the book's outside, who ne’er look within ? 

Hast tliou, when heaven has clothed th<^ with disgrace, 
And, long provnk<'d, repaid thee to thy face, 39! 

(l’'or thou liast knoun eclipses, and endured 
l)iinncss and anguish, all thy beams obscured, 

Wiien sin lias .shed dishonour on thy brow ; 
ifnd never of a sablor line tlian now ;) 

Hast thou with heart perverse and conscience scared, 
Hc.spising all rebuke, still persevered, 

And having chosen evil, scorned the voice 

'Lliat cried, “ Repent ! and gloried in ttiy choice ? 

Thy fastings, wlicn calamity at last 400 

Suggests the expc*di 3 nt of a yearly fast. 

What mean they? Caiisl thou dream there is a power 
In lighter diet at a latftr hour. 

To charm to sleep the threatenings of the skies, 

And hide p.ast folly from all-seeing eyes? 

The fa.st that wins deliverance, and suspends 
The stroke that a vindictive God intends, 

Is to renounce hypocrisy ; U> draw 

Thy life upon the pattern of the la'w ; j 

To war with pleasures idolized l>efore; 410 

To vanquish lust, and wear its yoke no more. 

•A .11 fasting else, whate’er be the pretence, 

Is wooing mercy by renewed offe<?ce. 

Hast thou within thee sin, that in old time 
Brought fir& from heaven, the sex-abusing crime. 

Whose horrid pcipetration stamps disgrace 
*llaboons are free n*om upon human race? 

Think on the fruitful and well-watered spot 
That fed the flocks and herds of wealthy Lot, 

Where Paradise seemed still vouchsafed on earth, 420 

Buming^and scorched into perpetual dearth. 

Or, in his i^pds who damned tlA base deure. 
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SufTering the vengeance of eternal tire ; 

Then Nature injured, scandalized, defiled. 

Unveiled her blushing cheek, looked on, and smiled ; 

Beheld with joy the lovely scene defaced. 

And praised the wrath that laid her beauties waste. 

Far be the thought from any verse of mine. 

And farther still the formed and fixed design. 

To thrust the charge of deeds that I detest 430 

Against an innocent, unconscious breast : 

The man that dares traduce, because he can 
With safety to himself, is not a man: 

An individual is sv sacred mark. 

Not to be pierced in play or in the dark ; • 

But public censure speaks a public foe. 

Unless a zeal for virtue guide the blow. 

The priestly brotherhor)d, devout, sincere. 

From mean self-interest and ambition clear. 

Their hope in heaven, servility their scorn, 440 

Prompt to persuade, expostulate, and warn, 

Their wisdom pu(2ic, and given them from above. 

Their usefulness ensured by zeal and love. 

As meek as the man Moses, and withal 
As bold as in Agrippa*s presence Paul, 

Should fly the world's contaminating touch. 

Holy and unpolluted : — are thine such ? 

Except a few with Eli's spirit blest, 

Hophni and Phineas may describe the rest. 

Where shall a teacher look, in days like these, 450 

For cars and hear^ that he can hope to please ? 

Look to the poor — the simple and the p|ain 
Will hear perhaps thy salutary strain : 

Humility is gentle, apt to learn, 

Speak but the word, will listen and* return. 

A1i 2^, not so ! the poorest of the flock 
Are proud, and set their faces as a rock ; 

Denied^^hat eaithly opulence they choose, 

God’s better gift they scoff at and refuse. 

The rich, the produce of a nobler stem, 460 

Are more intelligenUat least, — try thenw. 

O vain inquiry ! they without remorse 
Are altogether gone a devious course ; 

Where beckoning Pleasure leads them, wildly stray ; 

Have ^\^rst the bands, anef cast the yoke away. 

Now borne upon the wings of truth sublime, 

Rdview thy dim original and prime. 

This island, spot of Hnreclaimed rude earth. 

The cradle that received thee at thy birth, 

Was rocked by many a rough Norwegian blast, 470 

And Danish bowlings scared thee as they passed ; 

For thou urast born amid the din of arms. 

And sucked a br^t that pant«i with alarms. 

While yet thou wost a gro'^lling puling chit. 
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Thy bones not fashioned, and thy joints not knit, * 

The Roman taught thy stubborn knee to bow. 

Though twice a Ca;sar Could not bend thee now : 

His victory was that of orient light. 

When the sun*s shafts disperse the gloom of night : 

, Thy language at this distant moment shows 485 

How much the country to the conqueror owes : 

Expressive eneigetic, and rehned. 

It sparkles with the gems he left behind : 

He brought thy land a blessing when he came, 

He found thee savage, and he left thee tame ; . 

Taught thee to dothe thy pinked and painted hide 
And grace Ihy figure with a soldier's pride ; 

He so^ed the seeds of order where he went. 

Improved thee far beyond his own intent. 

And, while he ruled thee by the sword alone, 490 , 

Made thee at last a warrior like his own. 

Religion, if in heavenly truths attired. 

Needs only to be seen to be admired ; 

But thine, as dark as witcheries of the njght, * 

Was formed to 'warden hearts and shock the sight ; 

Thy Druids struck the well -strung haqis they bore 
With fingers deeply dyed in human gore ; 

And, while the victim slowly bled to death, 

*Upon the tolling chords rung out his dying breath. 

Who brought the lamp that with awaking beams 500 • 
Dispelled thy gloom, and broke away thy dreams. 

Tradition, now decrepit and worn out, 

•Babbler of ancient fables, leaves a doub( : 

But still light rea<j|)ed ihee ; and those gods of thine, 

Woden and Thor,*each tottering in his shrine, 

Fell broken and defaced at his own door. 

As Dagon in Philistia long before. 

But Rome with sorceries and ma^c wand 
, Soon raised a cloud that darkened every land ; 

And thine wa.s smothered in the stench and fug • 510 

Of Tiber’s marshes and the papal bog. 

Then priests with bulls and briefe and shaven crowns. 

And griping fists, and unrelenting frowns. 

Legates and deU^tes with powers from hell. 

Though heavenly in' pretension, fleeced thee well ; 

• And to this hour, to keep it fre|h in mind. 

Some tw|^ of that old scourge are left behind. 

Thy soldiery, the Pope’s well-managed pack. 

Were trafti^ beneath his lash, and knew the smack, 

» And, when he laid them on the scent^f blood, 520 

Would hunt a Saracen through fire and flood. ^ 

Lavish of life to win an empty tomb. 

That proved a mint of wealth, a mine to Rome, 

They left their bones beneath unfrksndly skies. 

His WQrthl|p absolution all the prize. • 

Thou was^Rie veriest slave in <fays of yore 
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That ever dragged a chain or tugged^ an oar ; 

Thy monarchs arbitrary, fierce, unjust. 

Themselves the slaves of bigotry or lust, 

Disdained thy counsels, only in distress 
Found thee a goodly sponge for Power to press. 
Thy chiefs, the lords of many a* petty fee, 

Provoked and harassed, in return plagued thee ; 
Called thee away from peaceable employ, 

Domestic happiness and rural jo^. 

To waste thy life in arm^ or lay it down 
In causeless feuds and bickerings of their own. 

Thy parliaments adored on bended knees 
The sd/ereignty they were convened to please ; 
Whate’er was asked, too timid to resisf. 

Complied with, and were graciously dismissed ^ 

And if some Spartan soul a doubt expressed. 

And, blushing at the taraenesS of the rest. 

Dared to suppose the subject had a choice. 

He was a traitor by the general voice. 

O slave 1 with powe*^ thou didst not dare exert, 
Verse cannot stoop so low as thy desert ; 

It shakes the sides of splenetic Disdain, 

Thou self-entitled ruler of the main. 

To trace thee to the date when yon fair sea. 

That clips thy shores, had no such charms for thee ; 

» When other nations flew from coast to coast, 

And thou hadst neither fleet nor flag to boast. 

Kneel now, and lay thy forehead in the dust ; 
Blush if thou canst,- 5 -not petrified, thou must ; 

Act but an honest and a faithful part f 
Compare ^hat then thou wast with what tAou art ; 
And God’s disposing providence confessed. 

Obduracy itselt must yield the rest — 

Then%rt thou bound to serve him, and to prove. 
Hour after hour, thy gratitude and love. 

Has hoinot hid thee, and thy favoured land. 

For ages safe beneath his sheltering band, 

Given thee his blessing on the clearest proof. 

Bid nations leagued against thee stand aloof. 

And charged hostility and hate to roar 
Where else they woiUd, but not upon thy shore ? 

His power secured thee, when presumptuous Spain 
Baptize(}^l)jer fleet Invincible ^n vain ; 

Her gloomy monarch, doubtful and resigned 

e^ ery pang that racks an anxiousinind, * 

Asked of the waves tb^t broke upon his coast, 

“ What tidings?” and the surge replM — “All lost.” 
And when the Stuart leaning on the Scot, 

Then too much feared, and now too much forgot, 
Pierced to the very centre,of the realm, 

And hoped to seize ^ abmeated helm, 

’Twas but to prove now qmckly with a fiosm 
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He that had raised thee cbuld hive plucked thee do\In. 
Peculiar is the grace by thee possessM, 5S0 

Thy foes implacable* thy lana at rest ; 

Thy thunders travel over earth and seas* 

And all at home is pleasure, wealth, and ease. 

^ ’Tis thus, extending his tempestuous arm, 

Tlw Maker fills the nations with alarm. 

While his ojrn heaven surveys the troubled scene, 

And feels no change, unshaken and serene. 

Freedom, in other lands scarce known to shine. 

Pours out a flood of splendour upon thine ; 

Thou hast as bright an interest in her rayS|^ 590 

As ever Konkin had in Rome’s best days. 

True freedom is where lio restraint is known 
That Scripture, justice, and good sense disown, 

Where only vice and injury are tied. 

And all from shore to shore is free beside. 

Such freedom is — and Windsor’s hoary towers - 
Stood trembling at the boldness of thy powers, 

That won a nymph on that immortal plain, • 

Like her the mblccl Phoebus wooed in vaiff : 

He found the laurel only — happier you. Coo 

The unfading laurel, and the viigin too I 

Now think, if Pleasure have a thought to spare ; 
if God himself be not beneath her care ; 

If business, constant as the wheels of time. 

Can pause an hour to read a serious rhyme ; 

If the new mail thy merchants now receive, 

Or expectation of the next, give leave ; 

Oh think, if cliargeable*with dera arrearl 

For such indulgence gilding all thy year^ ^ 

How much, though long neglected,, shining vet, 610 

The beams of heavenly truth have swelled the deb 
When persecuting zeal made royal sport 
With tortured innocence in Mary’s .court. 

And Bonner, blithe as shepherd at a wake. 

Enjoyed the show, and danced about the stake ; 

The Sacred Book, its value understood. 

Received the seal of martyrdom in bloq^ 

Those holy men, so full of truth and grace, 

Seem to reflection of a diflerent racei 

JMeek, modest, venerable, wise, sincere, 620 

In such a cause th^ could not ddte to fear ; 

They could not purchase Earth with such a prize. 

Nor spare a life too shoi^-lo reach the skies. 

From them to thee conveyed along thestide, 

.*rheir streaming hearts poured fredy, when they died. 

Those truths, which neither use nor years impair, 

Invite thee, woo thee, to the bliss they share. 

What dotage will not Vanity maintain? 

What web top weak to catch a modem brain? 

The moles aM bats in fiill assenibly find, * 

Ha 
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On special search, the keen-eyed eagle blind. 

And did they dream, and art thou wiser now ? 

Prove it — if better, 1 submit and bow. 

Wisdom and Goodness are twin born, one heart 
Must hold both sisters, never syen apart. 

So then — as darkness overspread the deep, 

Ere Nature rose from her eternal sleep. 

And this delightful earth, and that fair sky, 

Leaped out of nothing, called by the Most High : 

By sucl^ a change thy darkness is made light. 

Thy chaos order, and thy weakness might ; 

And He, whose power mere nullitv oljeys, 

Who^iound thee nothing, formeef the^for his preise. 
To praise him is to serve him, and fulfil, ^ 

Doing and suffering, his unquestioned will ; 

*Tis to believe what men inspired of old. 

Faithful, and faithfully informed, unfold : 

Candid and just, with no false aim in view. 

To take for truth what cannot but be true ; 

To learn in^God’s/^wn school the Christian part. 

And bind the task assigned thee to thine heart : 
Happy the man there seeking and there found. 

Happy the nation where such men abound I 

How shhll a verse impress thee ? By what name 
Shall I adjure thee not to court thy shame ? 

By theirs, whose bright example unimpeached 
Directs thee to that eminence they reached. 

Heroes and worthies of days past, thy sires ? 

Or His, who touched their heart with hallowed fires? 
Their names, alas ! in vain reproach^n ^e 
Whom all the vanities they scorned engage ! 

And His, that seraphs trembled at, is hung 
Dismcefully on every trifler’s tongtie. 

Or serves the champion in forensic war 
To flourish and parade with at the bar. 

Pleasure herself perhaps suggests a plea. 

If interest move thee, to petsuade even thee ; 

By every charm, that smiles upon her face. 

By joys possessed, and joys still held in chase, 

If -dear society be w'Orth a thought. 

And if the feast of freedom cloy thee not. 

Reflect that these, and all yiat seems thine own. 

Held l^^he tenure of His will alone. 

Like angels in the service of their Lord, 

**At:fiiain with thee, or leave thee at* His word ; 

That gratitude and tAnperance in our use 
Of what he gives, unsparing and profuse^ 

Secure the favour, and enhance the joy. 

That thankless waste and wild abuse destroy. 

But above all reflectf-^how cheap soe'er 
Those rights that millions wavy thee appear, ^ 

And, though resolved to ridk diem, ana swim a^vn 
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The tide of pleasure, he^less of His frown» — 

That blessings truly sacred, and, when given. 

Marked with the signature and stamp of Heaven, 

The word of prophecy, th<^ truths divine. 

Which make that heaven, if thou desire it, thine, 

, ^wful alternative ! believed,* beloved, 

T^y glory, --^nd thy shame if unimproved,) 

Are never y>ng vouchsafed, if pushra aside 690 

With cold disgust or philosophic pride ; 

And that, judicially withdrawn, disgrace, 

Krror, and darkness occupy their place. 

A world is up in arms, and thou, a spot 
Not quickly ^ound, if negli^ntly sought. 

Thy sqpl as ample as my bounds are small, 

£ndurest the brunt, and darest defy them all : 

And wilt thou join to this bold enterprise 
A bolder still, a contest with the skies? 

Remember, if He guard thee and secure, 700 

Whoe’er assails thee, thy success is siir^ ; 

But if He leave thee, though the skill and powcv 
Of nations swor^i to spoil thee and devour 
Were all collected in thy single arm. 

And thou couldst laugh away the fear of harm. 

That strength would fail, opposed against the push 
^nd feeble onset of a pigmy rush. 

Say not (and if the thought of such defence 
Should spring within thy bosom, drive ir thence,) 

** What nation amongst all my foes is free 710 

From crimes as base as any charged on me?” 

Their measure filled, tlfby too shall pay tne debt. 

Which God, though long forbom, will not forget. 

But know that Wrath divine, when most severe. 

Makes justice still the guide of his career. 

And will not punish, in one mingled crowd. 

Them without light, and thee without a cloud. 

Muse, hang this harp upon yon aged beech. 

Still murmuring with me solemn truths I teach ; 

And while at intervals a cold blast sings 720 

Through the diy leaves, and pants upon the strings^ 

My soul shall sigh in secret, and lament 
A nation scoui^ecl, yet tardy to repent. 

• I know the warning song is suns in vain. 

That few will hear and fewer h^d the strain ; 

But if a sweeter voice, and one designed 
A blessing to my country and mankind, 

^Reclaim me wandering thousands, anc^bring home 
A flock so scattered and so wont to roam. 

Then place it once a^in between my knees ; 

The sound of truth will then be sure to please : 

And truth alone, where’er my life cast. 

In 8cen» of nlenty, or the pining waste, . 

Shall be ni^diosen theme, my giory to the JasL 
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— doceas her, ct aacra ostia pandaa. 

Vito. ^ h . vi. 

Ask what is human life — ^the replies. 

With di^ppointment lowering in his eyes, 

A painfuuT passage o'er a restless flood, 

A vain Dursuit of fugitive false good, 

A seem of fancied bliss and heartfelt c§re. 

Closing at last in darkness and despair. 

The poor, inured to drudgery and distress. 

Act without aim, think little, and feel less. 

And nowhere, but in feigned Arcadian scenes. 

Taste happiness, or know what pleasure means. lo 

Riches are passed away from hand to hand. 

As fortune, vice, or folly may command ; 

As in a dance the pair that take the lead 
Turn downward, and the lowest pair succeed. 

So shifting and so various is the plan 
By which Heaven rules the mixt affairs of man ; 

Vicissitude wheels round the motley crowd, 

* The rich grow poor, the poor become purse-proud ; 

Business is labour, and man’s weakness such. 

Pleasure is labour too, and tires as much, 20 

The very sense of it foregoes its use. 

By repetition palled, by age obtuse. ^ 

Youth lost in dissipation we deplore, ^ 

Through life's sad remnant, what no sig^hs restore ; 

Cur wars, a fruitless race without a prize. 

Too mmy, yet too few to make us wise. 

Handling his cane about, and taking snufl^ 

Lothano ^ries, “ What phUosophic stuflT — 

O querulous and weak ! — whose useless brain 

Once thought of nothing, and now thinks in vain : 30 

Whose eye reverted weeps o'er all the past. 

Whose prospect shows thee a disheartening waste ; 

Would age m thee resign his wintry reign. 

And youth invigorate mat fi^me again. 

Renewed iJesire would grace with other speech 
^ys always prized, when placed within our reach. 

H^llft thy palsied head, shake off the gloom * 

That overhangs the bonders of thy tomb. 

See Nature gay as when she first bqgmi. 

With smiles alluring Her admirer, man ; 40 

She spreads the morning over eastern hills. 

Earth glitters with the mrqps tiie night distils ; 

The sun obedient a^her appears^ 

To fling his glories o'er the fbbe she wears^ 
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Banks clothed with flowers, groves filled with sprightly sounds, 

The yellow tilth, green meads, rocks, rising grounds. 

Streams edged with osiers, fattening every ndd 
Where’er they flow, now seen and now concealed ; 

From the blue rim, where secies and mountains meet, 

Down to the very turf beneath tlw feet, 50 

I'en thousand charms, that only tools despise. 

Or pride san look at with indifferent eyes, 

All speak one language, all vdth one sweet voice 
Cry to her universal realm, Rejoice I 
Man feels the spur of passions and desires. 

And she gives largely more than he requires ; 

Not that, bis hours ^vot^ all to care, 
llollqw-eyed abstinence, and lean despsur. 

The wretch may pine, while to his smell, taste, sight. 

She holds a paradise of rich delight ; 60 « 

But gently to rebuke his awkward fear. 

To prove that what she gives, she gives sincere. 

To Danish hesitation, and proclaim 

His happiness her dear, her only aim. * 

’Tis grave phi' isophy’s absurdest dream. 

That heaven’s intentions are not what they seem. 

That only shadows are dispensed below. 

And earth has no reality but woe. 

* Thus things terrestrial wear a different hue, 

As youth or age persuades ; and neither true. 70* 

So f>lora*s wreath through coloured crystal seen, < 

The rose or lily appears blue or green, 

, But still the imputed Unts are those alcgic 
The medium represents, and not their own. 

To rise at noon, sit slipshod and undressed. 

To read the news, or fiddle, as seems best, 

Till half the world comes rattling at his door, 

To fill the dull vacuity till four; 

And, just when evening turns the blue vault grey. 

To spend two hours in dressing for the day ; * So 

To make the sun a bauble without use. 

Save for the fruits his heavenly* b«ims produce ; 

Quite to forget, or deem it worth no thought 
Who bids him shine, or if he shine or not ; 

Through mere necessity to close his eyes 
• Just when the larks and when ^le shepherds ris^ ; 

Is such a life, so tediously the same, 

So void of all utility or aim, 

That podSr Jonquil, with almost every breath, 

, Sighs for his exit, vulgarly called deafh ; 90 

For he, with all his follies, has a mind 
Not y^ so blank, or fashionably blind. 

But now and then perhaps a feeble ray 
Of distant wisdom shoots across way. 

By which Im reads, that life witiiottt a plan. 

As the moment it b^^^t 
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Serves merely as a soil for discontent 
To thrive in ; an incumbrance ere half spent. 

Oh weariness beyond what asses feel. 

That tread the circuit of the cistern wheel ; 

A dull rotation, never at a stay,^ 

Yesterday's face twin image of to-day ; 

While conversation, an exhausted stock. 

Grows drowsy as the clicking of a clock. 

“.No need,” he cries, ** of gravity stuffed out 
With academic dignity devout, 

To read ^ise lectures, vanity the text : 

Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next ; 

For trffth self-evident, with pomi^ imp|;essed, e 
Is vanity surpassing all the rest.“ 

That remedy, not hid in deeps profound. 

Yet seldom sought where only to be found, 

While Passion turns aside from its due scope ' 
The inquirer’s aim, that remedy is Hope. 

Life is His gift, from whom whate’er life needs. 
And every gcKid aneJL perfect gift, proceeds ; 
Bestowed on man, like all that we partake. 
Royally, freely, for his bounty’s sake ; 

Transient indeed, as is the fleeting hour. 

And yet the seed of an immortal flower ; 

Designed in honour of his endless love, 

To fill with fragrance his abode aliove ; 

No trifle, howsoever short it seem. 

And, howsoever shadowy, no dream ; 

Its value, what no t thought can ascertain. 

Nor all an angel’s eloquence explain. • 

Men dq^l with life as children with thei^ play. 
Who first misuse, then cast their toys away ; 

I^ive to no sober purpose, and contend 
That^heir Creator had no serious end. 

When God and man stand opposite in view, 
Man’s diwippointment must of course ensue. 

The just Creator condescends to write. 

In beams of inextinguishable light. 

His names of wisdom, goodness, power, and love. 
On all that blooms below, or shines above. 

To catch the wandering notice of mankind. 

And teach the world, if not perversely blind, 

His graders* attributes, and prove the share 
His offspring hold in his paternal care. 

from earthly things to things divine, 

His creature thwart noli nis autpist design. 

Then praise is heard instead of reasoning pride. 
And captious cavil and complaint subside. 

Nature, employed in her allotted place. 

Is handmaid to the pnrpo^s of Grace ; 

By good vouchsafed^ makes known superior good. 
And bliss not seen by blessinl^ understo^^ ^ ^ 
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That bliss, revealed in Scripture, with a glow 

Bright as the covenant-ensuring bow, 1 50 

Fires all his feelings with a noble scorn 
Of sensual evil ; and thus Hope is bonu 
Hope sets the stamp of vanity on all 
jThat men have deemed substantial since the fall, 

Yet^as the wondrous virtue to educe 
From emptif^ss itself a real use ; 

And while slie takes, as at a father’s hand. 

What health and sol^r appetite demand. 

From fading good derives, with chymic art. 

That lasting happiness, a thankful heart. • 160 

Hope, with ufilifted foo^ set Tree from earth. 

Pants fo( the place of her ethereal birth. 

On steady wing sails through the immense abyss. 

Plucks amaranthine joys from bowers of bliss. 

And crowns the soul, while yet a mourner here, 

With wreaths like those triumphant spirits wear. 

Hope, as an anchor firm and sure, holds fast 
The Christian vessel, and defic^the blast. ^ • 

Hope ! nothing can nouri^ and secure 

His newborn virtues, and preserve him pure. 170 

Hope 1 let the wretch once conscious of the joy. 

Whom now despairing agonies destroy, 

SfSeak, for he can, and none so well as he, 

What treasures centre, what delights, in thee. 

Had he the gems, the spices, ancf the land 
That boasts the treasure, ail at his command. 

The fn^rant grove, the ij^estimable mine, « 

Were light, ^len wgigh^ against one smile of thine. 

Though, clasped uid cradled in his nurse’s arms, • 

He shine with all a cherub’s artless charms, 180 

Man is the genuine offspring of revolt, 

Stubborn and sturdy, a wild ass’s colt ; 

His passions, like the watery stores that sleep 
Beneath the smiling surface of the deep, 

Wait but the lashes of a wintry storm 
To frown and roar, and shake his feeble form. 

From infancy through childhood’s giddy vnaze, 

Froward at school, and fretful in his plays. 

The puny tyrant burns to subjugate 

The free republic of the whip-gig i^ate. 190 

If one, his equal in athletic frame. 

Or, more provoking still, of nobler name. 

Dare step across his arbitracy views. 

An Iliad, only not in verse, ensues ; * 

The little Greeks look trembling at the scales. 

Till the best tongue or heaviest hand prevails. 

Now see him munched into the world at large : 

Ii priest, supinely droning o’er his charge. 

Their fleqee hu pillow, and his w^kly drawl. 

Though shojv too long, the price ne pays for all ; 
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If lawyer, loud whatever cause he plead, 

But proudest of the worst, if that succeed ; 

Perhaps a grave physician, ^thering fees. 

Punctually paid tor lengthening out disease ; 

No Cotton, whose humanity sheds rays^ 

That make superior skill his second praise ; 

If arms engage him, he devotes to s(wrt 
His date of life, so likely to be short, < 

A soldier may be anything, if brave ; 

So m^ a tradesman, if not quite a knave. 210 

Such stuff the world is made of ; and mankind 
To passion, intesest, pleasure, whim, resigned, 

InsiK on, as if each were his o'^n P9pe, < 

Forgiveness, and the privilege of hope ; 

But Conscience, in some awful silent hour. 

When captivating lusts have lost their power. 

Perhaps when sickness, or some fearful dream. 

Reminds him of religion, hated theme I ‘ 

Starts from the down, on which she lately slept. 

And tells of laws despised, a^ least not kept : 220 

Shows with a pointing finger, and no noise, 

A pale procession of past sinful joys. 

All witnesses of blessings foully scorhed. 

And life abused, and not to be suborned. 

** Mark these,*’ she sa)*s ; “ these, summoned from afar, ^ 
Begin their march to meet thee at the bar ; 

There find a Judge inexorably just, 

And perish there, as all presumption must.” 

Peace be to thope (such peace as;eaxth can give) • 

Who live in pleasure, dead even while ^hey live ; 230 

Born capable indeed of heavenly truth ; 

But down to latest age, from earliest youth, 

Tt^ir mind a wilderness through want of care, 

The plough of wisdom never entering there. 

Peace (if Insensibility may claim 
A right to the meek honours of her name) 

To men of pedigree, their noble race. 

Emulous always of the nearest place 
To any throne, except the throne of grace. 

Let cottagers and unenlightened swains 240 

Revere the laws they dream that heaven ordains ; 

Resort on Sundays to the house of prayer. 

And ^k, and fancy they nnd, blessings there ; 

The mselves, perhaps, when weary th^ retreat ^ 
enjoy cool nature in a country seat, * 

To exchange the cefitre of a thousand trades 
For clumps, and lawns, and temples, and cascades. 

May now and then their v^vet cushions take. 

And seem to pray, for good example’ sake ; 

Judging, in charitv no <t>ubt,.the town 
Pious enough, and having need of none. 

Kind souls ! to teach their^enantrj to prise 
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What they themselves, without remorse, despise : 

Nor hope have they, nor fear, of aught to come, 

As well for them had prophe^ been dumb ; 

Thev could have held the conduct they pursue. 

Had Paul of Tarsus lived and died a Jew ; 

•And truth, proposed to reasoners wise as they. 

Is ^ pearl cast->~completely cast, away. 

They die.-«-Death lends them, pleased, find as in sport, 260 
All the grim honours of his ghastly court. 

Far other paintings grace the chamber now. 

Where late we saw the mimic landscape glow : 

The busy heralds hang the s^ble scene * 

With mournfA scutcheons, and dim lamps between ; 

Proclaim their titles to the crowd around. 

But they that wore them move not at the sound ; 

The coronet placed idly at their head 
Adds nothing now to the degraded dead ; 

And ev^ the star that glitters on the bier 270 

Can only say — ** Nobility lies here.” 

Peace to all such — ’twere pity to offend, ^ 

By useless censuie, whom we cannot mend ; 

Life without hope can close but in despair ; 

’Twas there we found them, and must leave them there. 

As when two pilgrims in a forest stray, 

Hoth may be lost, yet each in his own way ; 

So fares it with the multitudes beguiled 
In vain opinion’s waste and dangerous wild ; 

Ten thousand rove the brakes and thorns among, 28c 

Some eastward, and son^ westward, and all wrong. 

But here, alas I the/atal difference lies. 

Each man’s belief is right in his own e^es ; 

And he that blames what they have blindly chose. 

Incurs resentment for the love he shows. 

Say, botanist, within whose province fall 
The cedar and the hwop on the wall, 

Of all that deck the lanes, the fields, the bowers. 

What parts the kindred tribes of we^s and flowers ? 

Sweet scent, or lovely form, or both combined, 290 

Distinguish eveiy cultivated kind ; * 

The want of both denotes a meaner breed. 

And Chloe from her garland picks the we^. 

Thus hopes of eveiy sort, whatever sect 
Esteem them, sow them, rear them, and protect. 

If wild in nature, and not duly found, 

Gethsemane 1 in thy dear hallowed ground, — 

That cannot bear the blaze of Scrlptim^ght, 

*Nor cheer the spirit, nor refresh the si^t. 

Nor animate the soul to Christian deeds, — 

(Oh cast them from thee I) are wee^ arrant weeds, 
Ethdlred’s house, the centre of nxwways, 

Diveiging ea^ from each, like ecgial zay% • 
HimsSfasbifuntiful April lains^ 
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Lord paramount of the surrounding plains, 

Would give relief of bed and board to none 
But guests that sought it in the appointed Onb : 

And they might enter at his open door, 

£ven till his spacious hall would hold no more. 

He sent a servant forth by every road, 3)0 

To sound his horn, and publish it abroad. 

That all might mark — knight, menial, high, and low — 

An ordinance it concerned them much to know. 

If aft^ all some headstrong hardy lout 
Woula disobey, though sure to be shut out. 

Could he with reason murmur at his case, 

HirKself sole author of his own^disg^ace ? 

No I the decree was just and without flaw ; 

And he that made had right to make the law ; 

His sovereign power and pleasure unrestrained, 320 

The wrong was his who wrongfully complained. 

Yet half mankind maintain a churlish strife 
Wit}i Him, the Donor of eternal life, 

Because the deec^,by which his love confirms 
The laigess he bestows, prescribes the terms. 

Compliance with his will your lot ensures ; 

Accept it only, and the boon is yours. 

And sure it is as kind to smile and give, 

As with a frown to say, “ Do this, and live.” 

I.ove is not pcdler*s trumpery, bought and sold : 330 

He wiil give freely, or he wtU withhold ; 

His soul abhors a mercenary thought. 

And him as deeply who abhors it not : 

He stipulates indeed, but merely tlfis. 

That n^an will freely take an unbought Bliss, 

Will trust him for a faithful generous part. 

Nor set a price upon a willing heart. 

Of all the ways that seem to promise fair. 

To place you where his saints his presence share. 

This ooily can ; for this plain cause, expressed 340 

In terms as plain. Himself has shut the rest. 

But oh the strife, the bickering, and debate. 

The tidings of unpurchased heaven create ! 

The flirted fan, the bridle, and the toss. 

All speakers, yet aU language at a loss. 

From stuccoed walls smart arguments rebound ; 

And l^us, adepts in evei^ thing profound. 

Die ol' disdain, or whistle off the sound. 

-Cwch is the clamour of rooks, daw^ and kites, * 

The explosion of the levelled tube excites, 3^0 

Where mouldering abbey walls o’erhang the glade. 

And oaks coeval spread a mournful shade ; 

The screaming nations, hovering in mid air. 

Loudly resent the strai^ger's freedom there. 

And seem to wap[i him s^ver to repeat 
His bold intrusion on thel^ dark retreat. 
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Adieu,*' Vinosa cries, ere yet he sips 
The pilrple bumper trembling at his lips, 

** Adieu to all morality, if Grace 
Make works a vain ingredient in the case. 

The Christian hope is — Waiter, draw the cork — 

Jf 1 mistake not — Blockhead ! with a fork I 
Wiljiout good works, whatever some may boost. 
Mere folly a^d delusion — Sir, your toast. 

My firm persuasion is, at least sometimes. 

That Heaven will weigh man's virtues and his crimes 
With nice attention, in a righteous scale. 

And save or damn as these or those prevaiU 
I plant my foot upon th\^ grohnd of trust. 

And silepce every fear with — God is just. 

But if perchance on some dull drizzling day 
A thought intrude, that says, or seems to say, 

If thus the important cause is to be tried, 

Suppose*the l^am should dip on the wrong side ; 

I soon recover from these needless frights, 

And God is merciful — sets all to riglits. ^ • 

Thus between jit >»ice, as my prime support. 

And mercy, to as the last resort, 

I glide and steal along with heaven in view. 

And, — pardon me, the bottle stands with you.” 

•“ I never will believe,** the colonel cries, 

The sanguinary schemes that some devise, 

Who make the good Creator on their plan 
A being of less equity than man. 

If appetite, or what divines call lust, , 
which men comply with, even because they must. 

Be punished with p^ition, who is pure ? 

Then theirs, no doubt, as well as mine is sure. 

If sentence of eternal pain belong ** 

To every sudden slip and transient wrong. 

Then Heaven enjoins the fallible and frail 
A hopeless task, and damns them if they fail. 

My creed (whatever some creed-makers mean 
By Athanasian nonsense, or Nicene), 

My creed is, He is safe that does his best. 

And death's a doom sufficient for the rest.” 

** Right,” says an ensign, *^and for aught I see, 
your faith and mine substantially |igree ; 

The best of every man's performance here 
Is to discharge the duties of his sphere. 

A lawyer's Sealing should be just and fair. 

Honesty shines with great advantage theve. 

•F asting and prayer sit well upon a priest, 

A decent caution and reserve atdeast. 

A soldier’s best is courage in the field. 

With nothing here that wants to be ^ncealed s 
Manly deportment, gallant, easy, ray; 

A hand is l^ral as the light of £y. 
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Nor closets up his thought, whate’er he thinks, 410 

Who scorns to do an injury by stealth. 

Must go to heaven — and 1 must drink his health* 

Sir Smug," he cries (for lowest at the board, 

Just made fifth chaplain of his patron lord, 
llis shoulders witnessing ^ many a shrug 
How much his feelings sufltered, sat Sir Smug), . 

** Your office is to winnow false from true ; 

Come, prophet, drink, and tell us, what think you ? " 

Signing and smiling as he takes his glass. 

Which they that^woo preferment rarely pass, 420 

“ Fallible man," the church-bred youth replies 
** Is still found fallible, however wise ; 

And differing judgments serve but to declare. 

That truth lies somewhere, if we knew but where. 

Of all it ever was my lot to read, 

Of critics now alive, or long since dead, 

The book of all the world uiat charmed me most 
Was — weU-a-day,u the title-page was lost ; 

The writer well lemarks, a heart that knows 

To take with gratitude what Heaven bestows, 430 

With prudence always ready at our call, 

To ^ide our use of it, is all in all. 

Ooimtless it is. — To which, of my own store, 

I superadd a few essentials more ; 

But these, excuse the liberty 1 takc^ 

I waive just now, for conversation sake." — 

" Spoke like an omcle I" they all exclaim. 

And add Right Reverend to Smug*^ honoured name. 

And^et our lot is given us in a. land,** 

Where busy arts are never at a stand ; 440 

Where Science points her telescopic eye, 

Fahiiliar with the wonders of the sky 1 
Where bold Inquiry, diving out of sight, 

Bringsimany a precious pearl of truth to light ; 

Where nought eludes the persevering quest. 

That fashion, taste, or luxury suggest. 

But above all, in her own light arrayed,. 

See Mercy's grand apocalypse displayed \ 

The Sacred Book no longer suffers wion. 

Bound in the fetters of an luiknown tongue ; 45p 

But sofpks, with plainnesS ait could never mend. 

What simplest minds can soonest comprehend. 
r'Cj'd gives the word, the preachers throng around. 

Live from his lips, ^.nd spread the glorious sound t 
That sound bespeaks Salvation on her way. 

The trumpet of a life-restori^ day ; 

*Tis heard where England’s Eastern glory shines. 

And in the gulfs of her Comubian mines. 

And still it sprei^s. ISm Germany send forth 

Her sons to pour it on the farthest north 1 460 
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Fired with a zeal peculiar* they dify 
The rage and rigour of a polar sky* 

And plant successfully sweet Sharon's Rose 
On icy plains* and in eternal snows. 

O blessed within the inclosure of your rocks* 

Nor herds have ye to boast* not* bleating flocks* 

No fertilizing streams your fields divide* 

Thae show* reversed* the villas on their side ; 

No groves haVe ye ; no cheerful sound of bird* 

Or voice of turtle* in your land is heard ; 470 

Nor gprateful eglantine regales the smell 
Of those that walk at evening where 3Pe dwell : 

But Winter* armed with terrors here unknown* 

Sits absolute on his unsl&ken throne ; 

Piles up Ais stores amidst the frozen waste* 

And bids the mountains he has built stand fast ; 

Beckons the legions of his storms away 

From happier scenes, to make your land a prey ; 

Proclaims the soil a conquest he has won* 

And scorns to share it with the distant sun. 480 

— Yet Truth is ycuti;, remote, uiienvted isle^i 
And Peace, the genuine offspring of her smile ; 

The pride of lettered ignorance, that binds 
In chains of error our accomplished minds. 

That decks with all the splendour of the true* 

A false religion, is unknown to you. 

Nature indeed vouchsafes for our delight 
The sweet vicissitudes of day and night ; 

Soft airs and genial moisture feed and cheer 

FiAld, fruit* and flower, ahd every creature^here; 490 

But brighter beams tAan his who fires the skies 

Have risen at length on your admiring eyes* 

That shoot into your darkest caves the day* ** 

From which our nicer optics turn away. 

Here see the encouragement Grace gives to vice* 

The dire effect of mercy without price ! , 

What were they ? What some fools are made by art 
They were by nature, atheists, head and heart. 

The gross idolatry blind heathens teach , 

Was too refined for them, beyond their reach. 500 

Not even the glorious sun, though men revere 
The monarch most that seldom will appear. 

And though his beams* that quickdh where they shine^ 

May claim some right to be esteemed divine* 

Not even tha^sun, desirable as rare. 

Could bend one knee, engage one votary .^bere ; 

They were, what base credulity believes 

l*rue Christians are, dissemblers* drunkards* thieves. 

The full-goTged savage, at his nauseous feast 

Spent hau the darkness* and snored out the rest* 510 

Was one whom Justice, on an eq|ial ^jOan 

Denouncing dykth upon the sins ^loiaii* ** 
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Might almost have indulged with' an escape, 

Cl^rgeable only with a human shape. 

What are they now? — Morality may snare 
Her grave concern, her kind suspicions tnere : 

The wretch who once sang wildly, danced, and laughed, 

And sucked in dizzy madnesis with his draught, ^ 

Has wept a silent flood, reversed his ways, » 

Is sober, meek, benevolent, and prays, ^ ^ 

Feeds sparingly, communicates his store, 

Abhprs the craft he boasted of before. 

And Ae that stole has learned to steal no more. 

Well spake the 4)rophet, Let the desert sing : 

Where sprang the thorn, the §piry fir shall sj^nng ; 

And where unsightly and rank thistles grew. 

Shall grow the myrtle and luxuriant yew.” 

Go now, and with important tone demand 
On what foundation virtue is to stand. 

If self-exalting claims be turned adrift, • 53O 

And grace be grace indeed, and life a gift ; 

The poon reclaimed inhabitant, his eyes 
Glistening at once with pity and surprise. 

Amazed that shadows should obscure the sight 
Of one whose birth was in the land of light. 

Shall answer, “ Hope, sweet Hope, has set me free. 

And made all pleasures else mere dross to me.” • 

These, amidst scenes as waste as if denied 
The common care that waits on all beside. 

Wild as if Nature there, void of all good, 540 

Flayed only gambols in a frantic mood, 

(Yet charge not fieavenly skill with having planned 
A plaything world, unworthy of his hahd; ) 

Can see his love, though secret evil lurks 
In all we touch, stamped plainly oh his works; 

Deem life a blessing with its numerous woes, 

Nor spurn away a gift a God bestows. 

Hard task indeed o’er Arctic seas to roam I 
Is hope exotic ? grows it not at home ? 

Yes; but an object, bright as orient mom, 550 

May press the eye loo closely to be borne ; 

A distant virtue we can all confess ; 

It hurts our pride, and moves our envy, less. 

Leuconomus (beneath well-sounding Greek 
I sliujt name a poet must not speak) 

Stood pilloried on infamy’s high stage, 

-wnd bore the pelting scorn of half an age; 

The very butt of sender, and the blot 
For every dart that malice ever shot 

The man that mentioned Atm at once dismissed 5C0 

All mercy from his lips, and sneered, and hissed ; 

His crimes were such as Sodom never knew. 

And Peijury stqpd up to swear all true ; 

His aim was mischief, ai^ his zeal pretence. 
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His speech rebellion against conSmon sense ; 

A knave, when tried on honesty’s plain rule. 

And when by that of reason, a mere fool ; 

The world’s best comfort was, his doom was passed. 

Die when he might, he must be damned at last. 

^ Now, Truth, perform thine office; waft aside 570* 

The curtain drawn by prejudice and pride, 

Re^al (thc^an is dead) to wondering eyes 
This more tnan monster in his pro^r guise. 

He loved the world that hated him : the tear 
That dropped upon his Bible was sincere : 

Assailed by scandal and the tongue of strife 
His only answer was a blameless life ; 

And he that forged, and he that threw the dart. 

Had eadh a brother’s interest in his heart. 

Paul’s love of Christ, and steadiness unbribed, 5S0 

Were copied close in him, and well transcribed. 

He foll<«wed Paul ; his zea] a kindred flame. 

His apostolic charity the same. 

Like him, crossed cheerfully tempestuous seas. 

Forsaking country, kindred, friends, and else; 

Like him he laboured, and like him content 
To bear it, suffered shame where’er he went. 

Blush, Calumny ; and write upon his tomb, 

If honest eulogy can spare thee room. 

Thy deep repentance of thy thousand lies, 590 

Which, aimed at him, have pierced the offended skies ! 

And say, ** Blot out my sin, confessed, deplored, 

A^inst thine image in thy saint, O Lord ! ” 

* No blinder bigot, 1 nflLintain it still, * 

Than he who musttiave pleasure, come what will : 

He laughs, whatever weapon Trutn may draw. 

And deems her sliarp artillery mere straw. 

Scripture indeed is plain ; but God and he 
On Scripture ground are sure to disagree ; 

Some wiser rule must teach him how to live 600 

Than that his Maker has seen fit to give ; 

Supple and flexible as Indian caiie. 

To take the bend his ap|)etites ordain ; « 

Contrived to suit frail nature’s crazy case. 

And reconcile his lusts with saving grace. 

By this, with nice precision of desi^ 

He draws upon life’s map a zigzag line. 

That shows how far ’tis safe to follow sin. 

And where 4 iis danger and God’s wrath begin. 

By this he forms, as pleased he sports ak>ng, ojo 

.His well- poised estimate of right and wrong ; 

And finds the modish manners of the day, 

Though loose, as harmless as an infant’s play, 

BuUd by whatever plan caprice decrees, 

With what materials, on what grotttfti you please ; 

Your hope stand nnblamea,epertiap8 admire^ 
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If not that hope the Scripture has* required. 

The strange conceits, vain projects, and wild dreams. 

With which hypocrisy for ever teem^ 

(Though other follies strike the public eye, 620 

And raise a laugh) pass unmolested by; 

^ But if, unblameable in word knd thought, 

A man arise, a man whom God has taught. 

With all Elijah's dignity of tone. 

And all the love of the beloved John, ‘ 

To storm the citadels they build in air. 

And imite the untempered wall ’tis death to spare ; 

To sweep away fill refuges of lies, 

AnC* place, instead of quirks themselves devis^ 

Lama sadachthani before their e^es; 630 

To prove, that without Christ all gain is loss. 

All hope despair, that stands not on his cioss; 

Except the few his God may have impressed, 

A tenfold frenzy seizes all the rest. 

Throughout mankind, the Christian kind at least. 

There dwells a consciousness in every breast. 

That folly ends iMiere genuine hope begins. 

And he that finds his heaven must lose his sins. 

Nature opposes with her utmost force 

This riving stroke, this ultimate divorce; 640 

And, while religion seems to be her view. 

Hates with a deep sincerity the true: 

For this, of all that ever influenced man. 

Since Abel worshipped, or the world began. 

This only spares no lust, admits no plea. 

But makes him, if at all, completely free ; 

Sounds forth the signal, as she mounts (ler car. 

Of an eternal, universal war ; 

Rejects all treaty, penetrates all wiles, 

S( 5 >rns with the same indifference frowns and smiles ; 650 

Drives through the realms of Sin, where Riot reels. 

And grinds his crown beneath her burning wheels I 
Hence all that is in man, pride, passion, art, 

Rowers of the mind, and mlings of the heart. 

Insensible of Tnitl^s almighty charms, 

Starts at her first approach, and sounds to arms ! 

While Bigotry, with well-dissembled fears, 

His eyes shut fast, his fingers in his ears. 

Mighty to parry and puslf by God’s word 

WitH^enseless noise, his aigument the sword, 660 

'Pretends a zeal for godliness and grace, • 

And spits abhorrence in the Christian's face. 

Parent of Hope, immortal Truth ! make known 
Thy deathless wreaths and triumphs all thine own : 

The silent progress of thy power is such. 

Thy means so feeble, and despised so much. 

That few believe the Wonders thou hast wrought, 

And none can tdkch them, but whom them ha^ tailght. 
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O see me sworn to serve* thee, And command 
A painter's skill into a poet's hand, 

That, while I trembling trace a work divine, 

Fancy may stand aloof from the design, 

And light, and shade, and every stroke be thine. 

^ If ever thou hast felt another's pain. 

If ever when he sighed hast sighed again, 
lf%ver on thine eyelid stood the tear 
That pity nad engendered, drop one here. 

This man was happy — ^had the world's good word, 
And with it every joy it can afford; 

P'ricndship and love seemed tenderly at sg^ife, ‘ 
Which mosh should sweeten his untroubled life ; 
Politely learned, and 6f a gentle race, 

Good oreeding and good sense gave ^1 a grace, 
And whether at the toilet of the fair 
He laughed and trifled, made him welcome there,- 
Or if 19. masculine debate he shared. 

Ensured him mute attention and regard. 

Alas, how changed ! expressive of his mind, , 
His eyes are sunk, arms folded, head redHncd ; 
Those awful syiiables, Hell, Death, and Sin, 
I'hough whispered, plainly tell what works within, 
That conscience there performs her proper part, 
«And writes a doomsday sentence on his heart ; 
Forsaking and forsaken of all friends. 

He now perceives where earthly pleasure ends ; 
Hard task ! for one who lately knew no care, 

And harder still as learnt beneath despair ; 

*His hours no lon^r pflbs unmarked awa^, 

A dark importanol saddens every day ; 

He hears the notice of the clock perplexed. 

And cries, “ Perhaps eternity strikes next 
Sweet music is no longer music here, 

And laughter sounds like madness in his ear : 

His grief the- world of all her power disarms. 

Wine has no taste, and beauty has no charms : 
God's holy word, once trivial in his view. 

Now by the voice of his experience trge, 

Seems, as it is, the fountain whence alone 
Must spring that hope he pants to make his own. 

, Now let the bright reverse be known abroad ; 
Say man's a worm, and power l9Selongs to God. 

As when a felon, whom nis country's laws 
Have justly doomed for some atrocious cause, 
Expects in darkness and heart-chillingifears, 

* The shameful dose of all his misspent years ; 

If chance, on heavy pinions slowly borne, 

A tempest usher in the dreaded mom. 

Upon nis dungeon walls the lightnings play. 

The thunder seems to summon hinl away. 

The wardeil^ the door his key%pplies. 
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Shoots back the bolt, and aA his cdurage dies ; 

If then, just then, all thoughts of meitpr lost, 

When hope, long lingering, at last yields the ghost, 

The sound of pardon pierce his startled ear, 

He drops at once his fetters and his fear ; 

A transport glows in all he looks and speaks. 

And the first thankful tears bedew his cheeks. 

Joy, far superior joy, that much outweighs 
The comfort of a few poor added days. 

Invade^, possesses, and o*erwhelms the soul 730 

Of him^ wnom hope has with a touch made whole. 

’Tis heaven, all heaven descending on the wings 
Of Ihi glad legions of the King f>f kings ; 

*Tis more — *tis God diffused through every part, 

'Tis God himself triumphant in his heart. 

O, welcome now the sun’s once hated light. 

His noonday beams were never half so bright. 

Not kindred minds alone are called to employ 
Their hours, their days, in listening to his joy ; 

Unconscious nature, all that he surveys, 740 

Rocks, groves, and streams, must join him in his praise 
These arc thy glorious works, eternal Truth, 

The scoff of withered age and beardless youth ; 

These move the censure and illiberal grin 
Of fools that hate thee and delight in sin ; 
c But these sliall last when night has ouenched the pole, 

And heaven is all departed as a scroll. 

And when, as Justice has long since decreed, 

This earth shall bls^ze, and a new world succeed, 

Then these thy glorious works, and they who share* 750 
That Hppe, which can alone exclude des'^air. 

Shall live exempt from weakness and decay. 

The brightest wonders of an endless day. 

Happy the bard (if that fair name belong 
To him that blends no fable with his song) 

WhosQt ines uniting, by an honest art. 

The faithful monitor’s and poet’s part. 

Seek to delight, that they may mend, mankind. 

And, while they captivate, inform the mind ; 

Still happier, if he till a thankful soil, 760 

And fruit reward his honourable toil ; 

But happier far, who comfort those that wait 
To heari.plain truth at Judah’s hallowed gate : 

Their language simple, as their manners meek, 

*Nd shining ornaments have they to seek ; 

Nor labour they, no& time nor talents waste. 

In sorting flowers to suit a fickle taste ; 

But while they speak the wisdom of the skies, 

Which art can only darken and disguise, 

The abundant harvest, ^compense diving 770 

Repays their wor]L— the leaning only mine. 
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Quo nihil majus meliusve terri* 

Fata donavere, bonique dtvi ; 

Ncc dabunt, quamvis redeant in aurum 

Tempora priecum. — H or. lib. iv. ode a 

Fairest and foremost of the train that wait 
Oil man’s most dignified and happiest state. 

Whether we name thee Clarity or Love,* 

Chief grac^below, and all in all above. 

Prosper (I press thee with a powerful plea) 

A task 1 venture on, impcllea by thee : 

Oh never seen but in thy blest effects, 

Nor f(^lt but in the soul that Heaven selects ; 

Who Seeks to praise thee, and to make thee known 
To other hearts, must have thee in his own. lo 

Come, prompt me with benevolent desires, * 

Teach me to kitiale at thy gentle fires, 

And though disgraced and slighted, to redeem 
A poet’s name, by making thee the theme. 

^ God, working ever on a social plan. 

By various ties attaches man to man : 

He made at first, though free and unconfined. 

One man the common father of the kind ; 

That every tribe, though placed as he sees best, 

*Where seas or deserts ^art them from the rest, 20 

Differing in language, manners, or in face. 

Might feel themselves allied to all the race. 

When Cook — lamented, and with tears as just 
As ever mingled with heroic dust — 

Steered Britain’s oak into a world unknown. 

And in his country’s glory sought his own, 

Wherever he found man, to nature true. 

The rights of man were sacred in his view ; 

He soothed with gifts, and greeted with a smile. 

The simple native of the new-found iste ; 50 

He spumed the wretch that slighted or withstood 
The* tender aigument of kindr^ blood. 

Nor would endure that any shocld control 
His freeborn brethren of the southern pole. 

But though some nobler minds a law respect, 

That none shall with impunity it^lect^ 

' In baser souls unnumbered evils meet. 

To thwart its influence, and its end defeat. 

While Cook is loved for savage lives he saved. 

See Cortez odious for a world enslaved I 
Where wast thou then, sweet Chasity 1 where then, 

Thou tutel^ friend of helplea%men? * 
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Wast thou in monkish cells and nunneries found. 

Or building hospitals on English ground ? 

No. — Mammon makes the world his legatee 
Through fear, not love ; and Heaven abliors the fee. 
.Wherever found (and all men need thy care). 

Nor age nor infancy could find thee there. 

The hand, that slew till it could slay no more. 

Was glued to the sword-hilt with Indian gore. 50 

Their prince, as justly seated on his tlirone 
As vain .‘mperial Philip on his own, 

Tricked out of all his royalty by art. 

That stripped him bare, and broke his honest heait, 

Died by the sentence of a shaven '^riesl, ‘ 

For scorning wliat they taught him to detest. 

How dark tlie veil tliat intercepts the blaze 
Of Heaven’s mysterious purposes and ways; 

God stood not, though he seemed to stand, aloof ; 

And at this hour the conqueror feels the proof : 60 

The wreath he won drew down an instant curse. 

The fretting plague^, 's in the public purse, 

The cankered spoil corrodes the pining state. 

Starved by that indolence their mines create. 

Oh could their ancient Incas rise again. 

How would they take up Israel’s taunting strain ! 

Art thou too fallen, I)>eria t Do we see 
Tlie robber and the murderer weak as we ? 

I'hou that hast wasted earth, and dared despise 
Alike the wrath and mercy of the skies, 70 

Thy pomp is in the grave, thy gloiy l^id 
I A>w in the pits thine avarice has made. « 

We come’ with joy from our eternal rest. 

To see the oj3])ressor in his turn oppressed. 

Art thou the god, the thunder of whose liand 
Rolled over all our desolated land. 

Shook principalities and kingdoms down. 

And moZfe the mountains tremble at his frown ? 

I'he sword shall light upon thy boasted powers, 

And waste them, as thy sword has wasted ours.'* So 

*Tis thus Omnipotence his law fulfils. 

And vengeance executes what justice wills. 

Again — the band of commerce was designed 
To associate all the branches of mankind ; 

And if s- boundless plenty be the robe^ 

Trade is the golden girdle of the globe. 

Wise^to promote whs^ever end he means, 

God opens fruitful Nature’s various scenes : 

Each climate needs what other climes produce^ 

And offers something to the general use ; 

No land but listens to the common call. 

And in return receives supply from all. 

This genial intercourse, and^^mutukl al^ 

Cheers urhat were else a universal shade, 
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Calls Nature from her ivy-mantled den. 

And softens human rockwork into men. 

Ingenious Art, with her expressive face. 

Steps forth to fashion and refine the race^ 

Not only fills necessity's demand, 

Jlut overcharges her capacious hand : lOo * 

C'apricious taste itself can crave no more, 

'i'haft slie suj^lies from her abounding store ; 

She strikes out all that luxury can ask. 

And gains new vigour at her endless task. 

Hers is the spacious arch, the shapely spire, 

I'he painter’s pencil, and the peers lyre ; * 

From her thescanvas bo|row# light and shade. 

And verse, more lasting, hues that never fade. 

She guides the finger o"er the dancing keys, 

Crives difficulty allrthe grace of ease, x so 

And pours a torrent of sweet notes around, 

Fast as the thirsting ear can drink the sound. 

These are the gifts of Art, and Art thrives most 
Where commerce has enriched the busy coast ; • 

He catches all im^ revements in his flight, ^ 

Spreads foreign wonders in liis country’s sight, 

Imports what others have invented well, 

And stirs his own to match them or excel 
’Cis thus reciprocatmg, each with each. 

Alternately the nations learn and teach ; 1 20 

While Providence enjoins to every soul 
A union with the vast terraqueous whole. 

Heaven speed the canvas, gallantly unfurled 
To furnish and accommSdatc a world, * 

To give the pole thf produce of the sun. 

And knit the unsocial climates into one. — 

Soft airs and gentle heavings of the wave 
Impel the fleet, whose errand is to save, 

To succour wasted regions, and replace 
The smile of opulence in sorrow’s face. — 

Let nothing adverse, nothing unforeseen. 

Impede the bark that ploughs thejdeep serene. 

Charged with a freight transcending in i^s worth 
The gems of India, nature’s rarest birth. 

That flies, like Gabriel on his Lord’s commands, 

•A herald of God’s love to pagan lands. 

But ah ! what wish can prosper, or what prayer. 

For merchants rich in caigoes of despair. 

Who drive*a loathsome traffic, gauge and span, 

^And buy the muscles and the bones of man ? * 140 

• The tender ties of father, husband, friend, 

AH bonds of nature in that moment end ; 

And each endures, while yet be draws his breath, 

A stroke as fatal as the scythe of death. 

The sable warrior, frantic with wegfit ^ 

Of her be and never can Ibzget, 
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Loses in tears the far receding shov^e. 

But not the thought that they must meet no more ; 

Deprived of her and freedom at a blow. 

What has he left, that he can yet forego ? 150 

Yes, to deep sadness sullenly resigned. 

He feels his body’s bondage in his mind ; 

Puts oif his generous nature ; and, to suit 
His manners with his fate, puts on the brute 
O most degrading of all ills, that wait 
On man, a mourner in his best estate 1 
All otYier sorrows virtue may endure. 

And find submiss^ion more than half a cure ; 

Grider is itself a medicine, and bestowed 

To improve the fortitude that bears ihe load iCo 

To teach the wanderer, as his woes increase. 

The path of Wisdom, all whose paths are peace ; 

But slavery ! — Virtue dreads it as her grave : 

Patience itself is meanness in a slave ; 

Or if the will and soverei^ty of God 
Bid suffer U awhile, and kiss the rod. 

Wait for the daWTiing of a brighter day. 

And snap the chain the moment when you may. 

Nature imprints upon whate’er we see 

That has a heart and life in it, Be free I ” 170 

The beasts are chartered — neither age nor force 
Can quell the love of freedom iti a horse : 
lie breaks the cord that held him at the rack ; 

And, conscious of an unencumbered back, 

Snuffs up the moning air, forgets the rein ; 

Loose fly his forelock and his ampl^ mane; 

Responsive to the distant neigh, he neigHs ; 

Nor stops till, overleaping all delays, 

He finds the pasture where his felloWs graze. 

Canst thou, and honoured with a Christian name, 1 80 
Buy what is woman-born, and feel no shame ? 

Trade^n the blood of innocence, and plead 
Expedience as a warrant for the deed ? 

So may the wolf, whom famine has made bold 
To quit the forest a^ invade the fold ; 

So may the rufhan, who with ghostly glide. 

Dagger in hand, steals close to your bedside ; 

Not he, but his emergence forcra the door, 

He fi^^d it inconvenient R> be poor. 

Has God then given its sweetness to the cane, 190 

his laws Ire trampled on — ^in vain ? 

Built a braH^e worldf which cannot yet subsist. 

Unless his right to rule it be dismissed? 

Impudent blasphemy ! So Folly pleads^ 

And, Avarice being judge, with ease succeeds. 

But grant the plea, and let it stand for just. 

That man moke man hil prey, because he must: 

Still there is room for plty^o abater 
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And soothe the sorrows <ff so s^ a state. 

A Briton knows, or if he knows it not, 200 

The Scripture placed within his reach, he ought, 

That souls have no discriminating hue. 

Alike important in their Maker’s view ; 

• That none are free from blemish since the fall. 

And love divine has paid one price for all. 

Thb wretcl^that works and weeps without relief. 

Has one that notices his silent grief. 

He, from whose hands alone all power proceeds, 

Ranks its abuse among the foulest deeds, 

Considers all injustice with a frown ; • 210 

But marks the man, tl^t treads his fellow down. 

Begone — the whip and bell in that hard hand 
Are hateful ensigns of usurped command. 

Not Mexico couMi purchase kings a claim 
To scourge him, weariness his only blame. 

Remember, Heaven has an avenging rod, — 

To smite the poor is treason against God. 

Trouble is grudgingly and hardly brooked, • 

While life’s subli’>iost joys are overlooked? 

We wander o’er a sunburnt thirsty soil, 220 

Murmuring and weary of our daily toil. 

Forget to enjoy the palm-tree’s offered shade, 

Or taste the fountain in the neighbouring glade ; 

Else who would lose, that had the power to improve, 

The occasion of transmuting fear to love ? 

Oh, 'tts a godlike privilege to save. 

And he that scorns it is himself a slave. ^ 

Inform his mind ; one flash of heavenly ciay 
Would heal his h^rt, and melt his chains away. 

** Beauty for ashes” is a gift indeed, 250 

And slaves, by truth enlarged, are doubly freed. 

Then would he say, submissive at thy feet. 

While gratitude and love made service sweet. 

My dear deliverer out of hopeless night,*-* 

Whose bounty bought me but to give me light, 

1 was a bondman on my native plain, 

Sin fofged, and ignorance made fast, tl^p chain ; 

Thy lips have shed instruction as the dew. 

Taught me what path to shun, and what pursue ; 

• Farewell my former joys I I sigl^no more 240 

- For Africa’s once loved, benighted shore ; 

Serving a benefactor 1 am free ; 

At my bes? home, if not exiled- from thee.” 

^ Some men make gain a fountain, whflbce proceeds 

• A stream of liberal and heroic-deeds ; 

The swell of pity, not to be confined 
Within the scanty limits of the mind. 

Disdains the bank, and throws the g^den sands, 

A rich deposit, on the bordering lands : « 

These have An ear for His paternal call. 
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Who makes some rich for the*^ supply of all ; 

God’s gift with pleasure in His praise employ ; 

And Thornton is iamiliar witn the joy. 

Oh, could I worship atight beneath the skies, 
^That earth has seen, or &ncy can devise, 

Thine altar, sacred Liberty, should stand. 

Built by no mercenary vulgar hand, 

With fragrant turf, and flowers as wild and fair , 
As ever dressed a bank, or scented summer air. 
Duly, a^« ever on the mountain’s height 
The peep of Morning shed a dawning light, 

Again, when Evening in her sober vest 
Drew^ihe grey curtain of the fading west, • 

My soul should yield thee willing thanks and praise. 
For the chief blessings of my fairest days : 

But that were sacrilege — praise is not thine, “ 

But His who gave thee, and preserves thee mine : 
Else I would say, and as I spake bid fly 
A captive bird into the boundless sky, 

“This triple* realm^aclores thee — thou art come 
From Sparta hither, and art here at home. 

We feel thy force still active, at this hour 
Enjoy immunity from priestly power, 

While Conscience, happier than in ancient years, 
Owns no superior but tne God she fears. 

Propitious spirit ! yet expunge a wrong 
Thy rights have suffered, and our land, too long. 
Teach mercy to ten thousand hearts, that sliaixj 
The fears and hope% of a commercial care ; 

Prisons expect the wicked, and wcreVuilt^ 

To bind,the lawless, and to punish ^ilt; 

But shipwreck, earthquake, battle, hre, and flood, 
Are mighty mischiefs, not to be withstood ; 

And honest merit stands on slippery ground. 

Where covert guile and artifice abound. 

Let justorestraint, for public peace designed. 

Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind ; 

The foe of virtue has no clum to thee^ 

But let insolvent innpcence go free.” 

Patron of else the most despised of men. 

Accept the tribute of a stranger’s pen ; 

Verse, like the laurel, its in^inortai meed. 

Should^ the guerdon of a noble deed ; 

I may alarm thee, but I fear the shame 
(ChMkity rljojen as my theme and aim) 

1 must incur, forgetting Howard’s name. 

Blest with all wealth can give thee, to resign 
Joys doubly sweet to feelings quick as thine. 

To quit the bliss thy rural scenes bestow. 

To seek a nobler amidst ^cenes of woe. 

To traverse seas, mnge ktii^oms, and bring home 
Not the proud monuments « Greece or Rome^ 
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But knowledge such as onl^ dunglons teach. 

And only sympathy like thine could reach ; 

That grief, sequestered from the public stage. 
Might smooth her feathers, and enjoy her cage ; 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a zm. 

The boldest patriot might be proud to feel. 

Oh that the voice of clamour and debate. 
I'hatVlczids fiar peace till it disturbs the state. 
Were hushed in favour of thy generous plea. 

The poor thy clients, and Heaven’s smile thy fee! 

Philosophy, that does not dream or stray. 
Walks arm in arm with Nature all his way. • 
Compasses Eafth, dives ipto if^ ascends 
Whatever steep Enquiry recommends. 

Secs planetary wonders smoothly n>ll 
Round other systeihs under her control, 

1 brinks wisdom at the milky stream of light 
That cheers the silent journey of the nigiit. 

And brings at his return a bosom charged 
With rich jnstniction, and a soul enlarged. 

The treasured sweeir. of the capacious plan 
That Heaven spreads wide before the view of man 
All prompt his pleased pursuit, and to pursue 
Still prompt him. with a pleasure always new ; 
ffb too has a connecting power, and draws 
Man to the centre of the common cause. 

Aiding a dubious and deficient sight 
With a new medium and a purer light. 

AU truth is precious, if n^ all divine ; 

And what di'ates th^pov^ers must needs refine. 

He reads the skies, and watching every change. 
Provides the faculties an ampler range ; 

And wins mankind, as his attempts prevail, 

A prouder station on the general scale. 

But Reason still, unless divinely taught. 

Whatever she learns, learns nothing aS she ought ; 
The lamp of revelation only shows. 

What htiman wisdom cannot but oppose. 

That man, in nature’s richest mantle clnd^ 

And graced with all philosophy can add. 

Though fair without, and luminous within, 
la still the progeny and heir of sin.^ 

Thus taught, down falls the plumage of his pride; 
He feels his |ieed of an unerring giiide, 

And knows, that falling he shall rise no more, 
Tjnless the power that bade him stand re^re. 
This is indeed philosophy ; this known. 

Makes wisdom, worthy of the name, his own: 
And without this, whatever he discuss, — 

Whether the space between the stars |md us ; 
Whether he measure Earth, compute the seg. 
Weigh sunbeams, carve a fly, or ^it a flea ; 
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The solemn trifler with his boasted skill 
Toils much, and is a solemn trifler still : 

Blind was he bom, and, his misguided eyes 
Grown dim in trifling studies, blind he dies. 

Self-knowledge truly learned, of course implies 

The rich possession of a nobler prize : 360 

For self to self, and God to man revealed 

(Two themes to Nature’s eye for ever sealed), , 

Are taught by rays, that fly with e^ual pace 
Fromrthe same centre of enlightening giace. 

Here stay thy foot ; how copious, and how clear, 

The o’erflowing ^ell of Charity springs here I 
Hai\c ! ’tis the music of a thousand rills, 

Some through the groves, some dow& the sloping hills, 
Winding a secret or an open course, 

And all supplied from an eternal source. ^ 370 

The ties ot Nature do but feebly bind ; 

And Commerce partially reclaims mankind ; 

Philosophy, without his heavenly guide, 

May blow jip self-conceit, and nourish pride. 

But, while his province is the reasoning part, 

I las still a veil of midnight on his heart : 

*Tis Truth divine exhibited on earth, 

Gives Charity her being and her birth. 

Suppose (when thought is w'arm and fancy flows, 

What will not argument sometimes suppose?) 380 

An isle possessed by creatures of our kind, 

Endued with reason, yet by nature blind, 
l^et Supposition lend her aid once more. 

And land some gretve optician on thte shore : 

He claps his lens, if haply they may see,^ 

Close to the part where vision ought to be ; 

But flnds, that, though his tubes assist the sight, 

They cannot give it, or make darkness light. 

He reads wise lectures, and describes aloud 
A sen^ they know not, to the wondering crowd ; 390 

He talks of light, and the prismatic hues, 

As men of depth in erudition use ; 

But all he gains for bis harangue is — Well ! 

What monstrous lidfe some travellers will tell ! ” 

The soul, whose sight all -quickening grace renew's, 

Takes the resemblance of the good she view^ 

As diamonds, stripped of dieir opaque disguise, 

Keflecit the noonday glory of the skies. 

Sheysu eak s of Him, her Author, Guardian, Friefiid, 

Whose ioife Knew no beginning, knows no end, 400 

In lai^uoge warm as all that love inspires^ 

And in the glow of her intense desires, 

Pants to communicate her noble tires. 

She sees a world stark blind to what emplojrs 
Her eager thouglm and'fseds her flowing joys; 

Though Wisdom naii thenq heedless df her call. 
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Flies to save some, and fedls a pihig for all : 

Herself as weak as her support is strong. 

She feels that frailty she dei)ied so long ; 

And, from a knowledge of her own disease^ 410 

Learns to compassionate the sick she sees. 

Here see, acquitted of all vain pretence, 

Thrf reign of genuine Charity commence ; 

Thoifgh scons repay her sympathetic tears, 

She still is kind, and still she perseveres ; 

The truth she loves a sightless world blaspheme^ 

’Tis childish dotage, a delirious dream. 

The danger they discern not, they deny ; • 

l^ugh at theiitonly remedy, Aid die. 

But still |i soul thus touched can never cease, 420 

Whoever threatens war, to speak of peace. 

Pure in her aim, aAd in her temper mild. 

Her wisdom seems the weakness of a child : 

She makes excuses where she might condemn, 

Reviled by those that hate her, prays for them ; 

Suspicion lurks not in her artless breast. 

The worst suggeste h she believes the l>est ; * 

Not soon provoked, however stung and teased. 

And, if perhaps made angry, soon appeased ; 

She rather waives than will dispute her right, 430 

And, injured, makes forgiveness her delight. 

Such was the portrait an apostle drew. 

The bright original was one he knew ; 

Heaven held his hand, the likeness must be true. 

«When one, that holds communion with ^he skies, 

Has filled his urn wj^ere fnese pure waters rise. 

And once more mingles with us meaner things, 

’Tis even as if an Angel shook his wings ; 

Immortal fragrance fills the circuit wide. 

That tells us whence his treasures are supplied. 440 

So when a ship, well freighted with the stores 
The sun matures on India's spicy shores, 

Has dropped her anchor, ancf her canvas furled. 

In some safe haven of our western ^Yorld, 

’Twere vain enquiry to what port she we||t. 

The gale informs us, laden with the scent. 

Some seek, when queasy conscience has its qualms. 

To lull the painful m^ady with alpis ; 

But charity not feigned intends alone 

Another’s ^od — theirs centres in their own ; 450 

And, too s£%rt-lived to reach the realms of peajgl^ 

Must cease for ever when the poor shall Aase. 

•Flavia, most tender of her own good name. 

Is rather careless of her sister's nune : 

Her superfluity the poor supplies, 

But, if she touch a character, H dies. 

The seeTqing virtue weighed against tne vieg. 

She deems all safe, for we has paSd the price : 
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No charity but alms aughi values she, 

Except in porcelain on her mantel-tree. 4C0 

How many deeds with which the world has rung. 

From pride in league with ignorance have sprung ! 

But God overrules all human follies still. 

And bends the tough materials to His wilL 
A conflagration, or a wintry flood. 

Has left some hundreds without home or food ; 

Extravagance and Avarice shall subscribe^ 

Wh\}e fame and self-complacence are the bribe. 

The brief proclaimed, it visits every pew, 

But flrst the S(^uire*s, a compliment but due : 470 

AVith slow deliberation he unties 

Ilis glittering purse, that envy of all eyes. 

And while the clerk just puzzles out the psalm. 

Slides guinea behind guinea in his palm^; 

Till finding, what he might have found before, 

A smaller piece amidst the precious store, 

Pinched close between his Anger and his thumb. 

He half ^exhibits, and then drops the sum. 

Gold to be sure ! — Throughout the town *tis told. 

How the good Squire gives never less than gold. 480 

From motives such as his, though not the best, 

Springs in due time supply for the distressed ; 

Not leas effectual than what love bestows. 

Except that Ofhee clips it as it goes. 

But lest 1 seem to sin against a friend, 

And wound the grace I mean to recommend, 

(Though vice derided with a just design 
Implies no trespass against love divinej 
Onc^ more I would adopt the graver Style ; 

A teacher should be sparing of his smile. 490 

Unless a love of virtue light the flame. 

Satire is, more than those he brands, to blame ; 

He hides behind a magisterial air 
Hi^own offences, and strips others bare; 

Affects indeed a most humane concern. 

That men, if gently tutored, will not learn ; 

That mulish foll^not to be reclaimed 
By softer method^ must be made ashamed ; 

But (I might instance in St. Patrick’s dean) 

Too often rails to gratify his spleen. ^00 

Mo^v satirists are indeed a public scourge ; 

Their mildest physic is a farrier’s puige ; 

acrid temper turns, as soon as stirred, 

The m&tr of thei* good purpose all to curd. 

Their zeal begotten, as tnelr works rehearse, ^ 

By lean despair upon an empty purse. 

The wild assassins start into the street. 

Prepared to poniard whomsoe’er th^ meet 
Ffowill in swojdsmaiiship, however just. 

Can be secure against a madman’s thrust I 510 
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And even Virtue so unfairly mfttclied, 

Although immortal, may be pricked or scratched. 

When Scandal has new-minted an old lie. 

Or taxed invention for a fresh supply, 

’Tis called a Satire, and the world appears 
, Gathering around it with erected ears : 

A thousand names are tossed into the crowd ; 

Some whi^ered softly, and some twanged aloud ; 

Just as the sapience of an author's brain 

Suggests it safe or dangerous to be plain. 520 

Strange ! how the frequent interjected dash 

Quickens a market, and helps off the trash » 

The important letters Jhat include the rest 
Serve as a key to those that are suppressed ; 

Conjecture gripes the victims in his paw. 

The world is (firmed, and Scrib escapes the law. 

So, when the cold damp shades of night prevail. 

Worm# may he caught by either head or tail ; 

Forcibly drawn from many a close recess. 

They meet with little pity, no redress ; • 530 

Tlungcd in the stream, they lodge upon tfie mud. 

Food for the famished rovers of the flood. 

All zeal for a reform that gives offence 
To peace and charity, is mere pretence: 

• A bold remark, but which, if well applied. 

Would humble many a towering poet's pride. 

Perhaps the man was in a sportive (it, 

And had no other play-place for his wit ; 

^Perhaps, enchanted witn the love of fame. 

He sought the jewel iifhis neighbour’s diame; 540 

I’erhaps — whatevA: end he might pursue. 

The cause of virtue could not be nis view. 

At every stroke wit flashes in our eyes ; 

The turns are quick, the polished points surprise, 

But shine with cruel and tremendous charms. 

That, while they please, possess us with alarms : 

So have I seen, (and hastened to the sight 
On all the wings of holiday delight,) 

Where stands mat monument of anci^t power. 

Named with emphatic dignity, the Towr, 550 

Guns, halberts, swords, and pistols, great and small, 

9 In starry forms disposed upon t^ wall ; 

We wonder, as we gazing stancTbelow, 

That bra&s and steel should make so fine a show ; 

But thou^ we praise the exact designer’s skiB. 

Account them implements of mischief ^ill. 

* No works shall find acceptance in that day 
When all disguises shall be rent awayv 

That square not truly with the Scrif^re plan. 

Nor spring from love to God, love to man. 560 

As He ordains things sordid in thdr birth 
To be resolved into their parenVearth ; 
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And, though the soul shall i^ek superior orbs, 

Whate’er tnis world produces, it absorbs ; 

So self starts nothing, but what tends apace, 

1-fome to the goal, where it began the race. 

Such as our motive is, our aim must be ; 

If this be servile, that can ne’er be free ; 

If self employ us, whatsoe’er is wrought, 

We glorify that self, not Him we ought ; , 5 70 

Such virtues ha<l need prove their own reward. 

The jiudge of all men owes them no regard. 

True Charity, a plant divinely nursed. 

Fed by the love trom which it rose at first. 

Thrives against hope, and in tlfc rudest scene 
Storms but enliven its unfading green ; 

Kxuberant is the shadow it supplies. 

Its fruit on earth, its growth above the skits. 

To look at Him, who formed us and redeemed. 

So glorious now, though once so disesteemed, 5S0 

To see a God stretch forth His human hand. 

To uphold the boundless scenes of His command ; 

To recollect, that', in a form like ours. 

He bruised l^eneath His feet the infernal powers. 

Captivity led captive, rose to claim 

The wreath He won so dearly in our name ; 

That, throned above all height. He condescends 
To call the few that trust in Him His friends ; 

I'hat in the heaven of heavens, that space He deems 
Too scanty for the exertion of His beams, 590 

And shines, as if impatient to bestow 
Life and a kingdom upon worms b^ow ; 

That s,ight imparts a never-d>ring flame, ' 

Though feeble in degree, in kind the same. 

Like Him, the soul thus kindled from above 
Spreads wide her arms of universal love ; 

And, still enlarged as she receives the grace, 

Inclus^es creation in her close embrace. 

Behold a Christian I — and without the fires 

The Founder of that name alone inspires, 600 

Though all accompjiashments, all knowledge meet. 

To make the shining prodigy complete. 

Whoever boasts that name — behold a cheat f 

Were love* in these the world’s last doting years. 

As frttsuent as the want 01 it appears, 

The churches warmed, they would no longer hold 
figures, stiff as thejr are cold ; 

Relentln^ofms WtAild lose their power, or cease ; 

And even the dipped and sprinkM live in peace : . 

Each heart would quit its prison in the breast, 610 

And flow in free communion with the rest. 

The statesman skilled in projects dark and deep. 

Might bum his qsdese'Machiavel, and sleep ; 

His budget, often filled, yet alwa^’s poor, . . 
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Might swing at ease behind his study door, 

No longer prey ii^n our annual rents. 

Nor scare the nation with its big contents : 

Disbanded legions freely might depart. 

And slaying man would cease to be an art. 

No Darned disputants would take the held, 620 

S>ure not to conquer, and sure not to yield ; 
l^th sides deceived, if rightly understood. 

Pelting e^ch other for the public good. 

Did Charity prevail, the press would prove 
A vehicle of virtue, truth, and love ; 

And I might spare myself the pains to s^ow 
What few ^n learn, and all suppose they know. 

Thus have 1 sought tb grace a serious lay 
Withmiany a wild, indeed, but howery spray. 

In hopes to galfi, what else I must have lost, 630 

The attention Pleasure has so much engrossed. 

But i^ unhappily deceived, 1 dream. 

And prove too weak for so divine a theme, 
l^t Charity forgive me a mistake, , 

That zeal, not v^iiUy, has chanced to mstke. 

And spare the poet for his subject sake. 
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Nam neque me tantom venientis sibilus austri. 

, l^ec percussa jiwaiic Huccll tam litom^ nec quae 

Saxosas inter d^urrunt fluniina va1Ie& 

• ViRG. JSc/. v. 

Though Nature weigh our talents, and dispense 
To every man his modicum of sense. 

And Conversation in its better part 
May be esteemed a gift, and not an art. 

Yet much depends, as in the tiller’s toil. 

On culture, and the sowing of the soiL 
Words learned by rote a parrot may n^earse. 

But talking is not always to converse 
Not more distinct from harmony divine 
^ The constant creaking of a country sign. 10 

As alphabets in ivory employ. 

Hour after hour, the yet unlettered boy, 

Sorting asnl puzzling with a deal of glee 
Those seeds of science called his A B ^ 

* So language in the mouths of the adult. 

Witness its insignificant result. 

Too often proves an implement of play, 

A toy to sport with, and pass time away. 

Collect at evening what tne day bronght^orth, 

Compfess the sum into its soliS worth, 
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And if it weigh the im|K>rt£^nce of a fly, 

I'he scales are false, or algebra a lie. 

Sacred interpreter of human thought, 

How few respect or use thee as they ought ! 

But all shall give account of every wrong, 

I- Who dare dishonour or defile the tongue. 

Who prostitute it in the cause of vice, ' 

Or sell their glory at a market-price, 

Who vote for hire, or point it with lampoon, ' 

The^ear- bought placeman, and the cheap buflbon. 30 

Tffore is a prurience in the speech of some, 

Wrath stays Him, or else God would strike them dumb : 

Hif wise mrbeaifance has their^end in view, 

They fill their measure, and receive‘their due/ 

The heathen lawgivers of ancient days. 

Names almost worthy of a Christianas prmse. 

Would drive them forth from the resort of men. 

And shut up every satyr in his den. 

Oh come not ye near innocence and truth, 

Ye worms that cat into the hud of youth ! 40 

Infectious as impure, your blighting power 
Taints in its rudiments the promised flower ; 

Its odour perished and its charming hue, 

Thenceforth *tis hateful, for it smells of you. 

Not even the vigorous and headlong rage 
Of adolescence, or a firmer age, 

Affords a plea allowable or just 

For making speech the pamperer of lust ; 

But when the breath of age commits the fault, 

*Tis nauseous as the vapour of a vcult. • 50 

So withered stumps disgrace the sylvan scene, 

No ledger fruitful, and no longer green ; 

The sapless wood, divested of the bark, 

Grows fungous, and takes fire at every spark. 

Oaths terminate, as Paul observes, all strife — 

Some men have surely then a peaceful life ; 

Whoever subject occupy discourse^ 

The feats of Vestris, or the naval force. 

Asseveration blustering in your face 

Makes contradicti'^n such a hopeless case. 60 

In every tale they tell, or false or true. 

Well known, or such as no man ever knew. 

They fix attention, heedless of your pain, 

WitM''oaths like rivets forced into the brain ; 

And even when sober truth prevails throughout 
U, tijl affirmance breeds a doubt. 

A Persian, humble servant of the sun. 

Who though devout, yet bigotry had none^ 

Hearing a lawyer, grave in nis addeen, 

With adjurations every word impress,* 

Suppos^ the man a ijshop, of at least, 

GocTs name soanuch upqn his lips, a priest ; 
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Bowed at the close with 9.II his graceful airs, 

And begged an interest in his frequent prayers. 

Go, quit the rank to which ye stood preferred, 

ITenccforth associate in one common herd ; 

Religion, virtue, reason, common sense. 

Pronounce your human form a false pretence, 

^ A* mere disguise in which a devil lurks. 

Who yet betrays his secret by his works. So 

Ve powers who rule the tongue, if such there are. 

And make colloquial happiness your care. 

Preserve me from the thing 1 dread and hate, 

A duel in the form of a debate. ^ 

The clash o^rguments and^ar of words, 

\Vorse than the mortal*brunt of rival swords, 
l')ecide*no question with their tedious length, 

( E"or opposition gpves opinion strength, ) 

I^ivert the champions prodigal of breath. 

And pm the peaceably-disposed to death. 90 

Oh thwart me not. Sir Soph, at every turn. 

Nor carp at every flaw you may discern ; 

Though syllogism: i.ang not on my tongu^ 

I am not sur^y always in the wrong ; 

’Tis hard if all is false that I advance, 

A fool must now and then be right by chance. 

•Not that all freedom of dissent 1 blame ; 

No, — there I grant the privilege I claim. 

A disputable point is no man's ground, 

Rove where you please, 'tis common all around. roo 

l>iscourse may want an animated No, 

To brush the surface, affd to make it flo\^ ; 

But still rememberf if you mean to please. 

To press your point with modesty and ease. 

The mark at which my juster aim 1 take, 

Is contradiction for its own dear sake. 

Set vour opinion at whatever pitch. 

Knots and impediments make something hitch ; 

Adopt his own, 'tis equally in vain. 

Your thread of argument is snapped again ; . i to 

The wrangler, rather than accord with \[ou. 

Will judge himself deceived, — and prov^^it too. 

Vociferated logic kills me quite, 

^A noisy man is alw^s in the ri^t ; 

1 twirl my thumbs, mil back into*my chair. 

Fix on the wainscot a distressful stare. 

And when^hope his blunders are all out. 

Reply discreetly, “ To be sure — ^no doubiK’ 

.* Dubius is such a scrupulous good man, — 

Yes, you may catch him tripping if you can. 120 

He would not with a perempto^ tone 
Assert the nose upon his face his own ; 

With hesitation admirably slow, * 

He humbly hopes — presumes — ileniay be &. 

X a 
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Ills evidence, if he were csdled by. law 
To swear to some enormity he saw, 

For want of prominence and Just relief, 

Would hang an honest man, and save a thief. 
Through constant dread of giving truth offence. 

He ties up all his hearers in suspense; 

Knows what he knows, as if he knew it not ; 

What he remembers seems to have foigot ; ^ 

His sole opinion, whatsoe'er befall. 

Centring at last in having none at all. 

Yet though he tease and baulk your listening ear. 
He makes one useful point exceeding clear; 
HoWe’er ingenious on his darlkig thpme 
A sceptic in philosophy may seem, 

Reduced to practice, his beloved rule 
Would only prove him a consummate fool; 

Useless in him alike both brain and speech. 

Fate having placed all truth above his reach ; , 

His ambiguities his total sum. 

He might as well be blind axid deaf and dumb. 

Where men oi judgment creep and feel their way. 
The positive pronounce without dismay. 

Their want of light and intellect supplied 
By sparks absurdity strikes out of pride : 

Without the means of knowing right from wrong. 
They always are decisive, clear, and strong ; 

Where others toil with philosophic force. 

Their nimble nonsense takes a shorter course. 

Flings at your head conviction in the lump^ 

And gains remote conclusions at a’Jump ; 

Their^own defect, invisible to them, 

Seen in an^^ther, they at once condemn. 

And, though self-idolized in every case. 

Hate their own likeness in a brother's face. 

The cause is plain and not to be denied, 

The<)roud are always most provoked by pride ; 

Few competitions but engender spite. 

And those the most where neither has a right. 

The Point of l^nour has been deemed of use^ 

To teach good miners and to curb abuse; 

Admit it true, the consequence is clear, 

Our polished manners are a mask we wear. 

And fjt the bottom, barbarous still and rudc^ 

We are restrained indeed, but not subdued. 
'Wfc^^gtjureniedy, however sure, 
SpringsTrom*'thi'ik*iischief it intends to cure. 

And savage in its principle appears. 

Tried, as it should be^ by the fruit it bears. 

*Tis hard indeed, if nothing will defend 
Mankind from quarrels but their fatal end ; 

That now and tpen a Inero must decease. 

That the surviving worldnoaay live in peace. 
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Perhaps at last close scrutiny may show 
The practice dastardly, and mean, and low, 

That men engage in it compelled by force, 

And fear, not courage, is its proper source : iSo 

The fear of tyrant custom, and tne fear 

l^est fops should censure us, and fools should sneer. 

At Igast to trample on our Maker's laws, 

And Imzard Tife for any or no cause. 

To rush into a fixed eternal state 
Out of the very flames of rage and hate. 

Or send another shivering to the bar 
With all the ^ilt of such unigitural war. 

Whatever use may urge,* or honour plead. 

On reason’s verdict is a maclman's deed. 190 

Am 1 to set my lifp upon a throw. 

Because a bear is rude and surly? No. 

A moral, sensible, and well-bred man 
Will not aflront me, — and no other can. 

Were I empowered to reflate the lists. 

They should encounter with well-loaded fiste ; 

A Trojan combat would be something new. 

Let Dares beat Entellus black and blue ; 

Then each might show to his admiring friends 
Bi honourable bumps his rich amends, 200 

And carry in contusions of his skull 
A satisfactory receipt in full. 

A story in which native humour reigns 
Is often useful, always entertains ; 

A* graver fact enlisted on^our side 
May furnish illustration, well applied; 

But sedentary weavers of long tales 
Give me the fidgets, and my patience fails. 

’Tis the most asinine employ on earth. 

To hear them tell of parentage and birth, 2 to 

And echo conversations dull and dry. 

Embellished with — he said^ and so said /. 

At every interview their route the same. 

The repetition makes attention lame; 

We bustle up with unsuccessful speed, 

And in the saddest part cry — " E^oll indeed I 
The path of narrative with care pursue^ 

9 till making probability your due,* 

On all the vestiges of truth attend. 

And let thei»<guide you to a decent end. 

Of all ambitions man may entertain, 

%e worst that can invade a sickly brain 
Is that which angles hourly for surprise. 

And baits its hook with prodigies and lies. 

Credulous infancy or age as weak 
Are fittest auditors for such to seek, * 

Wlio to please others will themsdues disgrace. 

Yet pleg^ not, but affiront you to your face. 
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A great retailer of this curious ware. 

Having unloaded, and made many stare, 230 

** Can this be true ?*' an arch observer cries : 

^ ** Yes*’ (rather moved), " 1 saw it with these eyes.” 

** Sir! I believe it on that ground alone; 

I could not had. 1 seen it with my own. ” ' 

A tale should l>e judicious clear, succinct. 

The language plain, and incidents well linked. ' 

Tell as new what everybody knows. 

And, new or old, still hasten to a close ; 

There, centering in a focus round and neat, 

l^et W1 your rays of information».meet. , 240 

What neither yields us profit nor delight, 

Is like a nurse’s lullaby at night; 

Guy Earl of Warwick and fair Eleanore, « 

Or giant-killing Jack, would please me more. 

The pipe, with solemn interposing puff, 

Makes half a sentence at a time enough ; 

The dozing sages drop the drowsy strain. 

Then pause, and' pufl~and speak, and pause again. 

Such often, like the tube they so admire, 

Important trillers ! have more smoke than fire. 250 

rernicious weed ! whose scent the fair annoys, 

IJ nfriendly to society’s chief joys, 

’^riiy worst ellect is banishing for hours 
I'he sex whose presence civilizes ours. 

Thou art indeed the drug a gardener wants, 

To poison vermin that infest his plants ; 

Ihit are we so to wit and beauty bliud 
As to despise the glory of our kind. 

And show the softest minds and fairest forms 

As little mercy as he grubs and worms ? 260 

'J'hey dare not wait the riotous abuse 

Thy thirst-creating steams at length produce, 

Whep wine has given indecent language birth. 

And forced the flood-gates of licentious niirtii! 

For sea-born Venus her attachment shows 
Still to that element from which she rose, 

And with a quiet <which no fumes disturb. 

Sips meek infusions of a milder herb. 

The emphatic speaker dearly loves to oppose 
In contact inconvenient, iiose to nose; 270 

As if the gnomon on his neighbour’s phiz, 

T4^4{?hed^th the magnet, had attracted his. - 
His wnftpeixV^tfnAe, dilated and at large. 

Proves alter all a wind-gun’s airy charge. 

An extract of his diary — ^no more, 

A tasteless journal of the day before. 

He walked abroad, overtaken in the rain 

emailed on a friend, drank tea, stepped home again ; 

Resumed his purpose, haA a world of talk 

With one he stumbled on, and lost his walk. 2S0 
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1 interrupt him with a sudden bow. 

Adieu, dear Sir! lest you should lose it now.*' 

1 cannot talk with civet in the room, 

A fine puss>gentleman that’s all perfume ; 

The sight’s enough — no need to smell a beau — 
tVbo th rusts his nose into a raree show? 
llis 9dorifer^s attempts to please 
Perhaps might prosper with a swarm of bees ; 

Put we that make no honey, though we sting, 

Poets, are sometimes apt to maul the thing. 290 

’Tis wrong to bring into a mixed resort , 

What makes sick, and others h-la-mort^ 

An argument of cogencet we may say. 

Why suefk a one should keep himself away. 

A graver coxcomb we may sometimes see, 

Quite as absurd, though not so light as he : 

A shallop brain behind a serious mask. 

An oracle within an empty cask, 

1'he solemn fop ; significant and budge ; 

A fool with judges, .nnongst fools a judge; 300 

He says but littl^ and that little said 

Owes all its weight, like loaded dice, to lead. 

His wit invites you by his looks to come, 

IJiit when you knock it never is at home : 

’Tis like a parcel sent you by the stage. 

Some handsome present, as your hopes presage ; 

’Tis heavy, bulky, and bids fair to prove 
An absent friend’s* fidelity and love ; 

But when unpacked, you^disappointment ^oans 
To find it stuffed wiffi brickbats, earth, and stones. ' 310 
Some men employ their health, an ugly trick. 

In making known how oft they have been sick, 

And give us in recitals of disease 
A doctor’s trouble, but without the fees ; 

Relate how many weeks they kept their bed, 

How an emetic or cathartic sped ; 

Nothing is slightly touched, much less forgot, 

Nose, ears, and eyes seem present on the spot. 

Now the distemper, spite of draught or pill^ 

Victorious seemed, and now the doctor’s skill ; 320 

w^d now — alas for unforeseen mishaps ! 

*]%ey put on a damp nightcap and mapse ; 

They thought they' must have died, they were so bad ; 

Their peevisMiearers almost wisb they 

Some fretful tempers wince at every tou^HST"** 

'\n3u always do too little or too much : 

You speak with life, in ho|^ to entertain,-— 

Your elevated voice goes tiirongh the brain ; 

You fall at once into a lower key, — ^ 

That’s worse, the drone-pipe of an liunible-l^pe. 

The southhm sash admits too stroi% a light. 

You iis%and drop the curtain — now ’tis night ; 
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He shakes with coM ; — ^you stir the hre and strive 
To make a blaze — ^that’s roasting him alive. 

Serve him with venison, and he chooses fish ; 

With sole — that’s just the sort he would not wish : 

He takes what he at first profesaed to loathe. 

And in due time feeds heartily on both ; * 

Yet still, o’erclouded with a constant frown. 

He does not swallow, but he gulps it down. 340 

Your^ope to please him vain on everv plan. 

Himself should work that wonder, if he can — 

Alas ! his efforts double his distress, 

He Idces yours little, and his ovm still less. , 

Thus always teasing others, always tdascd. 

His only pleasure is — to be displeased. 

I piljr bashful men, who feel the pain 
Of fancied scorn and undeserved disdain. 

And bear the marks upon a blushing face 

Of needless shame, ana self-imposed disgrace. 3 S^ 

Our sensibilities are so acute. 

The fear of beinf silent makes us mute. 

We sometimes think we could a speech produce 
Much to the purpose, if our tonnes were loose ; 

But being tied, it dies upon the lip. 

Faint as a chicken’s note that has the pip : 

Our wasted oil unprofitably bums, 

Like hidden lamps in old sepulchral urns. 

Few Frenchmen of this evil have complained ; 

It seems as if we Britons were ordained, 360 

By way of wholesdme curb upon oiMr pride. 

To fear each other, fearing none beside. ' 

The cause perhaps inquiry may descry. 

Self-searching with an introverted eye. 

Concealed within an unsuspected part. 

The vainest corner of our own vain heart : 

For e^’er aiming at the World’s esteem, 

Our self-importance ruins its own scheme ; 

In other eyes our talents rarely shown. 

Become at len^h so splendid in our own, 370 

We dare not risk tAliem into public view, 
l^t they miscarry of what seems their due. 

True mc^esty is a discerning grace. 

And cply blushes in the p^per pbM ; 

But counterfeit is blind, and skulks through fear, 
Wlsac^/tisashame to be ashamed to apj^ear : • 
HumifityTlSydtWit of the first. 

The last by Vanity produced and nursed. 

The circle formed, we sit in silent state. 

Like figures drawn upon a dial-plate ; 380 

“ Yes, Ma’am,” and “ No, Ma*am,” uttered sofily, show 
Every five minutes hoWthe minutes go; 

Each individual, "suflering^a constraint 
Poetry may, but colours cannot paint. 



CONVRRSA TION^, 


*37 


As if in close committee bn the sky. 

Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dry ; 

And finds a changing clime a happy source 
Of wise reflection, and well-timed discourse. 

We next inquire, but softly and by stealth, 

• Ljke conservators of the public health, 390 

Of epidemic throats, if such there are, 

Anci coughs, and rheums, and phthisic, and catarrh. 

That theme exhausted, 'a wide chasm ensues, 

P'illcd up at last with interesting news. 

Who danced with whom, and who are like to wed, 

And who is hanged, and wl^o is brought to bed ; 

Rut fear to call a mor« important cause, 

As if ’twere treason against English laws. 

The visit paid, '^'ith ecstasy we come, 

As from a seven years* transportation, home, 400 

And there resume an unembarrassed brow, 

Kecov9i‘ing what we lost we know not how. 

The faculties that seemed reduced to nought. 

Expression and the privilege of thought. • * 

The reeking, n .11 Ing hero of the chase, 

I give him over as a desperate case. 

Physicians write in hopes to work a cure. 

Never, if honest ones, when death is sure ; 

* And though the fox he follows may be tamed, 

A mere fox-follower never is reclaimed. 410 

Some farrier should prescrilie his proper course. 

Whose only fit companion is his horse, 

*Or if, deserving of a better doom, • 

The noble beast jadge otherwise, his groom. 

Yet even the rogue that serves him, though he stand. 

To take his honour’s orders, cap in hand, 

Prefers his fellow-grooms, with much go^ sense ; 

Their skill a truth, his master’s a pretence. 

If neither horse nor groom affect the squire. 

Where can at last his jockeyship retire? 420 

Oh to the club, the scene of savage joys. 

The school of coarse good fellowship and noise ; 

There, in the sweet society of those ^ 

Whose friendship from his boyish years nc chose. 

Let him improve his talent if he can, 

* Till none but beasts acknowledge him a man. 

Man’s heart had been impenetrably sealed. 

Like theia^that cleave the flood or gnize the field, 

Had not his Maker’s all-bestowing , 1 — 

• Given him a soul, and bade him understand ; 430 

The reasoning power vouchsafed of course inferred 

The power to clothe that reason with bis word ; 

For ml is perfect that God works on earth. 

And He tfiat gives conc^tion aids the birth. 

If this* be plain, ’tis plainly understood, • 

Wh^ uses of his boon the Giver would. 
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I'he M in J, despatched upon her busy toil. 

Should range where Providence has blessed the soil 
Visiting every flower with labour meet, 

And gathering all her treasures sweet by sweet. 

She should imbue the ton^e with what she sips, 
And shed the balmy blessing on the lips. 

That good diflused may more abundant grow, 

And speech may praise the power that bids it flo^V. 
Will tl^ sweet warbler of the livelong night, 

That fibs the listening lover with delight, 

Forget his harmony, with rapture heard, 

To learn the twittering of a meayer bird? 

Or make the parrot's mimicry his choice. 

That odious libel on a human voice? 

No — Nature, unsophisticate by man, 

Starts not aside from her Creator's plan ; 

The melody that was at first designed 
To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind, 

Is note for note delivered in our ears. 

In the last scene of .her six thousand years. 

Yet Fashion, leader of a chattering train. 

Whom man for his own hurt permits to reign. 

Who shifts and changes all things but his shape, 
And would <legrade her votary to an ape, 

The fruitful parent of abuse and wrong. 

Holds a usurped dominion o’er his tongue; 

There sits and prompts him with his own disgrace, 
Prescribes the theme, the tone, and the grimace. 
And, when accomplished in her wayward school. 
Calls gentleman whom she has made a fool. 

’Tis an Uiialterable fixed decree, 

That none could frame or ratify but she. 

That Heaven and Hell, and righteousness and sin. 
Snares in his path, and foes that lurk within, 

God and His attributes (a field of day 
Where ^is an angel’s happiness to stray), 

Fruits of his love and wonders of his might. 

He never named in ears esteemed polite. 

That he who dares, y^hen she forbids, be graven 
.Shall stand proscribed a madman or a knave, 

A close designer not to be believed. 

Or, if excused that chaige, a; least deceived. 

Oh folly ^worthy of the nurse’s lap. 

Give i t the breast, or stop its mouth with pap 1 • 

Is it it seem 

A dream to any, except those that dream. 

That man should love his Maker, and that fire, 
Warming his heart, should at his lips transpire? 
Know then, and modestly let fall your eyes. 

And veil your daring crest that braves the skies, 
That air of insolence affront^ your God, 

You need his pardon, and provoke his rod : 
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Now, in a posture that becomes you more 

Than that heroic strut assumed before, 490 

Know, your arrears with every hour accrue 

For mercy shown, while wrath is justly due. 

The lime is short, and there are souls on earth. 

Though future pain may serve for present mirth, 

Acqyainted with the woes that fear or shame. 

By Fashion faugh t, forbade them once to name, 

And, having felt the pangs you deem a jest, 

Have proved them truths too big to be expressed. 

Go seek on Revelation’s hallowed ground, 

Sure to succ^, the remedy ^hey found ; • • 500 

Touched by tnat power^that you have dared to mock, 

That makes seas stable, and dissolves the rock. 

Your heart shall ^ield a life- renewing stream. 

That fools, as you have done, shall call a dream. 

It haj^ened on a solemn eventide. 

Soon after He that was our surety died. 

Two bosom friends, each pensively inclined. 

The scene of all those sorrows left behind, • 

Sought their own dlage, busied as they went 

In musings worthy of the great event: 510 

They spake of him they loved, of him whose life. 

Though blameless, had incurred perpetual strife, 
w hose deeds had left, in spile of hostile arts, 

A deep memorial graven on their hearts. 

The recollection, like a vein of ore, 

The farther traced, enriched them still the more ; 

They thought him, and 4 hey justly thought hi?n, one 
Sent to do more tlifcn he appeared to have done. 

To exalt a people, and to place them high 

Above all else, and w'ondered he should die. 520 

Ere yet they brought their journey to an end, 

A stranger joined them, courteous as a friend. 

And asked them with a kind engaging air 
What their affliction was, and begged a share. 

Informed, he gathered up the broken thread. 

And, truth and wisdom gracing all he said. 

Explained, illustrated, and searched so w^ll 
The tender theme, on which they chose to dwell, 

,That reaching home, “ The night,” they s^iid, “is near. 

We must not now be parted, sojourn here.” 530 

The new acquaintance soon became a guest, 

And, maddiBo welcome at their simple feast. 

He blessed the bread, but vanished at 
.•And left them both exclaiming, “ *Twas the Lord I 
Did not our hearts feel all he deigned to say, 

Did they not bum within us by the way ? ” 

Now theirs was converse such as it behoves 
Man to maintain, and such as Godwpproves: 

Their views indeed were indistii^t and dtfli, 

But net successful, beinii aimed at him. 
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Christ and his character their only scope. 

Their object, and their subject, and their hope. 

They felt what it became them much to feci. 

And wanting him to loose the sacred seal, 

L Found him as prompt, as their desire was true. 

To spread the newborn glories in their view. 

Well — what are ages and the lapse of time 
Matched against truths as lasting as sublime ? 

Can length of years on God himself exact ? 

Or ma\e that fiction, which was once a fact ? 550 

No — marble and recording brass decay. 

And ^ijee the graver's memory pass away ; 

The works of man inherit, as is just, * 

I'lieir author’s frailty, and return to dust : 

But truth divine for ever stands secure, 

Its head as guarded as its base is sure ; 

Fixed in the rolling flood of endless years 
The pillar of the eternal plan appears. 

The raving storm and dashing wave defies. 

Built by that>ArchUect who built the skic^ 560 

Hearts may be found, that harbour at this hour 
That love of Christ in all its quickening power, 

And lips unstained by folly or by strife. 

Whose wisdom, drawn from the deep well of life, 

Tastes of its he^thful origin, and flows 
' A Jordan for the ablution of our woes. 

O days of heaven, and nights of equal praise. 

Serene and peaceful as those heavenly days. 

When souls drawn upwards, in comnumion sweet. 

Enjoy the stillness of some close retreat, 1 570 

Discourse, as if released and safe at home. 

Of dangers past, and wonders yet to come. 

And spread the sacred treasures of the breast 
U pon the lap of covenanted rest, 

“ What, always dreaming over heavenly things. 

Like angebheads in stone with pigeon-wings ? 

Canting and whining out all day the word. 

And half the night ? fanatic and absurd ! 

Mine be the friend less frequent in his prayers. 

Who makes no bustlh with his soul’s affairs, 580 

Whose wit can brighten up a wintry day, 

And chase the splenetic dullAours away; 

Content 4 ia earth in earthly things to shine. 

Who waits for heaven ere he becomes divine, « 
Lcaves^lMiits tg^^lgy those altitudes they teach. 

And plucks the fruit placed more within his reach/ 

Wdl spoken, advocate of sin and shame^ 

Known by thy bleating. Ignorance thy name. 

Is sparkling wit the world^ exclusive right ? 

The fixed fee-simple of thavain and light? 

Can hopes of heaven, bright prospects of an hour 
That comes to M'aft us out of sorrow’s power. 
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Obscure or quench a faculty^ that finds 
Its happiest soil in the serenest minds ? 

Religion curbs indeed its wanton play, 

And brings the trifler under rigorous sway, 

But gives it usefulness unknown before, 

,Aiid purifying, makes it shine the more. 

A*Christian’8 wit is inoffensive light, 

A beam th^ aids but never grieves the sight ; 600 

Vigorous in age as in the flush of youth, 

'Tis always active on the side of truth ; 

Temperance and peace insure its healthful state. 

And make it brigntest at its latest date. ^ 

Oh I have smn (nor h<^e perhaps in vain, 

Kre life go down, to see such sights again) 

A veteihn warrior in the Christian held, 

Who never saw the sword he could not wield ; 

Grave without dulness, learned without pride, 

Exact, Ket not precise, though meek, keen -eyed ; 610 

A man that would have foilM at their own play 
A dozen would-be’s of the modem day ; ^ 

Who, when occasion justified its use, • 

Had wit as bright as ready to produce. 

Could fetch from records of an earlier age^ 

Or from philosophy’s enlightened page, 

•His rich materials, and re^le your ear 
With strains it was a privilege to hear ! 

Yet above all his luxury supreme. 

And his chief gloi^, was the gospel theme ; 620 

^here he was copious as old Greece or Rome, 

His happy eloquence s^med there at hoAie, 

Ambitious not to sTiine or to excel, 

But to treat justly what he loved so well. 

It moves me more perhaps than folly ought. 

When some green heads, as void of wit as thought. 

Suppose themselves monopolists of sense. 

And wiser men’s ability pretence. 

Though time will wear us, and we must grow old, 

Such men are not forgot as soon as cold, 630 

Their fragrant memory will outlhst their tomb, 

Embalmed for ever in its own perfume. 

And to say truth, though in its early prime, 

• And when unstained with any gijpsser crime. 

Youth has a sprightliness and nre to boast. 

That in th^alley of decline are lost. 

And Virtue with peculiar charms appears, 

^Crowned with the garland of life’s Dloom^g^y&rs ; 

• Yet Age, by long experience well informed. 

Well read, well tempered, with religion warmed, 640 

That fire abated, which impels rash youth. 

Proud of his speed, to overshoot thf truth. 

As time improves the grape’s authentic jujpe, 

Mellows and makes the speech Aore fit for use, 
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And claims a reverence in its shortening day, 

That ’tis an honour and a joy to pay. 

The fruits of age, less fair, are yet more sound 
Than those a brighter season pours around ; 

And, like the stores autumnal suns mature. 

Through wintry rigours unimpaired endure. 

What is fanatic frenzy, scorned so much, , 

And dreaded more than a contagious touch? 

I grant it dangerous, and approve your fear, 
Tha'^fire is catching if you draw too near ; 
lUit sage observers oft mistake the flame. 

And give true piety that odious name. 

To\remble (as the creature of gm hour , 

Ought at the view of an Almighty ffower) 
llcfore His presence, at whose awful throne 
Ail treiTilile in all worlds, except our own ; 

To supplicate his mercy, love his ways, 

And prize them above pleasure, wealth, or praise, 
Though common sense, allowed a casting voice. 

And &ee from bias, must approve the choice, 
Convicts a man fanatic in the extreme. 

And wild as madness in the world*s esteem. 

But that disease, when soberly defined, 

Is the false fire of an o’erheated mind ; 

It views the truth with a distorted eye. 

And either warps or lays it useless by ; 

*Tis narrow, selfish, aiTogant, and draws 
Its sordid nourishment from man’s applause ; 

And while at heart sin unrelinquished lies. 

Presumes itself chief favourite of skies. 

’Tis such a light as putrefaction breeds 
In fly-blown flesh, whereon the maggot feeds. 

Shines in the dark, but, ushered into day. 

The stench remains, the lustre dies away. 

True bliss, if man may reach it, is composed 
Of Imparts in union mutually disclosed ; 

And, farewell else all hope of pure delight. 

Those hearts should be reclaimed, renewed, upright 
Ba<l men, profaning friendship’s hallowed name. 
Form, in its stead, a covenant of shame, 

A dark confederacy against the laws 
Of virtue, and religion’s glorious cause : 

They^uild each other u];rwith dreadful skill, 

As bastions set point blank against God’s will ; 

fortify the dread redoubt, • 

Deepl^rescS^wniuk? shut a Saviour out : 

Call legions up from hell to back the deed ; • 

And, curst with conquest, finally succeed. 

But souls that carry on a blest exchange 
Of joys they meet with in their heavenly range. 

And with a fearless coflfidence make known 
The sorrows syihpathy est^ms its own. 
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Daily derive increasing liffht an<^ force 
From such communion in^ their pleasant course, 

Feel less the journey’s roughness and its lengtli, 

Meet their opposers with united strength, 700 

And, one in heart, in interest, and design. 

Gird up each other to the race divine. 

* 41 ut Conversation, choose what theme we may, 

An(l chiefly^when. religion leads the way. 

Should flow, like waters after summer showers, 

Not as if raised by mere mechanic powers. 

The Christian in whose soul, though now distressed, 
l^ives the dear thought of joys he once possessed, ’ 

When all hi%glowing langu^e issued fortlT 

With God’s deep stam^ upon its current w'orth, 710 

Will sp^ak without disguise, and must impart, 

Sad as it is, his u^dissembling heart, 

Abhors constraint, and dares not feign a zeal. 

Or scer^ to boast a fire he does not feel. 

The song of Sion is a tasteless thing, 

U nless^ when rising on a joyful wing, 

The soul can mix with the celestial bands,* * 

And give the strain the compass it demands. 

Strange tidings these to tell a world, who treat 
All but their own experience as deceit ! 720 

•Will they believe, though credulous enough 
To swallow much upon much weaker proof, 

That there are blest inhabitants of earth, 

Partakers of a new ethereal birth, 

Their hopes, desires, and puiposes estranged 
Vrom things terrestrial, %nd divinely chaAged, 

Their very languagft of a kind that speaks 
The soul’s sure interest in the good she seeks, 

Who deal with Scripture, its importance felt, 

As Tully with philosophy once dealt, 730 

And in the silent watches of the night. 

And through the scenes of toil-renewing light. 

The social walk, or solitary ride, 

Keep still the dear companion at their side ? 

No — shame upon a self-disgracing age, 

God’s work may serve an ape upon a stage 
With such a jest as filled with hellish glee 
^Certain invisibles as shrewd as he ; 

But veneration or respect finds nSne, 

Save from the subjects of that work alone. 740 

The world^rown old her deep discernment shows, 

Claps spectacles on her sagacious nose, ' 

•^Peruses closely the true Christian’s 
And finds it a mere mask of sly grimace ; 

Usurps God’s office, lays his bosom bare, 

And finds hypocrisy close^lurkiog there ; 

And, serving God herself through iflere constraint, 

Concludes ms unfeigned love oHiim a feixft. 
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And yet, God knows, look kunian nature through, 

(And in due time the world shall Know it too) 750 

That since the flowers of Eden felt the blast. 

That after man's defection laid all w*aste. 

Sincerity towards the heart-searching God 
lias made the new-born creature her abode. 

Nor shall be found in unregenerate souls, 

Till the last Are bum all between the poles. 

Sincerity ! Why 'tia his only pride ; 

Weaki and imperfect in all grace beside, 
lie knows that God demands his heart entire. 

And gives him all his just demands require. 760 

Without it, his pretensions were^ as vain. 

As, having it, he deems the world's disdain ; 

'I'hat great defect would cost him not alone 
Man’s favourable judgment, but his own; 
liis birthright shaken, and no longer clear. 

Than while his conduct proves his heart sincere. 

Retort the charge, and let the world be told 

She boasts a confidence she does not hold ; « 

'I'hat, conscious off her crimes, she feels instead 
A cold misgiving, and a killing dread : 770 

That while in health the ground of her support 
Is madly to forget that life is short ; 

That sick she trembles, knowing she must die. 

Her hope presumption, and her faith a lie ; 

* That while she dotes, and dreams that she believes, 

She mocks her Maker, and herself deceives, 

Her utmost reach, historical assent, 

I'he docrines warpeU to what they niver meant ; 

I'hat truth itself is in her head as dull 

And useless as a candle in a skull, 780 

And all her love of God a groundless claim, 

A trick upon the canvas, painted flame. 

Tell her again, the sneer upon her face. 

And alj[ her censures of the work of grace. 

Are in^ncere, meant only to conceal 
A dread she would not, yet is forced to feel ; 

I'hat in her heart the Christian she reveres. 

And while she seems to scorn him, only fears. 

A poet does not work hy square or line. 

As smiths and joiners perim a design ; 790 

At leas^-we modems, our attention less, 

Ileyond the example of our sires digress, 

AncL^aim a right to scamper and run wide. 

Wherever chafR|i^R,«iprice, or &ncy guide. 

The world and I fortuitously met ; 

1 owed a trifle and have paid the debt ; 

She did me wrong, I recompensed the deed. 

And, having struck the balance, now proceed. 

Perhaps however ^ som^ years have passed 
Since she and 1 conversed together last. 
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And I have lived recluse in ruraUshades, 

Which seldom a distinct report pervades ; 

Great changes and new manners have occurred, 

And blest reforms, that I have never heard, 

And she may now be as discreet and wise. 

As once absurd in all discerning eyes. 

Sobriety perhaps may now be round, 

Wh<sre once^ntoxication pressed the ground ; 

The subtle and injurious may be just. 

And he grown chaste that was the slave of lust ; ^ Sio 

Arts once esteemed may be with shame dismissed, 

Charity may relax the miser’s hst. 

The gameste%may have cast his cards awayt 
Forgot to curse, and onty kneel to pray. 

It has iialecd been told me (with what weight. 

How credibly, ’tia hard for me to state) 

That fables old, that seemed for ever mute, 

Revived,i^re hastening into fresh repute. 

And gods and goddesses discarded long 

Like useless lumber, or a stroller’s song, S20 

Are bringing into vogue their heathen trainp 
And Jupiter bids fa r lo rule again ; 

That certain feasts are instituted now. 

Where Venus hears the lover’s tender vow ; 
jThat all Olympus through the country roves, 

To consecrate our few remaining groves, 

And echo learns politely to repeat 
The praise of names for ages obsolete ; 

That having proved the weakness, it should seem, 

Of Revelation’s ineffectM beam, * 

To bring the passicffis under sober sway. 

And give the moral springs their proper play, 

They mean to try what may at last be done 
By stout substantial gods of wood and stone, 

And whether Roman rites ms^ not produce 
The virtues of old Rome for £nglisn use. 

May much success attend the pious plan. 

May Mercury once more embellish man, 

Grace him again with long forgotten -arts. 

Reclaim his taste, and brighten up his S40 

Make him athletic as in days of old, 

J^amed at the bar, in the palaestra bold, 

JDivest the rougher sex of female %ir^ 

And teach the softer not to copy theirs : 

The chang^hall please, nor shall it matter aught 
Who works the wonder, if it be but wrorV ^.7 
/Tis lime, however, if the case stand thus, 

For us plain folks, and all who side with us. 

To build OUT altar, confid^t and bold. 

And say as stem Elijah said of ol^ 

“ The strife now stands upon a fair Award, 

If Israel’s Lord be God, then seve the Lofd : 
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If He be silent, faith is all^ whim ; 

Then Baal is the God, and worship him." 

Digression is so much in modern use. 

Thought is so rare, and fancy so profuse, 

Some never seem so wide of their intent, 

As when returning to the theme they meant ; 

As mendicants, whose business is to roam. 

Make every parish but their own their home. 860 

Though such continual zigzags in a book, 

Such^drunken reelings, have an awkward look, 

And'l had rather creep to what is true 
Than rove and stagger with no mark in view ; 

Yet^ito consult a HttTe seemed iu> crime. 

The freakish humour of the present cime : 

But now, to gather up what seems dispersed. 

And touch the subject 1 designed at hrst. 

May prove, though much beside the rules of art. 

Best for the public, and my wisest part. 870 

And hrst, let no man charge me, that I mean 
To clothe in sables every social scene. 

And give good cimpany a face severe. 

As if they met around a father’s bier ; 

For tell some men that pleasure all their bent. 

And laughter all their work, is life misspent, 

Their wisdom liurbLs into this sage reply, 

•* Then mirth is sin, and we should always cry.” 

To find the metlium asks some share of wit. 

And therefore *tis a mark fools never hit. 880 

But though life’s valley be a vale of tears, 

A brighter scene b^^yond that vale appears, 

Whose glory, with a light that never fadt.s, 

ShootS'between scattered rocks and opening shades, 

And, while it shows the land the soul desires, 

I'he language of the land she seeks inspires. 

Thus touched, the tongue receives a sacred cure 
Of all that was absurd, profane, impure ; 

Held within modest bounds, the tide of speech 

Pursues the course that truth and nature teach, 890 

No longer labours merely to produce 

The pomp of soui;d, or tinkle without use : 

Where’er it winds, the salutary stream. 

Sprightly and fresh, enriches every theme, 

While all the happy man possess^ before. 

The gfit of nature, or the classic store. 

Is made subservient to the grand design 
Forwhich formed the faculty divine. 

So should an idiot, while at large he strays, 

Find the sweet lyre on which an artist plays, 900 

With rash and awkward force the chords he shakes, 

And grins with wonder at the jar he makes ; 

But let the wise and weU-instructed hand 
Once take the shell beneath hs just command. 
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In gentle sounds it seems as it complained 
Of the rude injuries it late sustained. 

Till tuned at length to some immortal song. 

It sounds Jehovah's name, and pours his praise along. 
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Hackneyed ih business Mrearied at that oar 
Which thousands, once last chained to, quit no more, 

But which, when life at ebb runs weak and low, 

All wish, or seem eo wish, they could forego ; 

The statesman, lawyer, merchant, man of trade, 

Pants forighe refuge of some rural shades 
Where, all his long anxieties forgot 
Amid the charms of a sequestered spot. 

Or recollected only to gild o'er 

And add a smile to what was sweet before, lo 

lie may possess the joys he thinks he sees, 

Lay his old age upon the lap of Ease, 

Improve the remnant of his wasted span. 

And, having lived a trifler, die a man. 

Thus Conscience pleads her cause within the breast. 

Though long rebelled against, not yet suppressed, 

Ajid calls a creature formed for Gc>d alone,^ 

For heaven’s high purposfs, and not his own, 

Calls him away from* selfish ends and aims. 

From what debilitates and what inflames, 20 

From cities humming with a restless crowd, 

Sordid as active, ignorant as loud, 

Whose highest praise is that they live in vain, 

The dupes of pleasure, or the slaves of gain, 

Where works of man are clustered close around, 

And works of God are hardW to be found, 

To regions where^ in spite of sin and'woe^ 

Traces of Eden are still seen below, • 

Where mountain, river, forest, field and groves 
Remind him of his Maker's power^nd love. 30 

'Tis well if, looked for at so late a day. 

In the last sqene of such a senseless play, 

True wisdoniVill attend his feeble call. 

And grace his action ere the curtain fall. 

^uls that have long despised their heavenly birth. 

Their wishes all impregnated with Earth, 

For threescore years emplc^ed with ceaseless care 
In catching smoke and feeding upon ^ir. 

Conversant only with the ways of men, 

Rarelv redeem the short remainin^ten. 

L a 
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Inveterate habits choke the 'unfruit;^ful heart, 

I'heir fibres penetrate its tenderest part, 

And, draining its nutritious powers to feed 
Their noxious growth, starve every better seed. 

• Happy, if fuJl of days — but happier far. 

If, ere we yet discern life’s evening star, , 

Sick of the service of a world that feeds 

Its patient drudges with dry chaff and weeds. 

We can escape from Custom’s idiot sway, 

To sV.vc the Sovereign we were bom to obey. 30 

llien sweet to muse upon his skill displayed 
(Infinite skill) in all that He has made I 
To trace in Nature’s most minme desjgn • 

The signature and stamp of power divine. 

Contrivance intricate, expressed with ease. 

Where unassisted sight no beauty sees. 

The shapely limb and lubricated joint. 

Within the small dimensions of a point. 

Muscle and nerve miraculously spun. 

Ills mighty^ work who speaks and it is done, 60 

The Invisible in things scarce seen revealed. 

To whom an atom is an ample field ; 

To wonder at a thousand insect forms, 

'fhese hatched, and those resuscitated worms. 

New life ordained and brighter scenes to share, 
f Once prone on earth, now buoyant upon air, 

Whose shape would make them, had they bulk and si/o. 

More hideous foes than fancy can devise ; 

With helmet heads^ and dragon scales adorned. 

The mighty myriads, now securely sSorned, 70 

Would /nock the majesty of man’s high lurth, 

Ilespise his bulwarks, and unpeople earth : 

Then with a glance of fancy to survey. 

Far as the faculty can stretch away. 

Ten thousand rivers poured at his command 
From ^rns, that never fail, through every land ; 

These like a deluge with impetuous force. 

Those winding modestly a silent course ; 

The cloud-surmounting Alps, the fruitful vales ; 

Seas, on which every nation spreads her sails ; So 

The sun, a world whence other worlds drink light. 

The crescent moon, the dia/Icm of night ; 

Stars c<^ntl^, each in his appointed place. 

Fast anchored in the deep abyss of space — 

At sw^ a sighyo catch the poet’s flame. 

And with a rapture like his own exclaim, 

*• These are thy glorious works, thou Source of good. 

How dimly seen, how faintly understood 1 
Thine, and upheld by thy paternal care. 

This universal frame, thi;^ wondrous fair ; 90 

Thy power divine, 'and bounty beyond thought. 

Adored and praised in all that tliou hast wrought. 
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Absorbed in that immensitv I sei^ 

T shrink abased, and yet aspire to thee ; 

Instruct me, guide me to that heavenly day 
I'hy words, more clearly than thy works, display, 

That, while thy truths my grosser thoughts rehne, 

2 may resemble thee, and call thee mine.*' 

6 blest proficiency I su^assing all 
That men ewoneously their glory call, 100 

The recompense that arts or arms can ^eld. 

The bar, the senate, or the tented held. 

Compared with thus sublimest life below. 

Ye kings and rulers, what have courts to sly>w? 

Thus studiedf used andjconsdCrated thus. 

On earth what is, seems formed indeed fbr us : 

Not as ^e plaything of a froward child. 

Fretful unless divtrted and beguiled. 

Much less to feed and fan the fatal hres 

Of pridc% ambition, or impure desires, no 

But as a scale, by which the soul ascends 

From mighty means to more important ends. 

Securely, though bv .steps but rarely trod, ^ 

Mounts from inferior beings up to God, 

And sees, by no fallacious light or dim. 

Earth made for roan, and man himself for Him. 

• Not that 1 mean to approve, or would enforce, 

A superstitious and monastic course : 

Truth is not local, God alike pervades 

And fills the world of traffic and the shades, J20 

And may be feared ami^ the busiest scen^. 

Or scorned where lousiness never intervene. 

But ’tis not easy with a mind like ours. 

Conscious of weakness in its noblest powers, 

And in a world where, other ills apart. 

The roving eye misleads the careless heart, 

To limit Thought, by nature prone to stray 
Wherever freakish F'ancy points the way ; 

To bid the pleadings of Self-love be still, 

Resign our own, and seek our Maker’s will ; 130 

To spread the page of Scripture, and compare 
Our conduct with the laws engraven there*; 

To measure all that passes in the breast, 

•Faithfully,*’ fairly, by that sacred kpst ; 

To dive into the secret deeps within. 

To spare ni^ passion and no favourite sin. 

And search tne themes, important above all, 
jOurselves, and our recovery from our fall/ 

* But leisure, siletice, and a mind released • 

From anxious thoughts how wealth may be increased, 140 
How to secure, in some propitious hour. 

The point of interest or the p^t of j>ower, 

A soul serene, and equally retired • 

From objects too much dreaded desired. 
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Safe from the clamours of pSrverse dispute, 

At least are friendly to the ^reat pursuit. 

Opening the map of God^ extensive plan, 

We find a little isle, this life of man ; 

Eternity’s unknown expanse appears 

Circling around and limiting his years. 1 5c 

The busy race examine and explore 

Each creek and cavern of the dangerous shore, 

Witl;jKire collect what in their eyes excels, 

Som^hining pebbles, and some weeds and shells ; 

Thus laden, dream that they are rich and great. 

And. happiest he that groans beneath his weight : 

I'he waves o’ertake them in thefr serious play. 

And every hour sweeps multitudes away ; 

They shriek and sink, survivors start and weep, 

Pursue their sport, and follow to the deep. 160 

A few forsake the throng ; with lifted eyes 
Ask wealth of Heaven, and gain a real prize, 

Truth, wisdom, grace, and peace like that above. 

Sealed with His signet whom they serve and luve ; 

Scorned by the rest, with patient hope they wait 
A kind release from their imperfect state. 

And unregretted arc soon snatched away 
From scenes of sorrow into glorious day. ^ 

Nor these alone prefer a life recluse, 

‘Who seek retirement for its proper use ; 170 

The love of change that lives in every breast, 

Genius, and temper, and desire of rest. 

Discordant motives. in one centre meet. 

And each inclines its votary to retreat. 

Some minds by nature are averse to noise. 

And hate the tumult half the world enjoys. 

The lure of avarice, or the pompous prize, 

That courts display before ambitious eyes ; 

The fruits that hang on pleasure’s flowery stem, 

Whatd'er enchants them, are no snares to them. iSo 

To tliem the deep recess of dusky groves. 

Or forest where the deer securely roves. 

The fall of waters and the song of birds. 

And hills that echd to the distant herds. 

Are luxuries excelling all the glare 

The world can boast, and l^er chief fovonrites share. 

With ellger step, and carelessly arrayed, 

P'or such a cause the poet seeSHs the shade : 

Froiff'all he seesJ?P catches new delight. 

Pieced fancy claps her pinions at the sight ; tgq 

The rising or the setting orb of day. 

The clouds that flit, or slowly float away. 

Nature in all the various shapes wears. 

Frowning in storms, or breathing gentle airs. 

The snowy robe her wintry state assumes. 

Her summer heats, her fruits, and her perfumes. 
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All, all alike, transport th^ glowthg bard, 

Success in rhyme his glory and reward. 

O Nature ! whose Elysian scenes disclose 

His bright perfections, at whose word thev rose, 200 

Next to that Power, who formed thee and sustains, 

Be^hou the great inspirer of my strains, 

Still, as 1 touch the lyre, do thou expand 
Thy ^enuine^harms, and guide an artless hand. 

That I mav catch a fire but rarely known, 

Give useful light, though I should miss renown. 

And, poring on thy pa^, whose every line 
Bears proof of an intelligence divine, • 

May feel a hAit enriched byVhat it pays. 

That bu^ds its glory on its Maker’s praise. 2 to 

Woe to the man whose wit disclaims its use, 

Glittering in vain,* or only to seduce. 

Who studies nature with a wanton eye, 

AdmireSHhe work, but slips the lesson by 
* His hours of leisure and recess employs 
In drawing pictures of forbidden joys. 

Retires to blazon hi^ own worthless name, 

Or shoot the careless with a surer aim. 

The lover too shuns business and alarms, 

Tender idolater of absent charms. 220 

faints offer nothing in their warmest prayers 
That he devotes not with a zeal like tneirs ; 

’Tis consecration of his heart, soul, time. 

And every thought that wanders is a crime. 

In sighs he worships hisy^premely fair, 

And weeps a sad libation in despair, 

Adores a creature, and, devout in vain, 

Wins in return an answer of disdain. 

As woodbine weds the plants within her reach. 

Rough elm, or smooth-grained ash, or glossy l^ech, 230 
In spiral rings ascends uie trunk, and lays 
Her golden tassels on the leafy sprays. 

But does a mischief while she lends a grace, 

Straitening its growth by such a strict embrace ; 

So Love, that clings around the noblest minds, 

Forbids the advancement of the soul he btnds ; 

The suitor's air indeed he soon Improves^ 

*And forms it to the taste of her hfe loves. 

Teaches his eyes alan^age, and no less 

Refines his*speech, and fissions his address ; 240 

But farewdl promises of happier fruits, 

•Manly designs, and learnings jg^ave pursuits ; 

' Girt with a chain he cannot wuh to oreak, 

His only bliss is sorrow for her sake ; 

Who will may pant for ^lory and exc^. 

Her smile his aim, all higher aims ^Jnnvell I 
Thyrsis, Alexis, or whatever name • 

May least offend against so pare\ dame, 
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'Hiougli sage advice of friends the most sincere 

Sound harshly in so delicate an eai, 250 

And lovers, of all creatures, tame or wild. 

Can least brook management, however mild, 

Yet let a poet (poetry disarms 

The fiercest animals with ma|^lc charms) 

Risk an intrusion on thy pensive mood, 

And woo and win thee to thy proper good. 

Pastoral images and still retreats, 

Umbiageous walks and solitary seats, 

Sweet Wrds in concert with harmonious streams 

Sof^ airs, nocturnal vigils ^nd day dreams 2G0 

Are £ill enchantments in a case Vke thine, 

Conspire against thy peace with one design. 

Soothe thee to make thee but a surer prey, 

And feed the fire that wastes thy powers av ay. 

Up — God has formed thee with a wiser view. 

Not to led in chains, but to subdue ; 

Calls thee to cope with enemies, and first 

Points out conflict with thyself, the worst 

Woman indeed, d^gift he would bestow 

When he designed a paradise below, 270 

The richest earthlv boon his hands afford. 

Deserves to be beloved, but not adored. 

Post away swiftly to more active scenes. 

Collect the scattered truths that study gleans. 

Mix with the world, but with its wiser part, 

No longer ^ive an image all thine heart ; 

Its empire is not hers, nor is it thine, 

*Tis God*s just claim, prerogative divme. 

Virtuous and faithful Heberden, whose skill 
Attempl!s no task it cannot well fulfil, 280 

Gives melancholy up to nature’s care. 

And sends the patient into purer air. 

Look where he comes — in this embowered alcove. 

Stand (lose concealed, and see a statue move : 

Lips busy, and eyes fixed, foot falling slow, 

Arms hanging idly down, hands clasped below. 

Interpret to the marking eye distress, 

Such as its symptoms can alone express. 

That tongue is silent now ; that silent tongue 
Could argue once, could jest or join the song, 290 

Could g;ve advice, could censure or commend. 

Or charm the sorrows of a drooping friend. 

Rena^oed alike its office and its sport, 

Its brisker and its graver strains fall short ; 

Both ffiil beneath a fever’s secret sway. 

And like a summer brook are past away. 

This is a sight for Pity to peruse. 

Till she resemble faintly what she views. 

Till SymiAthy contract aldndred pain. 

Pierced with the woes that slie laments in vain. 
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This, of all maladies that man infest. 

Claims most compassion, ^nd receives the least : 

Job felt it, when he groaned beneath the rod 
And the barbed arrows of a frowning God ; 

And such emollients as his friends could spare^ 

J^riends such as* his for modern Jobs prepare. 

Blest, rather curst, with hearts that never feel. 

Kept snug in caskets of close hammered steel. 

With mouths made only to grin wide and eat. 

And minds that deem derided pain a treat ; 310 

With limbs of British oak, and nerves of wire. 

And wit, that puppet-prompters might inspire. 

Their sovere^ nostrum is 9 clumsy joke 
On pai^ enforced with God's severest stroke. 

But wim a soul, that ever felt the sting 
Of sorrow, sorreav is a sacred thing : 

Not to molest, or irritate, or raise 
A laugh^at its expense, is slender praise ; 

He, that has not usurped the name of man. 

Dues all, and deems too little all, he can 320 

To assuage the thn bbings of the festered flart, 

And stanch the bleedings of a broken heart. 

’Tis not, as heads that never ache suppose, 

Forgery of fancy, and a dream of woes ; 

•Man is a harp whose chords elude the sight. 

Each yielding harmony, disposed aright ; 

The screws reversed (a task which if He please 
God in a moment executes with ease) 

•Ten thousand thousand strings at once go loose, 

Lost, till He tune Jhem, all their ptiwer and use. 330 

Then neither heathy wilds, nor scenes as fair 
As ever recompensed the peasant's care. 

Nor soft declivities with tufted hill^ 

Nor view of waters turning busy mills. 

Parks in which Art preceptress Nature weds. 

Nor gardens interspersed with floweiy beds. 

Nor gales, that catch the scent of blooming groves. 

And waft it to the mourner as he roves, 

Can call up life into his faded eye 

That passes all he sees unheeded by : • 340 

No wounds like those a wounded spirit feels ; 

• No cure tor such, till God, who piakes them, heals. 

And thou, sad sufferer under nameless ill. 

That yieldsjiot to the touch of human skill. 

Improve the kind occasion, understand 
^A Father’s frown, and kiss his chastenii^ hand. 

' To thee the day-spring, and the blaze of noon. 

The purple evening and resplendent moon. 

The stars, that, sprinkled o'er the vault of night. 

Seem drops descending in a shower of light, 350 

Shine noi, or undesirM and hated snine, , 

Seen through the medium of a flood like thine : 
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Yet seek Him, in his favour ‘life is found ; 

All bliss beside, a shadow or a sound : 

Then Heaven, eclipsed so long, and this dull Earth, 

Shall seem to start into a second birth ; 

Nature, assuming a more lovely face. 

Borrowing a beauty from the works of grace, 

Shall be despised and overlooked no more. 

Shall fill thee with delights unfelt before, 360 

Impa^ to things inanimate a voice, 

And bid her mountains and her hills rejoice ; 

The sound shall run along the winding vales, 

Anckthou enjoy ar. Eden ere it fails. 

“ Ye groves,” the statesman af his desk exclaims. 

Sick of a thousand disappointed aims, 

” My patrimonial treasure and my pride. 

Beneath your shades your grey possessor hide. 

Receive nje languishing for that repose 

The servant of the public never knows. 370 

Ye saw me once (an those regretted days. 

When boyish iniiQfence was all my praise !) 

Hour after hour delightfully allot 
To studies then familiar, since forgot. 

And cultivate a taste for ancient song. 

Catching its ardour as J mused along ; 

Nor seldom, os propitious heaven might send, 

AYhat once 1 valued and could boast, a friend, 

Were witnesses how cordially I pressed 

His undissembling virtue to my oreast ; 380 

Receive me now, not uncomipt as th^n, 

Nor guiltless of corrupting other men. 

But verged in arts, that, while they seem to stay 
A fallen empire, hasten its decay. 

To the fair haven of my native home. 

The wreck of what I was, fatigued I come ; 

For once I can approve the patriot’s voice, 

And nihke the course he recommends my choice : 

We meet at last in one sincere desire, 

His wish and mine both prompt me to retire.” 390 

’Tis done — he steps into the welcome chaise. 

Lolls at his ease befiind four handsome bays, 

That whirl away from business and debate 
The dis^cumbered Atlas of the state. 

Ask nol the boy, who, when the breeze of mom 
First shakes the glittering drops from every thorn, 

Unfofds his flock, then under bank or bush 
Sits linking cherry-stones, or platting rush. 

How fair is freedom? — ^he was always free : 

To carve his rustic name upon a tree^ 

To snare the mole, or with ill-fiidiioned hook 
To draw the incautious minnow from the brook. 

Are life’s prime pUasures injiis simple view, 

His flock the chief concern ne ever knew ; 
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She shines but little in his^ heedless eyes, 

The good we never miss we rarely prize : 

But ask the noble drudge in state aiTairs, 

Escaped from office and its constant cares. 

What charms he sees in freedom’s smile expressed, 

fn, freedom lost so long, now repossessed ; 410 

The tongue, whose strains were cogent as commands. 

Reared at tiome, and felt in foreign lands. 

Shall own itself a stammerer in that cause. 

Or plead its silence as its best applause. 

lie knows indeed that, whether dressed or rude, 

Wild withoi^ art, or artfully subdued, * 

Nature in ev&y form iaspird^ delight, 

But nc^r marked her with so just a sight. 

Her hedge-row shrubs, a variegated store. 

With woodbine sfiid wild roses mantled o’er, 420 

Green balks and furrowed lands, the stream that spreads 
Its cooling vapour o’er the dewy meads, 

Downs, that almost escape the inquiring eye, 

That melt and fade into the distant sky, ^ 

Beauties he lately siiglited as he passed. 

Seem all created since he travel!^ last. 

Master of all the enjoyments he designed, 

No rough annoyance rankling in his mind, 

'What early philosophic hours he keeps. 

How regular his meals, how sound he sleeps I 430 « 

Not sounder he that on the mainmast head, 

While morning kindles with a windy red, 

•Begins a long look-out ^or distant land, 

Nor quits till evenVng-watch his giddy stand. 

Then swift descending with a seaman’s haste, • 

Slips to his hammock, and forgets the blast. 

He chooses company, but not the squire’s, 

Whose wit is rudeness, whose good breeding tires ; 

Nor yet the parson’s, who would gladly come. 

Obsequious when abroad, though proud at home ; 440 

Nor can he much affect the neighbouring peer. 

Whose toe of emulation treads too near; 

But wisely seeks a more convenient friend. 

With whom, dismissing forms, he may ufibend ; 

A man whom marks of condescending grace 
Teach, while they flatter him, his proper place; 

Who comes when called, and at a word withdrau^, 

Speaks with reserve, and listens with applause ; 

Some plain mechanic, who, without pretence 

To birth or wit, nor gives nor takes offence, 450 

On whom he rests well pleased his weary powers, 

And talks and laughs away his vacant hours. 

The tide of life, swift alwa3r8 in its course. 

May run in cities with a brisker fosce. 

But nowhere with a current so sgfene, • 

Or half so dear, as in the rural Scene. 
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Yet how fallacious is all earthly bliss, 

What obvious truths the wisest heads may miss ; 

Some pleasures live a month, and some a year, 

But short the date of all we gather here ; 4^0 

No happiness is felt, except the true, 

That does not charm the more for being new. 

This observation, as it chanced, not made, 

Or, if the thought occurred, not duly weighed, 
lie ^hs — for, after all, by slow degrees 
The^ot he loved has lost the power to please ; 

To cross his ambling pony day by day 
Seepj^ at the best but dreaming life away ; 

The prospect, such as might enchant despair, 

lie views it not, or sees no beauty there ; 470 

With aching heart, and discontented looks, 

Returns at noon to billiards or to books, 

But feels, ^ while grasping at his faded joys, 

A secre\r."hirst of his renounced employs. 

He chides the tardiness of every post. 

Pants to be. told of battles won or lost. 

Blames his own itidolence, observes, though late, 

’Tis criminal to leave a sinking state, 

Flies to the levee, and received with graces 
Kneels, kisses hands, and shines again in place. 480 

Suburban villas, highway-side retreats, 

^ That dread the encroachment of our growing streets. 

Tight boxes, neatly sashed, and in a blaze 
With all a July sun’s collected rays. 

Delight the citizen, who, gasping th^e. 

Breathes clouds of dust, and calls it country air. 

O swe^ retirement, who would balk the thought. 

That could afford retirement, or could not ? 

’Tis such an easy walk, so smooth and straight. 

The second milestone fronts the garden gate ; 490 

A step if fair, and, if a shower approach. 

You nad safe shelter in the next stage-coach. 

There prisoned in a parlour snug and small, 

Like bottled wasps upon a southern wall, 

Tlie man of business and his friends compressed 
Forget their labouA, and yet find no rest ; 

But still ’tis rural — trees are to be seen 
From eveiy window, and tlic fields are green ; 

Ducks Waddle in the pond l^fore the door. 

And what could a remoter scene show more ? 500 

A sense of elegance we rarelv find 
The portion of a mean or vulgar mind. 

And' ignorance of better things makes man. 

Who cannot much, r^ice in what he can ; 

And he, that deems his leisure well bestowed 
In contemplation of a tu^pike road. 

Is occupied as well, employs his hours 
As wisely, and as much improves his powers. 
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• 

As he that slumbers in pavilions^raced 

With all the charms of an^accomplishcd taste. 510 

Yet hence, alas 1 insolvencies ; and hence 

The unpitied victim of ill-judged expense, 

From all his wearisome engagements freed, 

Shakes hands with business, and retires indeed. 

Vour prudent grandmammas, ye modern belles. 

Consent wiA Bristol, Bath, and Tunbridge Wells, 

When health required it, would consent to roam, 

Else more attached to pleasures found at home. 

But now alike, gay widow, virgin, wife, 

Ingenious to diversify dull life, 

In coaches, Aiaises, cayivanf, and hoys, 

P'ly to the coast for daily, nightly jo3rs. 

And allt impatient of dry land, agree 
With one consent to rush into the sea.— ^ 

Ocean exhibits, fathomless and broad. 

Much o^ the power and majesty of (rod. 

He swathes about the swelling of the deep. 

That shines, and rests, as infants smile and slee];^; 

Vast as it is, it ans\vcrs as it flows ^ 

The breathings of the lightest air that blows ; 

Curling and whitening over all the waste, 

The rising waves obey the increasing blast, 

•Abrupt and horrid as the tempest roai-s. 

Thunder and flash upon the steadfast shores. 

Till He that rides the whirlwind checks the rein. 

Then all the world of waters sleeps again. — 

•Nereids or Dryads, as ^le fashion leads. 

Now in the floods,^ now imnting in the meads. 

Votaries of Pleasure still, where’er she dwells. 

Near barren rocks, in palaces, or cells, 

O grant a poet leave to recommend 
(A poet fond of Nature, and your friend) 

Her slighted works to your admiring view. 

Her works must needs excel who fashioned you. 

Would ye, when rambling in your morning ride, 

With some unmeaning, coxcomb at tour side^ 

Condemn the prattler for his idle pains, 

To waste unheard the music of his strains. 

And, deaf to all the impertinence of tongue, 

• That, while it courts, affronts aigl does you wrong, — S50 

Mark well the finished plan without a fault, 

The seas globose and huge, the o’erarching vault. 

Earth’s millions daily fed, a world employed 
^ In gathering plenty yet to be enjoyed, 

• Till gratitude grew vocal in the praise 
Of God, benefleent in all His ways ; 

Graced with such wisdom, how woidd beauty shine ! 

Ye want but that to seem indeed ^vine. 

Anticipated rents and bills u^aid , 

Force many ^ shining youth inA the shade, 5O0 
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Not to redeem his time, but* his estate, 

And play the fool, but at a cheaper rate : 

There, hid in loathed obscurity, removed 
From pleasures left, but never more beloved. 

He just endures, and with a sickly spleen 
Sighs o*er the beauties of the charming scene. 

Nature indeed looks prettily in rhyme ; 

Streams tinkle sweetly in poetic chime : 
Th^warblings of the blackbird, clear and strong, 

Are musical enough in Thomson’s song ; 

And Cobhiim’s groves, and Windsor’s green retreats, 
\Y]}^n Pope describes then^ have a thousand sweets ; 
He likes the country, but in tn<th myst own. 

Most likes it when he studies it in town. 

Poor Jack — no matter w-ho — for when I blame, 

I pity, ai\d must therefore sink the name — 

Lived in his saddle, loved the chase, the course, 

And aluiiys, ere he mounted, kissed his horse. 

The estate his sires had owned in ancient years 
Was quickly distanced, matched against a peer’s. 
Tack vanished, regretted and forgot ; 

’Tis wild good -nature’s never-failing lot. 

At length, when all had long supposed him dead, 

By cold submersion, razor, rope, or lead, 

My lord, alighting at his usual place, 

The Crown, took notice of an ostler’s face. 


Jack knew his friend, but hoped in that disguise 
He might escape the most observing eyes, 

And wnistling, as if unconcerned and gay. 

Curried his nag and looked another 'way. 

Convinced at last, upon a nearer view, 

*Twas he, the same, the very Jack he knew, 
O’erwhelmed at once with wonder, grief, and joy, 

He pressed him much to quit his base employ ; 

His countenance, his purse, his heart, his nand, 
Influ^ce and power, were all at his command : 

Peers are not always generous as well-bred, 

But Granby was, meant truly what he said. 

Jack bowed, and was obliged — confessed ’twas strange, 
That so retired he should nut wish a change, 

But knew no medium between guzzling beer 
And his old stint-— three tjiousand pounds a year. 

Thint some retire to nourish hopeless woe ; 

Some seeking happiness not found below ; 

Soine to comply with humour, and a mind 
To social scenes by nature disinclined ; 

Some swayed by fashion, some by deep disgust ; 

Some self-impoverished, and because they must ; 

But few, tliat court Retirement, are aware 
Of half the toils they must encounter there. 

Lucrative office are sMdom lost 
For want of powers propo^^tioned to the post : 
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Give even a dunce the employmqpt he desires, 

And he soon finds the talents it requires ; 

A business with an income at its heels 
Furnishes always oil for its own wheels. 

But in his arduous enterprise to close 
His active years with indolent repose, 
finds the labours of that state exceed 
His ptmost fjiculties, severe indeed. 

*Tis easy to resign a toilsome place. 

But not to manage leisure with a grace ; 

Absence of occupation is not rest, 

A mind quite vacant is a mind distressed. 

The veteran steed, excused h^ task at lengfli. 

In kind compassion of ftis failing strength, 

And tuitied into the park or mead to graze, 

Exempt from future service all his days, 

There feels a pleasure perfect in its kind. 

Ranges ^t liberty, and snuffs the wind. 

But when his lord would quit the busy roadr 
To taste a joy like that he has bestowed, 

He proves, less hapi ;* than his favoured bi^tc, 

A life of ease a difficult pursuit. 

Thought, to the man that never thinks, may seem 
As natural as when asleep to dream ; 

Jlut reveries (for human minds will act) 

Specious in show, impossible in fact. 

Those flimsy webs, that break as soon as wrought, 
Attain not to the dignity of thought : 

Nor yet the swarms that occupy the brain, 
where dreams of dress, ^ntri^e, and pleasure reign ; 
Nor such as useless conversation breeds, 

Or lust engenders, and indulgence feeds. 

Whence and what are we ? to what end ordained ? 
What means the drama by the world sustained ? 
Business or vain amusement, care, or mirth. 

Divide the frail inhabitants of earth. 

Is duty a mere sport, or an employ ? 

Life an intrusted talent, or a toy ? 

Is there, as reason, conscience, scripture^ say, 

Cause to provide for a great future day, « 

When, earth’s assigned duration at an end, 

^an ^all be summoned, and the dead attend ? 

The trumpet — will it sound ? the curtain rise ? 

And show the august tribunal of the skies, 

W'here no pfevancation shall avail, 

^Vhere eloquence and artifice shall fail^ 

The pride of arrogant distinctions fall. 

And conscience and our conduct judge us all ? 

Pardon me, ye that give the midnight oil 
To learned cares or philosophic tou. 

Though I revere your honourable nlmes^ 

Your useful labours and importaat aims, * 
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And hold the world indebted to your aid, 

Enriched with the discoveries ye have maide ; 

Yet let me stand excused, if I esteem 
A mind employed on so sublime a theme. 

Pushing her bold inquiry to the date 
And outline of the present transient state. 

And, after poising her adventurous wings, 

Settling at last upon eternal things, 

P'ar more intelligent, and better taught 
The 'Strenuous use of profitable thought. 

Than ye, when happiest, and enlightened most, 
Ap^ highest in renown, can justly boast. 

A'mind unnerved, or indispoaed to bear 
The weight of subjects worthiest of her carc^ 
Whatever hopes a change of scene inspires, 

Must change her nature, or in vain retires. 

An idler i<^ a watch that wants both hands, 

As uselef,^ if it goes as when it stands. 

Books therefore, not the scandal of the shelves, 

In which lewd sensualists print out themselves ; 
Nor those in wh)€h the sta^e gives vice a blow. 
With what success let modern manners show ; 

Nor his who, for the bane of thousands born, 

Built God a church, and laughed his word to scorn, 
Skilful alike to seem devout and just, 

And stab religion with a sly side*thnist ; 

Nor those of learned philologists, who chase 
A panting syllable through time and space. 

Start it at home, and bunt it in the dark. 

To Gaul, to Greece, and into Noah's ark ; 

But such as learning without false pretence. 

The friend of truth, the associate of sound sense. 
And such as, in the zeal of good design, 

Strong judgment labouring in the scripture mine, 
All such as manly and great souls produce, 

Wortl»y to live, and of eternal use ; 

Behold in these what leisure hours demand. 
Amusement and true knowledge hand in hand. 
Luxury gives the mind a childish cast, 

And, while she polishes, perverts the taste ; 

Habits of close attention, thinking heads. 

Become more rare as dissioation spreads. 

Till ai^hors hear at length one general ay. 

Tickle and entertain us, or we die. 

The loud demand, from year to year the same, 
Beggars Invention, and makes Fancy lame ; 

TiS farce itself, most mournfully jejune^ 

Calls for the kind assistance of a tune. 

And novels (witness every month’s Review) 

Belie their name, and offer noUiing new. 

The mind relaxing into needful sport, 

Should turn to writers of am abler sort^ 
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\VhoAe wft well managed, and ^ose classic style. 

Give truth a lustre, and make wisdom smile. 

Friends, (for 1 cannot stint, as some have done. 

Too rigid in my view, that name to one ; 720 

Though one, 1 grant it, in the generous breast. 

Will stand advanced a step above the rest : 
rUwers by that name promiscuously we call. 

But one, th^rose, the regent of them all) — 

Friehds, not adopted with a schoolboy*s haste. 

But chosen with a nice discerning taste. 

Well born, well disciplined, who, plac^ apart 
From vulgar minds, have honour much at heart. 

And, though^he world may ^ink the ingredients odd. 

The love of virtue, and ^he fear of God ! 730 

Such frii^nds prevent what else would soon sucoeecL 
A temper rustic ag the life we lead. 

And keep the polish of the manners clean. 

As theirs who bustle in the busiest scene ; 

For solithde, however some may rave, 

Seeming a sanctuary, proves a grave, 

A sepulchre, in which the living lie, 

Where all good qualities grow sick and die. 

I praise the Frenchman,* his remark was shrewd — 

How sweet, how passing sweet, is solitude ! 740 

^ut grant me still a friend in my retreat, 

Whom 1 may whisper, solitude is sw'ect.** 

Yet neither these delights, nor aught beside 
That appetite can ask, or wealth provide^ 

Can save us always from a tedious day. 

Or shine the duincss of Jtill life away ; 

Divine communion, carefully enjoyed, 

Or sought with energy, must fill the void. 

O sacred art, to which alone life owes 

Its happiest seasons, and a peaceful close, 75 ^ 

Scorned in a world, indebtM to that scorn 
For evils daily felt, and hardly borne, — 

Not knowing thee, we reap^ith bleeding hands 
Flowers of rank odour upon thorny lands. 

And, while experience cautions us in vain. 

Grasp seeming happiness, and find it pain.. 

Despondence, self-desert^ in her grief, 

Dost by abandoning her own relief 
murmuring and ungrateful DiscorAent, 

That scorns afflictions mercifully meant, 700 

Those humours tart as wines upon the fret. 

Which idleness and weariness beget ; 

.A'hese and a thousand plagues that haunt the breast. 

Fond of the phantom of an earthly rest. 

Divine communion chases, as the day 
Drives to their dens the obedjent beasts of prey. 

See Judah’s promised king^ bmft q^oU, 

* Bruyiil. 
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Driven out an exile from thp face of Saul. 

To distant caves the lonely wand^^er flies, 

To seek that peace a tyrant’s frown denies. 7/0 

Hear the sweet accents of his tuneful voice, 

Hear him, o’erwhelmed with sorrow, yet rejoice ; 

No womanish or wailing grief has part, 

N^ not a moment, in his royal heart ; 

’Tis manly music, such as martyis make. 

Suffering with gladness for a Saviour’s sake : * 

Hi^ioul exults, hope animates his lays, 

The sense of mercy kindles into praise. 

And wilds, flimiliar with the lion’s roar, 

KWi£ with ecstatK. sounds unhej^rd before : 780 

*Tis love like his that can alone defeut 
The foes of man, or make a desert sweet. 

Religion does not censure or exclude 
UnnumlS^d pleasures harmlessly pursuetf ; 

To studurculture, and with artful toil 
To meXorate and tame the stubborn soil; 

To give dissimilar yet fruitful lands 

The grain,* or h^, or plant, that each demands ; 

To cnerish virtue in an humble state. 

And share the joys vour bounty may create ; 790 

To mark the matchless workings of the power 
That shuts within its seed the future flower. 

Bids these in elegance of form excel. 

In colour these, and those delight the smell. 

Sends Nature forth, the daughter of the skies. 

To dance on Earth, and charm all human eyes ; 

To teach the canvas innocent deceiti 
Or lay the landscape on the snowy sheet — 

These^ these are arts, pursued without a crime. 

That leave no stain upon the wing of Time. 800 

Me poetiy (or rather notes that aim 
Feebly and faintly at poetic fame) 

Employs, shut out from more important views, 

Fastt>y the banks of the slow- winding Ouse ; 

Content if thus sequestered 1 may raise 
A monitor’s, though not a poet’s praise. 

And while I teach an art too little known. 

To close life wisely, may not waste my own. 
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Reasoning at every step he treads, 
Man yet mistakes his way, 

While me^per things, whom instinct 
leads, • 

Are rarely ki^own to ctray. 

Ont silent eve I wandered late, 

And heard the voice of love ; 

The tittle thus addressed her mate, 
And soothed the listening dove 

“Our mutual bond pf faith and truth 
No time shall disengage, 

Those blessings of our early youth 
Shall cheer our latest age ; 

• 

“ While innocence without disguise, 
And constancy sincere. 

Shall fill the circles of those eyes, 

And mine can read them there ; 

“Those ills, that wait on all below, 
Shall ndVr be felt by me, 

Or gently felt, and only so, 
being shared with tliee. 


“When lightnings flash among the 
trees, A 

Or kites are hovering near, 

I fear lest thee alone they seize. 

And know no other fear. 

“*Tis then I feel myself 4 wife, 

And press thy wedded side, 

ResolvfAl a union formedJJ^ life 
Death n4ver shall divfde. 

“But oh I if, flckle and unchaste, 
(Forgive a transirat thought,) 

Thou couldst bcco^ unkind at last. 
And scorn thy piS^ent lot, 

» 

“No need of lightnings from on high. 
Or kites ^ith cruel beak ; 

Denied the endearments of thine eye. 
This widowed heart would break." 

Thus sang the sw'eet seejuestered bird, 
Soft as the passing wind. 

And I recorded what 1 heard, 

A lesson for mankind. 


X FABLE. 


A RAVEN, while with glossy breast 
Her new-laid eggs she fondly pressed. 
And, on her wicker-work high mounted, • 
Her chickens prematurely counted, 

(A fault philosophers might blame, 

If quite exempted from the same,) 
Enjoyed at ease the genial day ; 

*Twas April, as the bumpkins say, 

The legislature called it May. 

But suddenly a wind, as high 
As ever swept a winter sky, 

Shook the young leaves about her ears^ 
And^ed her with a thousand fears, 
Lest the rude blast sHbuld snap the 
bough, 

And spreader golden hopes below. 
But just at eve the blowing weather 
And all her fears were hawed together ; 
now,” quoth poor unthinking 
Ralph, 

**'Tis over, aand the brood is safe;” 
(For ravens^ though, as buds of omen, 


They teach both conjurers and old 
women 

To tell us what is to befall. 

Can’t prophesy themselves at all). 

The morning came, when neighbour 
^ Hodge, 

Who long had marked her airy lodge, 
And destined all the treasure there 
A gift to hfts expecting fair. 

Climbed like a squirrel to his dray, 

Agd bore the worthless prize away. 
mora£ 

’Tis Providence alone secures 
In every change both mihe and yours^ 
Safety consists not in escape 
From dangers of a frightfhl shape; 

An earthquake may be bid to spm 
The man that’s strangled by a hair. 
Fate^steals along with silent tread. 
Found oftenest m what least we dread, 
Ftowns in the storm with angry brow» 
But in the sunshine strikes the blow. ' 

M a 
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A COMPARISON. 

Thk lapse of time and rivers is the same, 

Both speed their journey with a restless stream ; 

*i'iie silent pace with which they steal away. 

No wealth can bribe, no prayers persuade to stay; ' 
Alike irrevocable both when past, # ^ 

^ And a wide ocean swallows both at last. 

’Though each resemble each in every part, 

A rlifference strikes at length the musing heart ; 
Streams never flow in vain ; where streams abound 
How laughs ‘the land witlvvario^us plenty Crowned ! 
Hut time, that should enrich the nobler mind, 
Neglected, leaves a dreary waste behind. 


ANOTHER. 

AfcTDRRSSKD TO A VOUNG LADY. 


Sweet stream, that winds through 
yonder gla<le, 

Apt emblem of a virtuous maid ! 

Silent f nd chaste she steals along, 

Far from the world’s gay busy throng, 
With gentle yet prevailing force, 


Intent upon her destined course; 
Graceful and useful all she does, 
Blessing and blessed whqre’er she 
goes ; 

Pure bosomed as that watery glass^ 
And heaven reflected in her face ! 


VERSES 

S/lprOSF.D TO BE WRITTEN BY ALEXANDER SELKIRK DURING HIS SOLITARY 
ABODE ON THE ISLAND OF JUAN FERNANDEZ. 


1 AM monarch of all I survey, ’ 

My right there i.s none to dispute, 
Fioin the centre all round to the sea, 

I am lord of the fowl aiuf the brute. 
O Solitude I where are the charms 
' That sages have seen in thy face ?« 
Better dwell in file midst of alarms, 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

f am out of humanity’s reach, 

1 must finish my journey alone, 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, 
I start at the sound of my own. 

Tlie beasts that roam over the plain, 
My form with indiflerenqp see ;* 
They are so unacquainted with man,* 
Their tameness is shocking to me. 


Society, friendship, and love, 

Divinely bestowed upon man. 

Oh, had 1 the wings of a dove, 

How soon would I taste you again ! 
My sorrows 1 then might assuage 
In the ways of reli^on and truth, 
Might learn from the wisdom of age. 
And be cheered by the sallies of} outh. 

Religion I what treasure untold 
Resides in that heavenl^'ord ! 

More precious than silver and gold, 

Or all that this earth can afford. 

But the sound of the church-going h^ll 
These valleys and rocks never heard, 
Never righed at the sound of a knell. 
Or tmiled-^when aanbbath appeared. 
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Ye winds, that have made me your spo^t, 
Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endear!^ report 
Of a land I shall visit no more. 

My friends, — do they now and then send 
A wish \ thought after me? 

O tell me I yet have a friend, 

Though a friond I aiX never to see. 

How fleet is a glance of the mind ! 

Compared with the speed of its flight, 
The tempest itself lags behind. 

And the swift- wingedlirrows of light.* 


tVhen I think of my own native land, 
In a moment I seem to be there ; 
But alas ! recollection at hand 
Soon hurries me back to desp^r. 

But the sea-fowl is gone to her nest. 
The beast is laid down in his lair, 
Even here is a season of rest, 

And I to my cabin rt^pair. 

There’s mercy in every place, 

And mercy,, encouraging thought I 
Gives eve^afliiction a 

And reconciles man to his lot. 


ON THE PROMOTION OF EDWARD TIIURitoW, ESQ. 

• • 

TO THE LORD HIGH CHANCKI.LOUSIIIP OF ENGLAND. 


Round Thurlow’s head in early youth, 
And in his sportive days. 

Fair Science poured the light of truth, 
And Gaf^ius shed his rays. 

See ! ** with united wonder cried 
The experienced and the sage, 

** Ambition in a boy supplied 
*With all the skill of age ! • 


** Discernment, eloquence, and grace 
Proclaim him born to sway 
The balance in the highest place, 

And bear tlie palm away." 

• 

The praise bestowed was just afld w isc ; 

He sprang impetuous forth. 

Secure of conquest where the pru^ 
Attends superior worth. 


So the best courser on the plain 
Ere yet he starts is known, 
And docs but at the goal obtain 
What all had deemed his own. 


ODE TO 

Come, peace of mind, delightful guest ! 
Return ancTmake thy downy nest 
Qqye more in this sad heart : 

Nor riches I, nor powerwpursue. 

Nor hold forbidden ioys in view; 

We ther^ore need not part. 

Where ^It thou dwell, if not with me^ 
From avarice and ambition free, 

^nd pleasure’s fatal wiles? 

For whom, alas! dost thou prepare 
The sweets that I was wont to share, 

The banquet of thy sn^j^} 


PEACE. 

The great,- the gay, shall they partake 
TAe heaven that thou^lone canst maKe, 
And wilt thou quit the stream 
That murmurs through ^le dewy mend, 
The grove and the sequestered shed, * 
To be a guest with thepi? 

For thee I panted, thee I prized, 

For thee I gladly sacrifleed 
Whate'er I loved before, 

.^d shall Fsee thee start away. 

And helpless, hopeless, hear thee say, 
Farewell ! we meet no more "? 
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ON OBSERV^/NG SOME NAMES OF LITtLe NOTE. 


HUMAlfJ FRAILTV. 


Weak and irresolute is man ; 

The purpose of to-day, 

Wove'h with pains into his plan, 
'ro-iiiorrow rends away. 

The how well bent and smart the spring, 
Vice seems already slain, 

I Jut passion rudely snaps the string, 
And it revives again. 

Some foe toTiis upright intuit 
I'incls out his weaker part, 

A’irtuc e?igagcs his assent, 
iiut pleasure witv^his heart. 


*Tis here the folly of the wise 
Through all his art we view, 

And while his tongue the charge denies. 
His conscience owns it taae. 

Bound on a voyage of ^wful length 
And dangers little known, 

A stranger to superior strength, ' 
Man vainly trusts his own. 

«%But oars alonocan ne’er prevail 
1 o reach the distant coast, 

The breath of heaven must swell the sail, 

I Or all die toil is lost. 


THE MODERN PATRIOT. 


Rv BET. MON is my theme afr day ; 

I only wish ’twould come 
(As who knows but perhaps it may?) 
A little nearer home. 

Ybn roaring boys, who rave and fight 
On rother side the Atlantic, 

I always held them in Uie right, 
lh.t most so when most frantic. 

\Vhen Lawless mobs insult the court, 
'riiat man shah be my toast. 

If breaking windows be the sport, 

^ Who bravely breaks the most 


But oh ! for him my fancy culls 
The choicest flowers she bears, 

Who constitutionally pulls 
Vour house about your cai^ 

Such civil broils are my delight, 
'Phough some folks can’t endure ’em, 
Who say the mob are mad outright. 
And that a rope must cure ’em. 

A rope ! I wish we patriots hsjd ' 
Such strings for alt who need ’em. — 
What ! hang a man for going mad ! 
Then farewell British freedom. 


ON OBSERVING SOME NAMES OF LITTLE NOTE, 

RECORDED IN THE “llIOGRAPHIA BRITANNICA.” 

On, fond jdtempt to give a deathless lot 
To names ignoble, born to be fo^ot ! 

In vain, recorded iif historic pag^, « 

^'Phey court the notice of a future age : 

Those twinkling tiny lustres of the land ^ 

* Drop one by one frt>m Fame’s neglecting hand ; 

Letluean gulfs receive them as they fall, ^ 

** And dark oblivion soon absorbs them all. 

So when a child (as playful children use) 

Has burnt to tinder a stale last-yeaFs news. 

The flame extinct, he views the roving fire — 

There goes my lad^^ aiid there goes Se squire, 

There goes the pRi%n, oh illustrious spark ! 

And there, scarce less illustrious, goes the cleift ! 
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REPORT OF AN a5jUDGED CASE. 

NOT TO BS FOUND IN ANY OF THE BOOKS. 

Between Nose and Eyes a stran^ contest arose, 

• The spectacles set them unhappily wrong ; 

Tlie point in dispute was, as all the world knows, 

Tp whicl^the said spectacles ought to belong. 

So Tongue was the lawyer, and argued the cause 
With a great deal of skill, and a wig full of learning; 

While Chief Baron Ear sat to balance the laws, 

So famed ftir his tale;pt ineiicely discerd^hg. 

" In belmlf of the Nose it will quickly appear, 

And your lordi^ip,*’ he said, ‘*will undoubted Iviind. 

That the Nose has had spectacles always in w'ear.r 
Which amounts to possession time out of mind.'A 

Then holding the spectacles up to the court — 

** Your lordship observes they are made jiith a*straddle. 

As wide as the '^ttlge of the Nose is ; in short. 

Designed to sit close to it, just like a saddle. 

‘‘Again, would your lordship a moment suppose 

• (*Tis a case that has happened, and may be again,) 

That the visage or countenance had not a Nose, 

Pray who would, or who could, w'car spectacles then ? 

i*On the whole it appe^, and my argument shows, 

With a reasoning the court will never condemn, 

That the spectacles plainly were made for the Nose, , 

And the Nose was as plainly intended for them.'* 

Then shifting his side, as a lawyer knows how, 

He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes : 

But what were his arguments few people know. 

For the court did not think they were equally wise. 

So his lordship decreed with a grave solemn tone, 

Decisive and clear, without one if or but — 

That, whenever the Nose put his spectacles on. 

By daylight or candlelight — Eyes shoulf^^be shut ! 

• 

I 

ON THE BURNING OF LORD MANSFIELD’S LUIRARY, 

TOGETHER WITH HIS MSS., 

BV THB MOB, IN THE MONTH OP JUNE I780. 


then— the Vandals of our isle, 
Sworn foes to sense and law. 
Have burnt to dust a nobler pile 
Than ever Roftian saw 1 


And Murray sighs o’er Pope, and Su ift. 

And many a treasure more, 

The well-judged purchase, and the gilt. 
That graced his lettered store. 
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T)fTE LILY ANlf THE ROSE. 


Their pages manned, burnt, and torn. 
The loss was his alone ; 

But ages yet to come shall mourn 
The burning of his own. ^ 


ON THE SAME. 


When Wit and Genius meet their doom 
In all devuui^ig flame, 

They tell us of the fate of Rome, 

And bid us fear the same. 


There Memory, like the bee that’s fed 
From Flora’s balmy store. 

The quintessence of all he read 
Had treasured up before. 


O’er Murray's loss the Muses wept, 
They felt the rude alarm. 

Yet blessed the guardian care that kept 
His^sacred head f^**n harm. 

THE' LOVE OF THE 


The lawless hc?d, with fury blind, 
Have done him cruel wrong; 

The flowers are goni — but still we find 
The hontry on his tongue. 

WORLD REPROVED;* 


QR, HYPOCRISY DETECTED. 


Thus says the prophet of the Turk, 

** Good Mussulman, abstain from pork ; 
There is a part in every swine 
No friend or follower of mine 
May tasye, whate’er his inclination, 

On pain of excommunication.” 

Such Mahomet’s mysterious charge. 
And thus he left the point at large. 

I lad he the sinful part expressed, 

'riiey might with safety eat the rest ; 
But for one piece \hey thought it hard 
From the whole hog to be debarred. 
And set their wit at work to find 
Wnat joint the prophet had in mind. 

Much controvvsy straight arose, 
'Fhesil choose the back, the belly those ; 
By some 'tis confidently said 
He meant not to forbid the head ; 
While others at that doctrine «rail. 

And piously prefer the tail \ 

Thus, Conscience freed from ^eiy clog, 
Mahometans eat the hog. 


You laugh — *tis well — the tale ap- 
plied 

May make you laugh on t’other side. 

“ Renounce the world," the*' preacher 
cries. 

” We do,” a multitude replies. 

While one as innocent regards 

A snug and friendly game at cards ; 

Ancf one, whatever you may say, 

Can see no evil in a play; 

Some love a concert, or a race ; 

And others shooting and the chase. 

Reviled and loved, renounced and 
followed. 

Thus, bit by bit, the world is swal- 
lowed ; 

Each thinks his neighbour makes too 
free. 

Yet likes a slice as well as he: 

With sophistry their .sauce they sweeten, 

Till quite from tail to snout 'fis eaten. 


THE LILY AND THE ROSE.' 


The nymph must lose her female friend 
If more admired than she — 

But where will fierce contention end. 

If flowers can disagree? 


Within the garden’s peacefurscene 
Appeared 'two lovely foes, 

A^inng to the rank of Queen, 

. The Lily and the Rose. c. 


* It Hiay Im proper to inform die readei^tbat this piece has already appeared in priat, having 

fmnvl its way. though «rith..stHnc unnecessaiy additions hy an unknown hand, into the 
Journal,*' without the author's privky.— ^ uUur'e mie. «• 



IDEM LATAtE REDDITUM. 
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The Rose soon reddened into rage, 
And, swelling with disdain. 
Appealed to many a poet’s page 
To prove her right to reign. 


The Lily’sdiejght bespoke command, 

A fair imperial flower; 

She seemed designed fbr Flora’s hand, 
^he sceptre of her power. 


This civil bickering and debate 
The goddess chanced to hear. 
And flew to save, ere yet too late, 
The pride of the parterre. 

# 

Yours is, she said, the noblest hue. 
And vours the statelier mien ; 
And, till a thiid surpasses you, 

Let each be deemed ^ queen. 


Thus soothed and reconciled, each seeks 
The fairest British fair ; 

'Bhe seat of^empve is her cheeHs, 

They reign united there. 


IDEM LATINE REDDITUM. 


IlEU initnicitias quoties parit semulaTorml, 

Quam mro pulchrse, piilchra placere potest t 

Sed fines ultrk solitos discordia tendit, 

Cum florcs ipsos bilis et ira movent. 

Hortus ul>i dulces prsebet tacitosqne recessils, 

Se rapit in partes gens animosa duas ; 

Hie sibi regales Amaryllis Candida cultfls, 

Illic purpureo vindicat ore Rosa. 

• 

Ira Rosam et meritis (jusesita superbia tangunt, 
Multaque ferventi vix cohibenda sinfl, • 

Duin sibi fautorum ciet undique nomina vatfim, 

J usque suum, multo carmine fulta, probol. 

Altior emicat ilia, et celso vertice nutat, 

Ceu flores inter non habitura parctn, 

Fastiditque alios, et nata videtur in usds 
Imperii, sceptrum, Flora quod ipsa gerat. 

Nec Dea non sensit civilis murmura rixa?, 

Cui curse est pictas pandere ruri^opes, 

Deliciasque suas nunquan^non prempta tueri, 

Dum licet et locus est, at tueatnr, adest. \ 

** Et'tibi forma datur procerior omnibus,” inqui(; 

** Et tibi, principibus qni solet esse, color, 

Etldonec vincat quxdam formosior ambas, 

Et tibi reginx nomen, et esto tibi;'* 

His ubi sedatus furor est, petit atraque nympham, 
Qualem inter Veneres Anglia sola parit ; 

Hanc penes imperium es|^ nihil optant amplius, hujus 
• Regnant in nitidis, et ^e lite, genis. 
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ON A GOLDFINCH STArVED TO DEA^'N 


THE NIGHTINGALE 

A NIGHTINGALE, that all (lay long 
Had cli^ered the village with his song, 
Nor yet at eve his note suspended, 

Nor yet when eventide was ended, 

Began to feel, as well he might, 

1'he keen demands of appetite ; 

When, looking^agerly around. 

He spied far off, upon the ground, 

A something^Jnning in the dark, 

And knew the pow-wonn by^is spark ; 
So stooping down from hawthorn top, 

J le thought to put him in his crop. 

The Avorm, aware of,his intent, 
Haranguecl him thu&^ight eloquent — 

“ Did you admire my lamp,” quoth he, 

“ As much as I yofAr minstrelsy. 

You would abhor to do me wrong, 

As much as I to spoil your ^^ng; 

For *twas the self-same Power divine 
Taught you to sing and me to shine; 


AND GLOW-WORM. 

That you with music, I nvith light. 
Might beautify, and cheer the night.” 

The songster heard his shgrt oration, 
And, warbling out his approbation, 
Released him, aa»my slo^ tells, 

And found a supper somewhere else. 

Hence jarring sectaries may learn * 
Their real interest to discern ; 

That brother should not war with 
brother,* 

.\nd worry and devour each other ; 

But sing and shine by sweet consent. 
Till life’s poor transient night is spent, 
Respecting, in each other’s case, 

The gifts of nature and of grace. 

Those Christians* best deserve the 
name 

Who studiously make peace their aim ; 
Peace both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps and him that flies. 


VOTUM. 

O MATUTiNl rores, auraeque salubres, 

0 nemora, et laetse rivis fclicibus herbae, 

Graminei colies, et amcenae in v^llibus umbrae ! 

Fata mod6 dederint quas ohm in rure paterno 

1 )€licias, procul arte, procul formidine novi, 

Quam vellcm ignotus, ciuod mens mea semper avebat. 
Ante larem proprium placidam expectare senectam, 
Turn demiim, exactis non infeliciler annis, 

Sortiri taciturn lapidem, aut sub cespite condi. 


ON A GOLDFINCH STARVED TO DEATH IN HIS CAGE. 


Time was when I was free a« air, 
The thistle’s downy seed my lire, 
My drink the naming dew ; 

I perched at will on every spray. 
My form gentee^ my plumi^e gay, 
My strains for ever new. 


But gaudy plumage, sprightly strain. 
And form genteel were all ii^vain, 

And of a transient date ; [death, 
For, caught and c^ed, and starw^. to 
In dying sighs my little breath 
Soon passed the wiry grate. 


Thanks, gentle swain, for all my woe^ 
And thames for this effectual close 
And cure of every ill ! 

More ctuelty qmld nbne express ; 

And 1, 4f you shown me less, 

Had been your prisoner slilh 



ji REFLECTION. 


THE PINEAPVLES* AND THE BEE. 


The Pineapples, in triple row, 

Were basking hot, and all in blow ; 

A Bee of most discerning taste 
Perceived fragrance as he passed ; 
On eager wing the spoiler came, 

And searched ^orcrantiies in the frame, 
l^ged his attempt on every side, 

To every pane his trunk applied ; 

But still in vain, the frame was tight, 
And only pervious to the light ; 

I'hus having wasted half the dayf • 
He trimmed his flight another way. 

“Methinks,” I said, “in thee I find 
The sin and madness of mdhkind. 

To joys forbidden man aspires, 
Consumes his soulewith vain desires ; 
Folly the spring of his puniuit, 

And disappointment all the fruit. 

While Cynthio ogles, as die passes, 
The nymph between two chariot glasses. 


171 


She is the Pineapple, and he 
The silly unsuccessful Bee. 

The maid who views with pensile air 
The showglass fraught with glitterii i^f? 
ware. 

Sees watches, bracelets, rings, and 
lockets, p 

But sighs at thought of empty pockets ; 
Like thme, her appetite is Iceen, 

But ah, yie cruel glas.%li 'vlween !*' 

Our dear delights are often such, 
Exposed to view, but not to touch ; 
The .sight our foolish heart inflames, 
We long for pin(|w7)ples in frames ; 
With hopeless Vish one looks and 
lingers ; 

One breaks the ^ass, and cuts his 
finj^rs ; • 

But they ^om Truth and Wisdom lead, 
Can gather honey from a weed. 


HORACE, Book II. Ode X. 

The well-informed philosopher 
Rejoices with a wholesome fear. 


\ 

Receive, dear friend, the truths I 
teach, 

So shalt thou live beyond the reach 
Of adverse fortune’s power ; • 

Not always tempt the distant deep, 

Nor always timorously creep 
Along the treacherous shore. 

He that holds fast the golden mean, 
And lives contentedly between 
The little and the great, 

Feels not the wants that pinch the poor, 
Nor plagues that haunt the rich man’.s 
door, 

Imbittering all his state. 

The tallest pines feel most, the power 
Of wintif blasts ; the loftiest tower 
Comes heaviest to the ground ; 
lH^iolts that spare t^e mountain’s side 
His cloud-capt eminence divide, 

And spread the min round. 


And hopes m spite of pain ; 

If Winter bellow from the north* 

Soon the sweet Spring comes dancing 
forth, • 

And Nature laughs again. 

What if thine H^ven be overcast? 

The dark appearance will not last 
Expect a brighter sky ; 

The God that strings^he silver btw, 
Awake.s sometimes the Muses too, 

And lays his arrows by. 

If hindniKices obstmet thy way, 

Thy ma^animity display, 

• And let thy strength be seen ; 

But O ! if Fortune Sll thy sail 
With more than a propitious gale, 
Take half thy canvas in ! 


A REFLECTION ON THE FOREGOING ODR 

And Is this all ? Can Jleason do no more 
Than bid me shun the deep aSid dread the ^ore ? 
Sweet moralist ! afloat on^ife’s rougli sea, 
sThe Christian has an art unknown to thee I 
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TRANSLATIONS FROMlTINCENT BOURNE. 


He holds no parley wifh unmanly fears ; 
Where Duty bids, he confidently steers, 

Faces a thousand dangers at her call, 

And, trusting in his God, surmounts them all. 


TRANSLATIONS FROM VINCENT BO,URNE. 


I. Tiifc Glow-worm. 

Beneath the hedge or near the stream, 
A worm i.s4ii*:)wn to stray, 

I'hat shows by night a lucid beam, 
Which disappears by day. 

Disputes have been,^ivnd still prevail. 
From whence his rfj/s procei;cl ; 

Some give that hononr to his tail. 

And others to hir head. 

But this is sure—the hand of might 
That kindles up the skies,’’” 

Gives him a modicum of light 
Proportioned to his size. 

Perhaps indulgent Nature meant» 

4^v such a lamp bestowed, 

To bid the traveller, as he went, 

Be careful where he trod ; 

Nor cush a worm, whose useful light 
Might serve, however small, 

I'o show a stumbling stone by night. 
And save him ffom a fall. 

What'er she meant, this truth divine 
I", legible and plain, 

*Tis power Almighty bids him shine, 
No^ bids him shine in vain. 

Ye proud and wealthy ! let this theme 
Teach humbler thoughts to you. 

Since such a reptile has its gem, 

And boasts its splendour tcu. 

II. The -Jackdaw. ‘ 

There is a bird who by his coat. 

And by the hoarseness of his note. 
Might be supposed a crow ; 

A great frequenter of the church, 

Where bishop-like he fineb a perch, 

And dormitory too. 

Ahbve the steeple shines a plate, “ . 
I'hat turns and turns, to indicate ^ 
From what point blows the weatlier ; 


Look up— your brains begin to swim, 
*Tis in the clouds — tliat pleases him, 

He chooses it the ratlier. 

Fond of the speculative height. 

Thither he wings his airy flight, 

And thence securely sees 
The bustle -diid the raree-show 
That occupy mankind below, 

Secure and at his^ease. 

You think, no doubt, he sits and muses 
On future broken bones and bruises. 

If he should chance to fall. 

No; not a single thought like that 
Employs his philosopliic pate, 

Or troubles it at all. 

He sees that this great roundabout, 

The world, with all its motley rout. 
Church, army, physic, law, 

Its customs, and its businesses. 

Are llo concern at all of his. 

And says — what says he? — “ Caw.” 

Thrice happy bird ! I too have seen 
Much of the vanities of men ; 

And sick of having seen *em, 

Would cheerfully these limbs resign 
For such a pair of wings as thine, 

And such a head between ’em. 

III. The Cricket. 

Little inmate, full of mirth. 

Chirping on my kitchen hearth, 
Wheresoe’er be thine abode, ^ 
Always harbinge** of good. 

Pay me for thy warm retreat 
With a song more soft aiid svn^t ; 

In return thou shalt receive 
Such a strain as I can give. 

Thus th^ prabe shall be expressed, 
Inoffensive, welcome guest ! 

While the rat b on the scout, 

And the mouse with carious snout, 



THE SHRUBBERY. • 
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With what vermin 4lse infest 
Every dish, and spoil the best ; * 

V risking thus before the fire, 

Thou hast all thine heart’s desire. 

Though in voice and shape they be 
Formed asTiCakin to thee. 

Thou surpasses!, happier far, 

Happiest grasshoppers that are ; 
Theirs is but a summer’s song. 

Thine endures the winter long. 
Unimpaired, and shrill, and clear. 
Melody throughout th^ear. 

Neither niglit, nor dawn of day, * 
Puts a period to thy play ; 

Sing then — and extend thy ipan 
Far beyond the date of man ; 
Wretched man, whose years are spent 
In^rcpining disconftnt. 

Lives not, aged though he be. 

Half a span comparra with thee. 


The Parrot. 

In painted plumes superbly drest, 

A native of the gorgeous East, 

. By many a billow tost ; 

Poll gains *at length the British slwre. 
Part of^he captain’s precious store, 

A present to his Toast. 

Belinda’s maids are soon preferred 
To teach him now and then a word, 
As Foil can master it ; 


J^ut 'tis her own important cliarge 
To qualify him more at large. 

And make him quite a wit. 

" Sweet Poll ! ” his doting mistress cries, * 
“ Sweet Poll !” the mimic bird implies, 
And calls aloud for sack. 

* She next instructs him in the kiss ; 

’Tis now a little one, like Miss, 

And now a hearty snack. 

At first he aims at what he hears ; 

And, listening close with both his cars, 
Just caitches at the sdTiiict ; 

But soon articulates aloud, 

Much to the amusement of the crowd, 
And stuns the neighbours rouitd. 

A quenrlous old woman’s voice 
His humorous talent next employs. 

He scolds and gi^es the lie. 

And now he sii)gs, and now is sick, 

“ Here Sdny, Susan, come, come quick, 
Poor Poll is like to die I” 

Belinda and her bird ! ’tis rare 
To meet with such a well-matched pair, 
I'he language and the tone, ' 

Each character in every part • 

Sustained with so much grace and art, 
And both in unison. ^ 

When children first begin to spell, 

And stammer out a pliable, 

We think them tedious creatures ; 

But difficulties soon abate, 
j Whtf.i birds arc to be taught to pra(^, 

I And women arc the teachers. 


THE SHRUBBERY. 

WRITTEN IN A TIME OF AFFLICTION. 


O HAPPY shades ! to me unblest ! 

Friendly to peace, but not to me ! 
How ill the scene that offers rest, 

And heart that cannot rest, agree ! 

m.-m 

This glassy stream, that spreading pine. 
Those alders quivering to the breeze, 
Iilight socRhe a soul less hurt than mine. 
And please^ if anything could please. 

jPut fix^ unalterable Care 

Foregoes not what she feels within, * 
Shows the same sadness everywhere. 
And slights \]ie season and the scene. 


For all that pleased in wood or lawn, 
WhileJPcace possessed these silent 
bvwers, 

)ler animating smileawithdrawn, 

Has lost its beauties and its powers. 

The saint or moralist Should tread ^ 
This mass-grown alley, musing, slow ; 

They seek like me the Secret shade, 

But not, like me, to nourish woe ! . 

Me fraitful scenes and prospects waste* 
•Alike admonish not to roam ; 

«These tell me of enjoyments past. 

And those of sorrows yet to come. 
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MUTUAL FOJ^BEAJiANCE. 


THE WINTER NOSEGAY. 


What Nature, alas ! has denied 
To the delicate growth of our isle, 
Art hits in a measure supplied. 

And winter is decked with a smile. 
I'ee, Mary, what beauties I bring 
Krom the shelter of that sunny shed. 
Where the flowers have the charms of 
the sprirt^, 

Though abroad they are frozen and 
dead.^ 

*Tis a bower of Arcadian sweets. 

Where Flora is still in her prime, 

A fortress to which she retreats 

Fron the cruel as^.^ults of the clime. 


While earth wears a mantle of snow, 
These pinks are as fresh and as 

gay 

As the fairest and sweetest that blow 
On the beautiful bosom ot May. 

See how they hafve safely survived 
7'he frowns of a sky so severe ; 

Such Mary’s true love, that has lived 
Through many a turbulent year. 

The charms of the latc>blow'ing rose 
Seem graced with a livelier hue. 

And the winter of sorrow best shows 
The truth of a friend such as you. 


MUTUAL FORBEARANCE. 

NECESSARY TO THE HAPPINESS OF THE MARRIED STATE. 


The lady thus addressed he spouse — 
“ Wliat a mere dungeon is this house ! 
By no means large enough, and was it, 
Yet this dull room and that dark closet, 
Those hangings with their worn-out 
* • • j graces, 

Long bbards, long noses, and pale 
faces. 

Are such an antiquated scene, 

They overwhelm me with the spleen.” 

Sir Humphrey, shooting in the dark, 
Makes answer quite beside the mark : 

“ No doubt, my dear, 1 bade him come. 
Engaged myself to be at home. 

Atm shall expect him at the door, 
Precisely when the clock strikes four.” 

” You are so deaf,” the lady cried, 
(And raised her voice, and frowned be- 
side) 

” You are so sadly deaf, my d«!ar, 

What shall 1 do to make you hear?” 

“ Dismiss poor Harry ! ” he replies, 

” Some people araonore nice than wisd^ 
For one slight trespass all this stir ? 
What if he did ride whip and spur? 
’Tiras but a mile— your favourite horse 
Will never look one hair the worse,” 
Well, I protest *tis past all bearing !” — 
'* Child ! I am rather nard of hearing.” — 
” Yes, truly ; one must scream and bawl : 
I tell you wtt can’t hear at all 1 ” 

Then, with a voice exceedingf^low, 

** No matter if yon hear or na” 


Alas ! and is domestic strife, 

That sorest ill of human life, 

A plague so little to be feared, 

As to be wantonly incurred, 

To gratify a fretful passion. 

On every trivial provocation ? 

The kindest and the happiest pair 
Will hnd occasion to forbear ; 

And something, every day they live, 
To p’ty and, perhaps, forgive. 

But if inhnnities, that fall 
In common to the lot of all, 

A' blemish, or a sense impaired, 

Are crimes so little to be spared. 

Then farewell all that must create 
The comfort of the wedded state ; 
Instead of harmony, *tis jar. 

And tumult and intestine war. 

The love that cheers life’s latest 
stage. 

Proof against sickness and old age. 
Preserved by virtue from declension. 
Becomes not weary of attention ; 

But lives when that exterior grace. 
Which first inspired the flame decays, 
’Tis gentle, delicate, and kind, 

To faults compassionate or bl^nd. 

And will with sympathy endure 
Ihose evils it would gladly cure ; 

But anffry, coarse, and harsh expressio** 
Shows love to be a mere profession ; 
Proves that the heart is none of his. 

Or soon expels him if i{,is. 

D 
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TO THE R^V. NfR. NEWTON. 

AN INVITATION INTO THE COUNTRY. 


The swallows in their torpid state 
Compos^their useless wing. 

And bees in bives as idly wait 
The call of early sprjpg. 

Tlie keenest frost that binds the stream, 
The wildest wind that blows, 

Are neither felt nor feared by them, 
Secure of their repose^: 

I Jut man, all feeling and awake, * 

The gloomy scene surveys ; 

With present ills his heart n^pst ache, 
And pant for brighter days. 


Old Winter, halting o’er the mct^, 

Bids me and Mary mourn ; 

But lovely Spring peeps o’er his head, • 
And whispers your return. 

Then April with her sister May 
Shall chase him from the bowers, 

And weave fresh garlands every day. 
To crown the smiling «>iirs. 

And if a tear that speaks regret 
Of happier times appear, 

A glimpse of joy Umt we have mt)t 
Shall ^ine, am* dry the tear. 


TRANSLATION OF PRIOR’S CHLOE AND.EUPHELIA. 

Mercator, vigiles oculos ut fallere possit, 

Nomine sub hcto trans mare mittit opes ; 

Len^ sonat liquidumque meis Euphelia chordis, 

Sed solam exoptant te, mea vota, Chloe. 

Ad speculum omabat nitidos Euphelia crines. 

Cum dixit mea lux, heus, cane, sume lyrain, 

Namque lyram juxtk positam cum carmine vidit, 

Suave quidem caAnen dulcisonamque lyram. 

Fila lyrse vocemque paro, suspiria surgunt, 

Kt miscent numeric rourmura moesta meis, 

Dumque tuse memoro laudes, Euphelia, formse, 

Tota anima interek pendet ab ore Chloes. 

Subrubet ilia pudore, et contrahit altera frontcm, 

Me torquet mea mens conscia, psallo, tremo ; 

Atque Cupidinek dixit Dea^cincta coronk, 

Heu I fallendi artem quam didicere parum. 


BOADTCEA. aAN Ode, 


the Britidi waraor queen, 
Bleeding from the Roman rods, 
Sought, w|th an indignant mien, 
Counsd of her country’s gods 

Sage beneath a spreading oak 
^Sat the Druid, hoaiy Siief^ 
Every hunting word he spoke 
Fidl of rage and full of grief : 


’’Princess! if our aged eyes 
Weep upon thy matdhless wrongs^ 
’Tis bemuse resentment ties 
AU the terrors of ourHongues. 

” Rome shall perish, — ^write that word 
In the blood that she has spilt ; 
Pefish hopeless and abhorred, 

* Deep in ruin as in guilt 
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** Rome, for enipiic far leuowncd, ^ 
Tramples on a thousand states ; 
Soon her pride shall kiss the ground,— 
Hark ! the Gaul is at her gates. 

Other Romans shall arise, 

I*. Heedless of a soldier’s name, 
Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize, 
Harmony the path to fame. 

“ Then the progeny that springs 
From the forests of our land. 

Armed witki* thunder, clad with wings. 
Shall a wider world commamL 


“ Kcgiotib Ca:sar n jver knew 
Thy posterity shall sway. 

Where nis eagles never flew, 

None invincible as they.'* 

Such the bard's prophetic words, 
J’regnant with celestial,flre. 
Bending as he swept the chords 
Of his sweet but awful lyre. 

She, with all a monarch's pride. 
Felt them in her bosom glow. 
Rushed to battle, fought and died, 
' Dpng, hurl^ them at the foe. 


** Ruffians, pitiless as proud, 
iui Heaven awards the vengeance due; 
^Fmpire is on us bestowetl. 

Shame and ruin wait for you I " 


HEROTSlVr. 

There was a time when ^Etna's silent Are 
Slept unperccived, the mountain yet entire ; 
When, conscious of no danger from below, 

She towered a cloud- capt pyramid of snow. 

No thunders shook with deep intestine sound 
The blooming groves that girdled her around ; ' 
Her unctuous olives and her purple vines, 

(Unfelt the fuiy of those burstiKg mines) 

The peasant's hopes, and not in vain, assured, 

Ih peace upon her sloping sides matured. 

When on a day, like that of the last doom, 

A conflagration labouring in her womb, 

She teemed and heaved with an infernal birth, 
That shook the circling seas and solid earth. 

Dark and voluminous the vapours rise, 

And hang their horrors in the neighbouring skies. 
While through the Stygian veil that blots the day 
In dazzling speaks the vivid lightnings play. 

But oh ! whs muse, and in what powers of song. 
Can trace th^orrent |s it bums along ? 

Havoc and devastation in the van. 

It marches o'er the prostrate Works of man, 
yines, olives, herbage, forests disappear, * 

And all the charms of a Sicilian year. 

* Revolving seasons, fruitless as they pass. 

See it an uninformed and idle mass. 

Without a soil to invite the tillex's care. 

Or blade that mich^redeefti it from despair. 

Yet time at length (wt\|t will not tin# achieve?) 
Clothes it with earth, and bids the produce Uve. . 
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Onc^ more the spiry myrtle crowns the glade, 

And ruminating docks enjof the shade. 

O bliss precarious, anti unsafe retreats ! 

O charming paradise of short-lived sweets ! 

The self-same ^e that wafts the fragrance round 
Brings to the distant ear a sullen sound : 

. Again the mountain feels the imprisoned foe, 

Again, pours ruin on the vale below, 

Ten thousand swains the wasted scene deplore. 
That only future ages can restore. 

Ye monarchs, whom the lure of honour draws, 
Who write in blood the merits of your cause, 

Who strike the blow, th^n plead you* own defence^ 
Glory your aim, bul Justice your pretence, 

Behold in y^^^tna’s emblematic fires 

The mischief^ your ambitious pride inspires 1 

Fast by the stream that bounds ydbr just domain, 
And^ells you where ye have a right to reign, 

A nation dwells, not envious of your throne, ^ 
Studious of peace, their neighbours* and thev own. 
Ill-fated ra^e ’ how deeply must they rae 
Their only crime, vicinity to you J 
The trumpet sounds, your legions swarm abroad, 
Through the ripe harvest lies their destined road, 
At every step beneath their feet they tread 
The life of multitudes, a nation*8 bread ! 

Earth seems a garden in its loveliest dress 
Before them, and behind a wilderness ; 

Famine, and Pestil^ce her hrst-bom son. 

Attend to finish what the sword begun ; 

And echoing praises such as fiends might earn. 

And folly pays, resound at your return. 

A calm succeeds ; — but Plenty, with her train. 

Of heartfelt joys, succeeds not soon again, 

And years of pining indigence must show 
What scourges are the gods that rule below. 

Yet man, laborious man, by slow degrees, 

^Such is his thirst of opulence and ease,) 

Plies all the sinews of industrious toiL 
Gleans up the refuse of the general spVl. 

Rebuilds the towers that smoked upod the plain. 
And the sun gilds the shining spires again. 

Increasing commerce and reviving art 
Renew the quarrel on the conqueror’s part ; 

And the sad lesson must be learned once more, 
That wealth within is ruin at the door. 

What are ye, monarchs, laurelled heroes, say. 
But iEtnas of the suffering world ye sway ? 

Sweet Nature, stripped df her embroidered robe, 
Deplores the^rastM region^of her globe, 
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And stands a witness at Truth’s awful bar, 

To prove you there dck«troyers» as ye are. 

Oh place me in some heaven-protected isle, 
Where peace and equity and freedom smile, 
Where no volcano pours his fiery flood, 

No crested warrior dips his plume in blood. 
Where power secures what mdustry has won, 
Where to succeed is not to be undone, 

A land that distant tyrants hate in vain. 

In Britain’s isle, beneath a George’s reign. 


THE>OET, THE OYSTER,. AND SENSITIVE PLANT. 


An Oyster, cast upon the shore, 

Was, heard, though never heard before. 
Complaining in a speech well worded. 
And worthy thus to be recorded — 

“Ah, hapless wretch I condemned to 
dwell 

For ever in my native shell ; 

Ordained to move when others please, 
Not for my own content or ease ; 

But tossed and buffeted about, 
in the water, and now out. 
*Twere<)etter to be bora a stone, 

Of ruder shape, and feeling none, 

Than with a tenderness like mine, 
Amrsensibilities so fine I 
I envy that unfeeling shrub. 

Fast-rooted against every rub.” 

The plant he meant grew not far off, 
And felt the sneer with scorn enough ; 
Was hurt, disgusted, mortified. 

And with asperity replied ; — 

A ^ 

( When,” cry the botanists, and stare, 
“ Did plants called Sensitive grow there?” 
No matter when — a poet’s muse is 
To make them grow jusU where she 
chooses.) [ 

“You shapel^s nothing hi a dish f 
You that are but almost a fish, 

I scorn your coarse insinuation. 

And have most plentiful occasion 
To wish mysejf the rock I view, 

Or such another dolt as you. 

For many a grave and learned dark. 
And many a gay unlettered spark, 

With curious touch examines me, • 

If 1 can feel as well as he ^ 


And when I bend, retire, and shrink, 
Says — ‘ Well, ’tis>niore than one would 
think t’ 

Thus life is spent (oh fie upon’t !) 

In being touimcd, i,nd crying ‘Don’t !’” 

A poet, in his evening walk, 
O’erheard and checked this idle talk. 
“And your fine sense,” he said, “and 
yours, 

Wliatcvcr evil it endures, 

Deserves not, if so soon offended, 

Much to be pitied or commended. 
Disputes, though short, are far loo long, 
Where both alike are in the wrong ; 
Yohr feelings in their full amount 
Are all upon your own accour*^. 

You, in yoifr grotto-woik enclosed, 
Complain of being thus exposed ; 

Yet nothing feel in that rough coat, 
Save when the knife is at your throat. 
Wherever driven by wind or tide, 
Exempt from every ill beside. 

And as for you, my L4idy Squeamish, 
Who reckon every touA a blemish. 

If all the plants that can be found 
Embellishing the scene around. 

Should droop and wither «where they 
grow, 

You would not 

The noblest minds their virtue prove 
By pity, sympathy, and lov^ : 

Tnese, these are feelings truly fine, 

And prove their owner half divine.” 

His censvre leached them as he dealt it, 
And each by dirinking showed he felt it 
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UNWINj I should but ill repay 
The kindness of a friend. 

Whose worth deserves as warm a lay 
As ever friendship penned, 

Thy name omitted m a jjage 
That would reclaim a vicious age. 

A union formed, as mine with thee, 
Not rashly or in sport. 

May be as fervent in degije, 

And faithful in its sort, • 

And may as rich in comfort prove. 

As that of true frattilnal love. 


OAWTHORNE UNWIN. 

The bud inserted in the rind, 

The bud of peach or rose. 

Adorns, though differing in its kiiui, 
The stock whereon it grows. 

With flower as sweet or fruit as fair 
As if produced by nature there. 

• 

Not rich, I render what I may, 

I seize thy na^e in haste. 

And place it in this flrst^ray, 

Lest thi^ should prove the last. 

> ’Tis where it shoulcl be — in a j>Ian 
1 That holds in view the good of man. 


The poet’s lyre, to fix his fanfe, 
Should be the poet's heart ; 
Affection lights a brighter flame 
'I'lian ever blazed by art. 

No iinises on these lines attend^ 
I sink the poet in the friend. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The history of the following production is briefly this : A lady, fond 'of blank 
verse, demanded a poem (jf that kind from the author, and gave him the SOFA 
for a subject. He obeyed ; and, having much leisure, connected another subject 
with it ; and, pumuing the train of thought to which his situation and turn of 
mind led him, brouglU forth at length, instead of the trifle which he at first 
intended, a serious affair — a Volume. ^ 

. In the poem on the subject of Education, he would l>e very sorry to stand 
suspected of having aimed his censure at any particular school. His objections 
are such as naturally apply themselves to schools in general. If there were not, 
as fi'ir the most part tnere is, wilful neglect in those who manage them, and an 
omission even of such discipline as they are Aasceptible of, the objects are yet too 
numerous for minute attention ; and the aching hearts of ten thousand parents, 
mourning under the bitterest of all disappointments, attest the truth of* the allega- 
tion. His (piarrel, therefore, is with the mischief at large, and not with any 
particular instance of it. 
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BOOK I. 

THE SOFA. 

* • 

Argu.ment.— H istoncai deauction of seats, from the stool to the sofa-^A schoolboy's ramble^ 
A walk in the coiihtry— The scene described—Rural sounds as well as sights dcli^htrii1-> 
Another walk — Mistake concerning the cliarms of solitude corrected — (Monnadcs comineftced>* 
Alcove, and the view from it~-The wilderness—The grove*-The tliresher— l*he necessity and 
the benefits of cxerc^e — I'he works of nature superior to, and in some instances inimitable by, 
art — The wearisomeness of what is commonly called a life of pleasure — Cfliange of scene some- 
times expedient->A common described, and the character of crazy I^atc introduced — Gipsies — 
The blessings of civilized life— That state most favourable to*llrtue— I'he South Sea islanders 
compassionated, but chiefly umai— His present state of mtud supposed— Civilized life friendly 
to virtue, but not great cities— Great cities, and London in particular, allowed their due praise, 
but censured— FSte champetre — ^T'he book condudes with a reflection on the effects of dissipa- 
tion and'cjTeiniuacy upon our public measures. 

I SING the Sofa. I who lately sang 
Truth, Hope, and Charity, and touched with awe 
Xhe solemn chords, and with a trembling hand 
Escaped with pain from that adventurous flight, 
vNow seek repose upon an humbler theme ; 

The theme though humble, yet august and proud 
The occasion — for the Fair commands the song. 

Time was, when clothing sumptuous or for use, 

Save their own painted skms, our sires had none. 

As yet black breeches were not, satin smooth, lO 

Or velvet soft, or plush with shaggy pile : 

The hardy chief, upon the rugged ro« 

Washed by the sea, or on the gravelly bank 
Thrown up by wintry torrents roaring loudy. 

Fearless of wrong, reposed his weary strength. 

Those barbarous ages past, succeed^ 

The birthday of Invention, weak at first, 

Dull in desigi}, and clumsy to perform. 

Joint-stools were then created ; on three legs 

Upborne they stood : — three legs upholding firm 20 

•A massy siab, in fashion souare or round. 

On such a Stool immortal Alfred sat, 

And swayed the sceptre of his infiuit realms ; 

And such in ancient halls and-mansions drear 
May still be seen, but perforated sorS , 

And drilled in holes the solid oairis found. 

By wdhns voracious eating through and through. 
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At length a generation moi% rehned 
Improved the simple plan ; made tliree legs four, 

(lave them a twisted form vermicular, 30 

And o*er the seat, with plenteous wadding stuffed, 

Induced a splendid cover, green and blue, 

Yellow and red, of tapestry richly wrought 
And woven close, or needlework sublime. 

There might ye see the peony spread wide, 

The Cjll-blown rose, the shepherd and his lass, 

Lap'dog and lambkin with black staring eyes, 

And parrots with twin cherries in their i>cak. 

•Ncsi- came the cane from India, smooth and l^nght 
With Nature's varnish, severed ifito sti ipes 40 

That interlaced each other, these supplied 
Of texture firm a lattice-work, that braced 
The new hiVichinc, and it became a Chair. ' 

But restless was the hhair ; the back erect 
Distressed the weary loins, that felt no case ; 

The s]ip(}ery seat betrayed the sliding part 
That pressed it, a^d the feet hung dangling down. 

Anxious in vain to 'fii}d the distant floor. 

These for the rich ; the rest, whom fate had placed 
In modest mediocrity, content 50 

With base materials, sat on well- tanned hides 
Obdurate and unyielding, glassy smooth, 

• With here and there a tuft of crimson yarn, 

Or scarlet crewel in the cushion fixed : 

If cushion might be Called what harder seemed 
Than the firm oak of which the framp. was formed. 

No want of timber then was felt or feared 
In Albion’s happy isle. The lumber stood 
Ponderous, and fixed by its own massy weight. 

But elbows still were wanting ; these, some say, 60 

An alderman of Cripplegate contrived, 

And some ascribe the invention to a priest 
Burly &nd big, and studious of his ease. 

But rude at first, and not with easy slope 
Receding wide, they pressed against the ribs. 

And bruised the sicie, and elevated high 
Taught the raised Moulders to invade the cars. 

Long time elapsed or e'er our rugged sires 
Complained, though incommodiously pent in, 

And ill at ease behind. The ladies first 70 

’Gan murmur, as became the softer sex. , 

Ingenious Fancy, never better pleased 
Than when employed to accommodate the fair, 

Heafd the sweet moan with pity, and devised 
The soft Settee ; one elbow at each end. 

And in the midst an elbow, it received, 

United yet divided, twaiir at onde. 

So sit two kings of Brentmr^ion one throne ; 

And so two citizens who take the air 
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Close packed and smiling, in a cliaise and one. 80 

But relaxation of the langirfd frame, 

By soft recumbency of outstretched limbs, 

Was bliss reserved for happier days ; — so slow 
The growth of what is excellent, so hard 
lb jittain perfection in this nether world. 

Thus hrst Necessity invented Stools, 

Convenience^iext suggested Elbow-chairs, 

And Luxury the accomplished Sofa last. 

The nurse sleeps sweetly, hired to watch the sick, 

Whom snoring she disturbs. As sweetly he 90 

Who quits the coach-box at the midnight hour 
To sleep withffii the carriage more secure, • 

His legs depending at the open door. 

Sweet sl0ep enjoys the curate in his desk. 

The tedious rectomdrawling o*er his head, 

And sweet the clerk below : but neither sleep 
Of lazy nurse, who snores the sick man dead 
Nor his who quits the box at midnight hour 
To slumber in the carriage more secure. 

Nor sleep enjoyrd by curate in his desk, lOO 

Nor yet the dozings of the clerk, are sweet. 

Compared with the repose the Sofa yields. 

. Oh ! may I live exempted (while I live 
€iuiltless ot pampered appetite obscene) 

From pangs arthritic that infest tlie toe 
Of libertine excess. The Sofa suits 
The gouty limb, *tis true ; but gouty limB, 

Though on a Sofa, may L never feel : 

For I have loved the rural walk through lanes 
^•Of gra.ssy swarth, close cropped by nibbling sheep 1 10 
And .skirted thick with intertexture firm 
Of thorny boughs j have loved the rural walk 
O'er hills, through valleys, and by rivers’ brink, 

E’er since a truant boy I passed my bounds 
To enjoy a ramble on the banks of Thames ; 

And still remember, nor without remt. 

Of hours that sorrow since has mneh endeared, 

How oft, m^ slice of pocket store consumed, 

Still hungenng, penniless and far from homv^ 

I fed on scarlet hips and stony haws, 120 

0r blushing crabs, or berries that emboss 
The bramme, black as jet, or sloes austere. 

Hard fare ! bqt such as boyish appetite 
Disdains not, nor the p^ate undepraved 
^ culinary arts, unsavoury deems. 

Mo Sofa then awaited my return. 

Nor Sofa then 1 needed. Youth repairs 
His wasted spirits quickly, by long toil 
Incurring short fatigue ; and though our years. 

As life declines, sp^ rapidly awyy,* • 130 

And not a year but pilfers as he goes 
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Some youthful grace that ag 9 would gladly keep, 

A tooth or auburn lock, and by decrees 

Their length and colour from the locks they spare, 

The elastic spring of an unwearied foot 

That mounts the stile with ease, or leaps the fence, 

That play of lungs, inhaling and again 
Respiring freely the fresh air, that makes 
Swift pace or steep ascent no toil to me. 

Mine. nave not pilfered yet ; nor yet impaired 140 

My relish of fair prospect : scenes that soothed 
Or charmed me young, no longer young, I find 
Still c'othing and of power to charm me still. 

And witness, dear c?ompanion of ^'my walks. 

Whose arm this twentieth winter I perceive 
Fast locked in mine, with pleasure such as love, 

Confirmed by long experience of thy worth • 

And well-tried virtues, could alone inspire. 

Witness a joy that thou hast doubled long. 

I'iiou kifbwest my praise of nature most sincere, 1 50 

And that my raptyres are not conjured up 
I'o serve occasion^ 'of poetic pomp, 

Rut genuine, and art partner of them all. 

How oft upon yon eminence our pace 

Has slackened to a pause, and we have borne 

I'he ruffling wind, scarce conscious that it blew, 

« While admiration feeding at the eye. 

And still unsated, dwelt upon the scene. 

Thence with what pleasure have we just discerned 

The distant plough slow moving, anc^ beside iCo, 

Ilis labouring team, that swerved not from the track, 

The sturdy swain diminished to a boy. 

Here Ouse, slow winding through a level plain 
Of spacious meads with cattle sprinkled o’er. 

Conducts the eye along his sinuous course 
Delighted. There, fast rooted in their bank, 

Stana,«never overlooked, our favourite elms. 

That screen the herdsman’s solitary hut ; 

While far beyond, and overthwart the stream, 

That, as with molten glas^ inlays the vale, 1 70 

The sloping land recedes into the clouds ; 

Displaying on its varied side the grace 
Of hedTO-row beauties numberless, smiare tower. 

Tall sinre, from which the sound of cheerful bells 
Just undulates upon the listenii^ ear ; , 

Grovds, heaths, and smoking viUages remote. 

Scenes must be beautiful which, daily viewed, 

Please daily, and whose novelty survives 
Long knowledge and the scrutiny of years: 

Praise justly due to those that I describe. 180 

Nor rural sights alone, but ninl sounds 
Exhilarate the spirit, and restore 
The tone of languid nature/jMiirhty winds. 
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That sw^ep the skirt of some far-spreading wood 
Of ancient mowth, make"hiu8ic not unlike 
The dash of Ocean on his winding shore, 

And lull the spirit while th^ fill the mind ; 

Unnumbered branches waving in the blast, 

»And all their leaves fast fluttering, all at once. 

Nor less ccmposure waits upon the roar 190 

Of distant floods, or on the softer voice 

Of neighbouring fountain, or of rills that slip 

Through the cleft rock, and chiming as they fall 

Upon loose pebbles, lose themselves at length 

In matted grass, that with a livelier green 

Betrays thesecret of their sclent course. • 

Nature inanimate employs sweet sounds, 

But anfhiated nature sweeter still. 

To soothe and satisfy the human ear. 

Ten thousand warblers cheer the day, aftd one 200 

The liv^ong night : nor these alone, whose notes 
Nice-finger^ art must emulate in vain. 

But cawing rooks, and kites that swim sublime , 

In still repeatc 1 circles, screaming loud; *• 

The jay, the pie, and even the boding owl 
That hails the rising moon, have charms for me. 

Sounds inharmonious in themselves and harsh. 

Yet heard in scenes where peace for ever reigns, 

And only there, please highly for their sake. , 

Peace to the artist, whose ingenious thought 210 

Devised the weather-house, that useful toy I 
Fearless of humid air ^d gathering rains 
Forth steps the man, — an emblem of myself, — 

More delicate, his timorous mate retires. 

When Winter soaks the fields, and female feet, 

Too weak to struggle with tenacious clay. 

Or ford the rivulets, are best at home, 

The task of new discoveries falls on me. 

At such a season, and with such a charge. 

Once went 1 forth, and found, till then unknown, 220 

A cottage^ whither oft we since repair : 

’Tis perched upon the green-hill top, but close 
Environed with a ring of branching elms 
That overhang the thatch, itself unseen. 

Peeps at the vale below ; so thiik beset 
Witn foliage of such dark redundant growth, 

I called th^ low-roofed lodge the Peasant's Nest. 

And hidden as it is, and far remote 

From such unpleasing sounds as haunt the ear 

In village or in town, the bay of curs 230 

Incessant, clinking hammers, grinding wheds. 

And infants clamorous whether pleasra or pained, 

Oft have 1 wished the peaceful covert mine. 

Here, I have said, at least I slmulft possess 
Ihe^poet’s treasure, silence, aim indulge 
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The dreams of fancy, tranquil «nd secure. 

Vain thought ! the dweller in that still retreat 
Dearly obtains the refuge it affords. 

Its elevated site forbids the wretch 

To drink sweet waters of the crystal well ; 240 

He dips his bowl into the weedy ditch. 

And heavy-laden brings his beverage home. 

Far-fetched and little worth : nor seldom waits. 

Dependent on the baker’s punctual call, 

To hear his creakiug panniers at the door. 

Angry and sad, and his last crust consumed. 

So Crowell envy of the Peasants Nest. 

If solitude make scant tlie means 6f life. 

Society for me ! — Thou seeming sw'eet. 

Be still a pleasing object in my view, 250 

My visit stRl, but never mine abode. 

Not distant far, a length of colonnade 
Invites us : monument of ancient taste. 

Now scorfled, but worthy of a better fate. 

Our fathers kivew the value of a screen 
From sultiy suns, and in their shaded walks 
And long protracted bowers enjoyed at noon 
The gloom and coolness of declining day. 

We bear our shades about us; self>aeprived 

Of other screen, the thin umbrella spread, 260 

And range an Indian waste without a tree. 

Thanks to Benevolus* — he spares me yet 
These chestnuts ranged in corresponding lines. 

And, though himself so polished, still i^eprieves 
The obsolete prolixity of shade. 

Descending now (but cautious, lest too fast) 

A sudden steep, upon a rustic bridge. 

We pass a gulf, in which the willows dip 
Their pendent lx>ughs, stooping as if to drink. 

Hence, ankle-deep in moss and flowery thyme, 270 

We moifiit again, and feel at every step 
Our foot half sunk in hillocks green and soft. 

Raised by the mole, the miner of the soil. 

He, not unlike the great ones of mankind. 

Disfigures earth, and, plotting in the dark, 

Toils much to earn a monumental pile. 

That msp' record the mischiefS he has done. 

The summit gained, behold the proud alcove 
That crowns it I yet not all its pride secures 
The grand retreat from injuries impressed 280 

By rural carvers, who with knives deface 
The p&iels, leaving an obscure, rude name^ 

In characters uncouth, and spelt amiss. 

So strong the zeal to immortalize himself 
Beats in the breast of man,« that e^en a few, 

• V 

* John Courtenay Throckmorton, Esq , of Weston Uadererood.^ 
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Few traiviieiit years, won from t^he ab]^ abhorred 
Of blank oblivion, seem a gloifttts prize, 

And even to a clown. Now roves the eje^ 

And posted on this speculative height 

Exults in its command. The sheepfold here 290 

J’uurs out its fleecy tenants o*er the glebe. 

At flrs^ progressive as a stream, they seek 
The middl«ifleld ; but scattered by degrees, 

Eadh to his choice, soon whiten all the land. 

There from the sunburnt hayfleld, homew.ard creeps 
The loaded wain, while, lightened of its charge, 

The wain that meets it passes swiftly by. 

The boorisM river leaning g'er his team ^ 

Vociferous, and impatfent of delay. 

Nor less attractive is the woodland scene, 300 

Diversified with Jrees of every growth. 

Alike yet various. Here the grey smoo^ trunks 
Of ash, or lime, or beech, distinctly shine. 

Within ftie twilight of their distant shades ; 

There lost behind a rising ground, the wood 
Seems sunk, and shortened to its topmosUlioughS. 

No tree in all the grove but has its charms, 

Though each its hue peculiar : paler some, 

And of a wannish grey ; the willow such, 

,And poplar that with silver lines his leaf, 310 

And ash far stretching his umbrageous arm ; 

Of deeper green the elm ; and deeper still, 

Lord of the woods, the long-surviving oak. 

^Some glossy-leaved, and shining in the sun, 

*The maple, and the befch of oily nuts 
Prolific, and the lime at dewy ev€ 

Diffusing odours : nor unnoted pass 
The sycamore, capricious in attire. 

Now green, now tawny, and ere autumn yet 

Have changed the wo^s, in scarlet honours bright. 320 

O'er these, but far beyond (a spacious map 

Of hill and valley interpos^ between). 

The Ouse, dividing the well-watered land. 

Now glitters in the sun, and noiv retires, 

As bashful, yet impatient to be seen. 

Hence the declivity is sharp and short, 

»And such the re-ascent; bet weei^ them we^s 
A little naiad her impoverished urn 
All summer long, which winter fills again. 

The folded ^tes would bar my progress now, 330 

But that the lord of this enclosed demesne^ 

'Communicative of the good he owns, 

Admits me to a share : the guiltless 
Commits no wrong, nor wastes what it enjoys. 

Refreshing change ! where how the blazing sun? 

By short transition we have lost hi^p^lare, 

And stepped at once into a cbolhr dime. * 
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Ye fallen avenues ! once moi^ I mourn ^ 

Your fate unmerited, once more rejpice 

That yet a remnant of your race survives. 3^ 

How airy and how light the graceful arch. 

Yet awful as the consecrated roof 
Re-echoing pious anthems ! while beneath 
The chequered earth seems restless as a flood 
Brushed by the wind. So sportive is the light ( 

Shot through the boughs, it dances as they dance, 

Shaaow and sunshine intermingling quick. 

And darkening and enlightening, as the leaves 
IJJay wanton, every moment, every spot. 

' AnS now, with nerves new-braced and spirits •'heered, 350 
We tread the Wilderness, whose well-rolled walks, 

With curvature of slow and easy sweep — 

Deception innocent — give ample space 
To narrow bounds. , The Grove receives us next ; 

Between the upright shafts of whose tall elms 
We may, discern the thresher at his task. 

Thump after thump resounds the constant flail. 

That seems *Co swrrg uncertain, and yet falls 
Full on the destined ear. Wide flies the chaff ; 

The rustling straw sends up a frequent mist 360 

Of atoms, sparkling in the noonday beam. 

Come hither, ye that press your beds of down 
And sleep not ; see him sweating o’er his bread 
Before he eats it. — *Tis the primal curse. 

But softened into mercy ; made the pledge 
Of cheerful days, and nights without a groan. 

By ceaseless action all that is subsAits. * 

Constant rotation of the unwearied wheel 
That Nature rides upon, maintains her health, 

Her beauty, her fertility. She dreads 370 

An instant’s pause, and lives but while she moves. 

Its own revolvency upholds the world. 

Winck from all (quarters agitate the air. 

And nt the limpid element for use, 

Flse noxious : oceans, rivers, lakes, and streams, 

All feel the freshening inmulsc, and are cleansed 
By restless undtdation. £ven the oak 
Thrives by the rude concussion of the storm : 

He seems indeed indignan^ and to feel 

The ir^pression of the blast with proud disdain, 380*" 

Frowning as if in his unconscious arm 
He held the thunder. But the monarch owes 
His firm stability to what he scorns, 

Mo^ fixed below, the more disturbed above. 

The law by which all creatures else are bound, 

Binds man, the lord of all. Himself derives 
No mean advanta^ from a kindred causey 
From strenuous toil his hours fX sweetest ease. 

The sedentary atihtch their length 
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When custom bids, but no refreshment And, 390 

For none\hey need : the l^nguicf eye, the cheek 
Deserted of its bloom, the flaccid, shrunk, 

And withered muscle, and the vapid soul. 

Reproach their owner with that love of rest 
To which he forfeits even the rest he loves. 

Not such the alert and active. Measure life 
By its true mrth, the comforts it affords, 

And theirs alone seems worthy of the name. 

Good health, and its associate in the most. 

Good temper ; spirits prompt to undertake, 400 

And not soon spent, though in an arduous task •; 

The powers ^ fancy and strong thought, are theirs ; 

Even age itself seems pflvilc^ed in them 
With clear exemption from its own defects. 

A sparkfing eye beneath a wrinkled front 
The veteran show!, and gracing a grey beard 
With youthful smiles, descends toward life grave 
Sprightly^ and old almost without decay. 

l^ike a coy maiden, Ease, when courted most. 

Farthest retires — an idol, at whose shrine 410 

Who oftencst sa.nfice are favoured least. 

The love of Nature, and the scenes she draws, 

Is Nature’s dictate. Strange there should lie found 
Who, self-imprisoned in their proud .saloons, 

Renounce the odours of the open field 
For the unscented fictions of the loom ; 

Who, satisfied with only pencilled scenes, 

Prefer to the performance of a God 
The inferior wonders of «n artist’s hand. 

Lovely indeed the mimic works of Art, 420 

•But Nature’s works far lovelier. I admire. 

None more admires, the painter’s magic skill. 

Who shows me that which I shall never see, 

Conveys a distant country into mine, 

And throws Italian light on English walls : 

But imitative strokes can do no more 

Than please the eye — sweet Nature every sense. 

The air salubrious of her lofty hills. 

The cheering fragrance of her dewy vales. 

And music of her woods — no works of man 430 

May rival these ; these all bespeak a power 
Peculiar, and exclusively her own,* 

Beneath the open sky she spreads the feast ; 

’Tis free to all— ’tis every day renewed ; 

Who scorns it, starves deservedly at home. 

9e does not scorn it, who, imprisoned long 
In some unwholesome dungeon, and a prey 
To sallow sicknes^ which the vapours dank 
And clammy of his dark abode nave bred. 

Escapes at last to liberty and fight : 440 

His ^eek recovers soon its heuthfliihue, • 
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His eye relumines its extinguished (ires, 

He walks, he leaps, he runs— is i\inged with joy. 

And riots in the sweets of every breeze. 

1 le does not scorn it, who has long endured 
A fever’s agonies, and fed on drugs. 

Nor yet the mariner, his blood inflamed 
With acrid salts ; his very heart athirst 
To gaze at Nature in her green array, 

Upon the ship’s tall side he stands, possessed 450 

Witn visions prompted by intense desire : 

Fair fields appear below, such as he left 
Far distant, such as he would die to find, — 
tie sbeks them headlong, and is, seen no more, e 
The spleen is seldom felt where Flora reigns ; 

The lowering eye, the petulance, the frown. 

And sull/m sadness, that o’ersliade, distort,,. 

And mar the face o(L beauty, when no cause 
For such immeasurable woe appears. 

These ?lora banishes, and gives the fair 460 

Sweet smiles, and bloom less transient than her ow'n. 

It is the constant revolution, stale 
And tasteless, of the same repealed joys, 

That palls and satiates, and makes languid life 
A pedler’s pack, that bows the bearer down. 

Health suffers, and the spirits ebb ; the heart 
Recoils from its own choice — at the full feast 
' Is famished — finds no music in the song. 

No smartness in the jest, and wonders why. 

Yet thousands still desire to journey on, 470 

Though halt, and weary of the path Iney tread. 

The paralytic who can hold her caixls 
But cannot play them, borrows a friend’s hand 
To deal and shuffle, to divide and sort 
Her mingled suits and sequences, and sits 
Spectatress both and spectacle, a sad 
And s^ent cipher, while her proxy plays. 

Others are dragged into the crowded room 
Between supporters ; and, once seated, sit 
Through downright inability to rise, 480 

Till the stout bearers lift the corpse again. 

These speak a loud memento. Vet even these 
Themselves love life, and cl^ng to it, as he 
That eflrerlnings a torrent, to a twig. 

They love it, and yet loathe it ; fear to die. 

Yet scorn the purposes for which they live. * 

Then wherefore not renounce them ? No— the dread, 

The ^lavish dread of solitude, that breeds 
Reflection and remorse, the fear of shame. 

And their inveterate habits, all forbid. 490 

Whom call we gay ? That hQnour has been long 
The boast of mere pretenders to the name. 

The innocent are gay— the lifik is gay. 
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That driq^ his feathers saturate >|rith dew 
Beneath the rosy cloud, while yet the l>eams 
Of dayspring overshoot bis humble nest. 

The peasiint too, a witness of his song, 

Himself a songster, is as gay as he. 

Put save me from the gaiety of those 

Whose headaches nail them to a noonday bed : 5C0 

And save nib too from theirs whose haggard eyes 
Flairti desperation, and betray their pangs 
For property stripped oft by cruel chance ; 

From gaiety that hlls the bones with pain, 

The mouth with blasphemy, the heart with woe. 

The earth^as made so various, that tlse mind 
Of desultory man, stumous of change, 

And pleased with novelty, might be indulged. 

Prospects, howe^r lovely, may be seen 
Till half their beauties fade ; the weary sight, 510 

Too well acquainted with their smiles, slides oflf 
Fastidiofls, seeking less familiar scenes. 

Then snug enclosures in the sheltered vale, 

Where frequent hedges intercept thfe eye, •• 

Delight us, happy to renounce awhile, 

Not senseless of its charms, what still we love, 

That such short absence may endear it more. 

.Then forests, or the savage rock, may please. 

That hides the sea-mew in his hollow clefts 

Above the reach of man : his hoary head, 520 

Conspicuous many a league, the mariner 

^Bound homeward, and in hope already there, 

‘Greets with three cheeif exulting. At his waist 
A girdle of half-withered shrubs he show.s 
And at his feet the baffled billows die. 

The common, overgrown with fern, and rough 
With prickly gorse, that, shapeless and deformed, 

And dangerous to the touch, has yet its bloom, 

And decks itself with ornaments of gold, 

Yields no unpleasing ramble ; there the turf 53? 

Smells fresh, and, rich in odoriferous herbs 
And fungous fruits of earth, regales the sense 
With luxury of unexpected sweets. 

There often wanders one, wdioin better days 
•Saw better clad, in cloak of sati% trimmed 
With lace, and hat with splendid riband bound. 

A serving-maid was she, and fell in love 
With one wffo left her, went to sea, and died. 

Her fancy followed him through foaming waves 
•*To distant shores, and she would sit and weep • 340 

At what a sailor suffers ; fancy too. 

Delusive most where warmest wishes are. 

Would oft anticipate his gfa 4 relnrn. 

And dream of transports she w'cis net to kgow. 

*She heard the doleful tidings o^his death, 
o 
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And never smiled again, ^nd now she roams 
The dreary waste ; there spends Hie livelong day, 

And there, unless when charity forbids, 

The livelong night. A tattered apron hides, 

Worn as a cloak, and hardly hides, a gown 550 

More tattered still ; and both but ill conceal , 

A bosom heaved with never-ceasing sighs. 

She begs an idle pin of all she meets, < 

Aixd hoards them in her sleeve ; but needful food. 

Though pressed with hunger oft, or comelier clothes, 

Though pinched with cold, asks never. — Kate is crazed. 

• I ice a column of s]ow-risin|; smoke 
Overtop the lofty wood that skiats th^ wild. * 

A vagabond and useless tribe there eat 

Their miserable meal. A kettle, slung 560 

lletweca* two poles upon a stick transverse#* 

Receives the morsel ; flesh obscene of dog, 

( )r vermin, or, at best, of cock purloineci 
P'rom >is accustomed perch, liard -faring race ! ' 

They pick^their fuel out of every hedge, 

Which, kindled*^^th dry leaves, just saves unquenched 
The spark of life. The sportive wind blows wide 
'rticir fluttering rags, and shows a tawny skin, 

The vellum of the pedigree they claim. 

(ireat skill have th^ in palmistry, and more 579 

t I'o conjure clean away the gold they touch. 

Conveying worthless dross into its place ; 

Loud when they beg, dumb only when they steal. 

Strange ! that a creature rational, and cast 
III human mould, should brutalize ify choice 
His nature, and, though capable of arts 
r>y which the world might profit and himself, 

.Self banished from society, prefer 
• Such squalid sloth to honourable toil ! 

Vet even these, though, feigning sickness oft, 580 

They swathe the forehead, drag the limping limb^ 

And vex their flesh with artificial sores. 

Can change their whine into a mirthful note 
When safe occasion offers ; and with dance, 

And music of the bladder and the bag. 

Beguile their woes, and make the wo^s resound. 

Such health and gaiety ofehcart enjoy 
I'he^iouseless rovers of the sylvan world ; 

And breathing wholesome air, and wandering much. 

Need other physic none to heal the effects * 590 

Of loathsome diet, penury, and cold. 

Blest he, though undistinguished from the crowd 
By wealth or dignity, who dwells secure 
Where man, by nature fierce^ has laid aside 
His fierceness, having learnt, thou{^ slow to learn, 

The manners and the atts of civil life. 

His wants, indeed, are msJfy ; but supply 
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Is obvious ; placed within the easy reach 
Of temperate wishes and ihdustrious hands. 

Here Virtue thrives as in her proper soil ; 600 

Not rude and surly, and beset with thorns, 

And terrible to sight, as when she springs 
flf e*er she spring spontaneous) in remote 
Aiid barbarous climes, where violence prevails, 

And strengm is lord of all ; but gentle, kind, 

By ^Iture tamed, by liberty refreshed. 

And all her fntits by radiant truth matured. 

War and the chase engross the savage whole : ■ 

War follow^ for revenge, or to supplant 

I'he envied Tenants of «ome^appier spotf; 610 

The chase for sustenance, precarious tnist ! 

His haAl condition urith severe constraint 
Binds all his faculties, forbids all growth 
Of wisdom, proves a school in which he^eams 
Sly circi^vention, unrelenting hate. 

Mean selfoattachment, and scarce aught beside. 

Thus fare the shivering natives of the north. 

And thus the r?ngers of the western world,* 

Where it advances far into the deep, 

Towards the Antarctic. Even the favoured isles, 620 
So lately found, although the constant sun 
•Cheer all their seasons with a grateful smile. 

Can boast but little virtue: and, inert 
Through plenty, lose in morals what they gain 
In manners — victims of luxurious ease. 

•These therefore 1 can pj^y, placed remote 
From all that science traces, art invents, 

• Or inspiration teaches ; and enclosed 
In boundless oceans, never to be passed 
By navigators uninformed as they,. S30 

Or ploughed perhaps by British bark again. 

But far beyond the rest, and with most cause, 

Thee, gentle savs^ I * whom no love of thee 
Or thine^ but curiosity, perhaps. 

Or else vain-glory, prompted as to draw 
Forth from thy native bowers, to show thee here 
With what superior skill we can abuse 
The gifts of Providence, and squander life. 
fThe dream is past ; and- thou halt found again ^ , 
Thy cocoas and bananas, ^ms and yams, 640 

And homest^l thatched with leaves. But hast thou found 
Their former charms ? And having seen our states 
Our palaces, our ladies, and o«r poi^ 

•Of equipage, our gardens, and our s&rts, 

And heard our music ; are thy simple friends, 

Thy simple fare, and all thy pkdisde^ts 
As dear to thee as once? Asd have fhy jojrs 
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Lost nothing by comparisoivwith ours? 

Rude as thou art (for we returned' thee rude 

And ignorant, except of outward show), 650 

I cannot think thee yet so dull of heart 

And spiritless, as never to regret 

Sweets tasted here, and left as soon as known. 

Methinks T see thee straying on the beach, 

And asking of the surge that bathes thy foot 
If ever it has washed our distant shore. 

I see thee weep, and thine are honest tears, 

A patriot's for his country : thou art sad 
At thought of her forlorn and abject state. 

From which no power of thine ^an rsise her \\\i. 660 

Thus fancy paints thee, and, though apt to err, 

T’erhaps errs little when she paints thee thus. 

She telle me too, that duly every mom * 

Thou climb’st the mountain top, with eager eye 
Exploring far and wide the watery waste 
For sight of ship from England. Every speck 
Seen in tht' dim horizon turns thee pale 
With conflict ofVbntending hopes and fears. 

Rut comes at last the dull and dusky eve. 

And sends thee to thy cabin, well prepared 670 

To dream all night of what the day denied. 

Alas ! expect it not We found no bait 
, To tempt us in thy country. Doing good. 

Disinterested good, is not our trade. 

We travel far, his true, but not for nought ; 

And must be bribed to compass earth again 
By other hopes and richer fruits thah yours. 

But though true worth and virtue, in the mild 
And genial soil of cultivated life. 

Thrive most, and may perhaps thrive only the.*‘c, 680 

Yet not in cities oft : in proud and raiy 
And gain-devoted cities. Thither flow. 

As tc- a common and most noisome sewer, 

Die dregs and feculence of every land. 

In cities foul example on most minds 
Begets its likeness. Rank abundance breeds 
In gross and pampered cities sloth and lust, 

And wantonness and gluttonous excess. 

In cities vice is hidden wi^ most ease, 

Or s&to with least reproach ; and virtue, taught 690 

By frequent lapse, can hope no triumph there 
Beyond the achievement of successful flight. 

I do confess them nurseries of the arts. 

In which they flourish most ; where, in the beams 
Of warm encouragement, and in the eye 
Of public note, they reach their perfect size. 

Snen London is, by taste and yrealth proclaimed 
The fairest capitq .1 of all* the world. 

By riot and incontinence the worst. 
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There, torched by Reynolds, a (kill blank becomes 
A lucid mirror, in whiidi Nature sees 
All her reflect^ features. Bacon there 
Gives more than female beauty to a stone, 

And Chatham’s eloquence to marble lips. 

If or does the chisel occupy alone 

The powers ^f Sculpture, but the style as much ; 

Racl} province of her art her equal care. 

With nice incision of her guided steel 
She ploughs a brazen held, and clothes a soil 
So sterile with what charms soe'er she will. 


The richest sapnery and the loveliest forms. 

Where finds rhilosophy her 0agle eye, * 

With which she gazes at yon burning disk 
UndazzlSd, and detects and counts his spots? 

In London. Whtre her Implements exact. 

With which she calculates, computes, an(f scans 
All distance, motion, magnitude, and now 
Measures an atom, and now girds a world ? 

In London. W'here has commerce such a mart, ,• 
So rich, so throi.gcd, so drained, and so supplied. 
As I^ndon, opulent, enlarged, and still 
Increasing London ? Baboon of old 
Not more the glory of the earth than she, 

^ more accomplisned world’s chief glory now. 

She has her praise. Now mark a spot or two 
That so much beauty would do well to purge ; 

And show this queen of cities, that so fair 
May yet be foul, so wittji yet not wise. • 

It is not seemly, nor of good report, 

* •That she is slack in discipline ; more prompt 
To avenge than to prevent the breach of law j 
That she is rigid in denouncing death 
On petty rob^rs, and indulges life 
And liberty, and ofttimes honour too. 

To peculators of the public gold ; 

That thieves at home must hang, but he that puls 
Into his overgorged and bloated purse 
The wealth of Indian provinces, escapes. 

Nor is it well, nor can it come to gocm, 

That, through profane and infidel contempt 
t)f Holy Writ, she has presumed^o annul 
And abrogate as roundly as she may, 

The total ordnance and will of God ; 

Advancing Fashion to the post of Truth, 

And centering all authority in modes 
*And customs of her own, till Sabbath rites 
Have dwindled into unrespected forms, 

And knees and hassocks are well-nigh divenreed. 

God made the country, aiuk roan made the town : 
What wonder then that health a#d ^rtue, gifts 
That fan alone make sweet the bitter drau^t 
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That life holds out to allf should most abound 
And least be threatened in the'fields and groves? 

Possess ye therefore, ye who, borne about 
In chariots and sedans, kno^ no fatigue 
But that of idleness, and taste no scenes 
But such as art contrives, possess ye still 
Your element ; there only ye can shine, 

There only minds like yours can do no harm'. 

•Our groves were planted to console at noon 760 

The pensive wanderer in their shades. At eve 
The moonl)eam, sliding softly in between 
The sleeping leaves, is all the light they wish, 

Birds warbling ull the musics We can spai'c 
The splendour of your lamps, they but eclipse 
Our softer satellite. Your songs confound 
Our'.nore harmonious notes: the thrusK departs 
Scared, and the^'offended nightingale is mute. 

There is a public mischief in your mirth. 

It plagues your countiy. Folly such as yours 770 

Graced with a sword, and worthier of a fan, 

Has made, H^hat enemies could ne*er have done. 

Our arch of empire, steadfast but for you, 

A mutilated structure, soon to fall 
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C 

Oh for a lodge in some vast wilderness, 

Some boundlm contiguity of shades 
Where rumour of oppression and deceit, 

•Of unsuccessful or successful war, 

Might never reach me more I My ear is pained, 

My soul is sick with every day’s report 
Of wrong and outrage with which earth is filled. 

There is no flesh in obdurate heart. 

It does not feel for man ; the natural bond 
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Of brotherhood is severed as the flax 10 

That falls asunder at the toifch of fire. 

He finds his fellow guilty of a skin 
Not coloured like his own, and having power 
To enforce the wrong, for such a worthy caiHe 
Dh^ms and devotes him as his lawful prey, 
l^ands intersected by a narrow frith 
Abhoj^ each (nher. Mountains interposed 
Make enemies of nations who had else 
I^ike kindred drops been mingled into one. 

Thus man devotes his brother, and destroys ; 20 

And worse tli^n all, and most to be deplored. 

As human nature’s broadest, fbulest blot, # 

Chains him, and tasks him, and exacts his swent 
With Htrfbes that Mercy, with a bleeding heart. 

Weeps when she ^cs inflicted on a beast. 

Then what is man? And what man sceiifg this, 

And having human feelings, docs not blush 
And hang his head, to think himself a man? 

I would not have a slave to till my ground, 

To carry me, to f a me while 1 sleep, *• 30 

And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth 
That sinews bought and sold have ever earnccL 
No : dear as freedom is, and in my heart’s 
JvLst estimation prized above all price, 

1 had much rather l)e myself the slave 
And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him. 

We have no slaves at home. — Then why abroad ? 

And they themselves on^ ferried o’er the w'ave 
That parts us, are emancipate and loosed. 

* •Slaves cannot breathe in England ; if their lu igs 40 

deceive our air, that moment they are free. 

They touch our country, and their shackles fall. 

That’s noble, and besp^s a nation proud 
And jealous of the blessing. Spreaa it then. 

And let it circulate through eve^ vein 

Of ail your empire ; that where Britain’s power 

Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 

Sure there is need of social intercourse. 

Benevolence, and peace, and mutual aid. 

Between the nations, in a world that seems 50 

To toll the death-bell of its own decease, 

And by the voice of all its element 

To preach the general doom.* When were the winds 

Let slip with such a warrant to destroy ? 

)Vhen did the waves so haughtily o’erleap 
Their ancient barriers, deluging the dry? 

Fires from beneath, and meteors f from above, 

Portentous, unexampled, unexplained, 

* Alluding; to the late rt^smifies in Jamaica. 

i Aug. 18, 1789. 
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1 lave kindled beacons in the ‘Skies, and the old 

And crazy earth lias had her shakirfg fits 6o 

More frequent, and foregone her usual rest. 

Is it a time to wrangle, when the props 
And pillars of our planet seem to fail, 

And Nature* with a dim and sickly eye 
'I'o wait the close of all ? But grant her end 
More distant, and that prophecy demands 
A luliger respite, unaccomplished yet ; 

Still they are frowning signals, and bespeak 

Displeasure in II is breast who smites the earth 

(X neals it, makes it languish or rejoice. 70 

And 'tis but seemly that, where a\i deserve 

iVnd stand exposed by common peccancy 

'I'o what no few have felt, there should be peace, 

And bretfTren in calamity should love. ' 

Alas for Sicily ! riMe fragments now 
1 /le scattered where the shai>ely column stood. 

] Icr pahioes are dust. In all her streets 

'I'lie voice o> singing and the sprightly chord 

Arc silent. Revelry and dance and show 

Suffer a syncope and solemn pause, 80 

While God pertornis upon the trembling stage 

Of His own works His dreadful part alone. 

I low does the earth receive Him ? — with what signs 
• Of gratulation and delight', her King? 

Pours she not all her choicest fruits abroad, 

1 ler sweetest flowers, her aromatic gums, 

Disclosing Paradise where’er He treats? 

She quakes at His approach. Her hollow womb 
Conceiving thunders, through a thousand deeps 
And fiery caverns, roars beneath His foot. 90 

'I'he hills move lightly, and the mountains smoke, 

For He has touched them. From the extremest point 
Of elevation down into the abyss. 

His wl%th is busy and His frown is felt 
The rocks fall headlong, and the valleys rise, 

The rivers die into offensive poob, 

And, charged with putrid verdure, breathe a gross 
And mortm nuisance into all the air. 

What solid was, by transformation strange 

Grow^iluid, and the fixed afld rooted earth, ICO * 

Tormented into, billows, heaves and swells, 

Or with vortiginous and hideous whirl 
Sucks down its prey insatiable. Immense 
The tumult and the overthrow, the pangs 
And ILgonies of human and of brute 
M altitudes, fugitive on every side, 

And fugitive in vain. The sylvan scene 
Migrates uplifted, and with all its soil 
• 

AlhicKiis to the fog that covered both Europe and Asia during the^ whole summer of 1783* 
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Alighting in far distant fields, finds out 
A new possessor, and survives the change. i lo 

Ocean has caught the frenzy, and upwrought 
To an enormous and o’erbearing height. 

Not by a mighty wind, but by that voice 
Myiich winds and waves obey, invades the shore 
Resistless. Never such a sudden flood, 

Upri^ged so nigh, and sent on such a charge. 

Possessed an inland scene. Where now the throng 
That pressed the beach, and hasty to depart 
Looked to the sea for safety ? They are gone, 

Gone with tl^ refluent wave into the deep — I2(a 

A prince with half his peopld! Ancient towers. 

And roofs embattled high, the gloomy scenes 
Where 9 eauty oft and lettered worth consume 
Life in the unprocflictive shades of death. 

Fall prone ; the pale inhabitants come fotth, 

And, happy in their unforeseen release 
From all the rigours of restraint, enjoy 
The terrors of the day that sets them free. ^ ^ 

Who then that h ts thee would not hold the 9 fast, 

Freedom ! whom they that lose thee, so regret, 130 

That even a judgment making way for thee 
Seems in their eyes a mercy, for thy sake. 

* Such evil sin hath wrought ; ancf such a flame 
Kindled in heaven, that it burns down to earth. 

And in the furious inquest that it makes 
On God’s behalf, lays waste His fairest w'orks. 

The very elements, thoi\gh each be meant 
The minister of man, to serve his wants. 

Conspire against him. With his breath he draws 
A pl^ue into his blood ; and cannot use 140 

Life’s necessary means, but he must die. 

Storms rise to o’erw’helm him : or if stormy winds 
Rise not, the waters of the deep shall rise, 

And needing none assistance of the storm. 

Shall roll themselves ashore, and reach him there. 

The earth shall shake him out of , all his holds, 

Or make his house his grave : nor so content, 

Shall counterfeit the motions of the flood. 

And drown him in her dry and dusty gulfs, 

^Vhatlhen? — were they the wicktd above all, 150 

And we the righteous, whose fast-anchored isl^ 

Moved not, wmle theirs was rocked like a light skiff, 

The sport of every wave ? No ; none arc clear, 

•And none than we more guilty. But where all 
Stand chargeable with guilt, and to the shafts 
Of w’rath obnoxious, God may dioose His mark. 

May punish, if He please, the less, to warn 
The more malignant If He spar^ not them, 

Tremble and be amazed at thifi%esdipe, • 

Far gjiiltier England ! lest He spare not thee. 160 
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Happy the man who sees a God einj^loyed 
In all the good and ill that diequdr life ! 

Resolving all events, with their efTects 
And manifold results, into the will 
And arbitration wise of the Supreme. 

Did not His eye rule all things, and intend 

The least of our concerns, (since from the least 

The greatest oft originate, ) could chance 

Finl place in His dominion, or dispose 

One lawless particle to thwart His plan, 170 

Then God might be surprised, and unforeseen 

Contvngence might alarm Him, and disturb 

The smooth and equal course of^His affairs. 

This truth Philosophy, though eagle-eyed 
In nature’s tendencies, oft overlooks, 

And, having found His instrument, forgets 
Or disregards, or, nfore presumptuous still, 

Denies the power that wills it. God proclaims 

His hofridispleasure against foolish men 

That live ap atheist life : involves the heaven xSo 

In tempests ; qufls His grasp upon the winds, 

And mves them all their fury ; bids a plague 
Kindle a fiery boil upon the skin, 

And putrefy the breath of blooming health. 

He calls for Famine, and the meagre bend 
^ Blows mildew from between his shrivelled lips, 

And taints the golden ear. He springs His mines, 

And desolates a nation at a blast. 

Forth steps the spruce philosopher, qnd tells 
Of homogencal and discordant springs 190 

And principles ; of causes, how they work 
By necessary laws their sure effects*; 

Of action and reaction. He has found 
The source of the disease that nature feels. 

And bids thc«world take heart and banish fear. 

Tliou fool ! will thy discovery of the cause 

Suspend the effect, or heal it ? Has not God 

Still wrought by means since first He made the world, 

And did He not of old employ His means 

To drown it ? What is His creation less 200 

Than a capacious reservoir of means 

Form^ for His use, and reldy at His will? 

Go, (uess thine eyes with eye-salve, ask of Him, 

Or ask of whomsoever He has taught, « 

And learn, though late, the genuine cause of all. 

England, with all thy faults, I love thee still, 

Mv country! and, while yet a nook is left 
Where English minds and manners may be found. 

Shall be constrained to love thee. Though thy clime 
Be fickle and thy year, most part, deformed 2X0 

With dripping rains, or drithgied by a frost, 

I would not yet exchange thy sullen skies 
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And fieid» without a flower, for wanner France 
With all her vines ; nor foi*Ausonia's groves 
Of golden fruitage, and her myrtle bowers. 

To shake thy senate, and from heights sublime 
Of patriot eloquence to flash down Are 
l^igon thy foes, was never meant my task ; 

But I can fed thy fortunes, and partake 

Thy joys apa sorrows with as true a heart 220 

As any thunderer there. And I can feel 

Thy follies too, and with a just disdain 

Frown at efleniinates, whose very looks 

Reflect dishonour on the land I love. 

How, in the name of soildier^ip and sense. 

Should England prosper, when such things, as smooth 
And tcnficr as a girl, all-essenced o*er 
With odours, andais profligate a.s sweet, 

Who sell their laurel for a myrtle wreath^ 

And love^when they should nght, — when such as tlioc 230 
Presume to lay their hand upon the ark 
Of her magnificent and awful cause ? 

I'ime was when ''' was praise and boast encAlgh 
In every clime, and travel where we might, 

That we were Ijorn her children ; praise enough 
To fill the ambition of a private man, 

•That Chatham's language was his mother tongue, 

And Wolfe’s great naqie compatriot with his own. 

Farewell those honours, and farewell with them 

The hope of such hereafter I They have fallen 2^o 

Each in his field of glor^ : one in arms, 

And one in council — Wolfe upon the lap 
** •Of smiling Victory that moment won. 

And Chatham, heart<sick of his country’s shame ! 

They made u.s many soldiers. Chatham still 
Consulting Pmgland’s happiness at home, 

Secured it by an unforgiving frown 

If any wronged her. Wolfe, where’er he fought, 

Put so much of his heart into his act, 

That his example had a magnet’s force, 250 

And all were swift to follow whom all lovetl. 

Those suns are set. Oh rise some other such ! 

Or all that we have left is empty talk 
Of old achievements, and despair of new. 

Now hoist the sail, and let the streamers float 
Upon the wsgiton breezes. Strew the deck 
With lavender, and sprinkle liquid sweets, 

That no rude savour maritime mvade 
•*rhe nose of nice nobility. Breathe aoft, 

Ye clarionets, and softer still, ye flutes. 

That winds and vraters lulled by magic sounds 
May bear us smoothly to the shore. 

True, we have lost au empire***^ Hpjmiss. , 

True, we may tliank the perfid^of Fiance 
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That picked the jewel out England’s crown, 

With all the cunning of an envious shrew. 

And let that pass, — 'twas but a trick of state. 

A brave man knows no malice, but at once 
Forgets in peace, the injuries of war, 

And gives his direst foe a friend’s embrace. 

And shamed as we have been, to the very beard 
llrav^d and defied, and in our own sea proved 
Toe weak for those decisive blows that once 
Ensured us mastery there, we yet retain 
Some small pre-eminence ; we justly boast 
At least superior jockeyship, and claim 
The honours of the <urf os all o«»' own» 

Gi> then, well worthy of the praise ye seek, 

And show the shame ye might conceal at home. 

In foreign eyes ! — be grooms, and win the plate, 280 

Where once your no>3lcr fathers won a crown ! — 

’Tis generous to communicate your skill 
To thos^' that need it. Folly is soon learned: 

And under iRuch preceptors who can fail! 

'rhere is a pleasure in poetic pains 
Which only poets know. The shifts and turns, 

The expedients and inventions multiform 
To which the mind resorts, in chase of terms 
Though apt, yet coy, and difficult to win, — 

To arrest the fleeting images that fill 299 

The mirror of the mind, and hold them fast, 

And force them sit, till he has pencilled off 
A faithful likeness of the forms he viq)vs ; 

Then to dispose his copies wnth such art 
That each may find its most propitious light, 

And shine by situation, hardly less 
Than by the labour and the skill it cost, 

Are occupations of the poet’s mind 

So pleasing, and that steal away the thought 

With such address from themes of sad import, 30Q 

That, lost in his own musings, happy man ! 

He feels the anxieties of life, denied 
'rheir wonted entertainment, all retire. 

Such joys has he that sings. But ah * not such. 

Or seldom such, the hearers of his song. 

Fastidious, or else listless, kU perhaps 

Awar^ of nothing arduous in a task 

They never undertook, they little note 

1 {is dangers or escapes, and haply find 

'I'hcir least amusement where he found the most. 310 

But ks amusement all ? Studious of song, 

And yet ambitious not to sing in vain, 

T would not trifle merely, though the world 
He loudest in their praise who do no more. 

Yet what can satire, wheCher^mve or gay? 

It may correct a foible, may doastise 
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The frealtf of fashion, regulate the dress, 

Retrench a sword-blade, op displace a patch ; 

But where are its sublimer tropniea found ? 

What vice has it subdued ? whose heart reclaimed 
By rigour, or whom laughed into reform ? 

^as I Leviathan is not so tamed : 

l^aughed at, he laughs again ; and, stricken hard. 

Turns to the stroke his adamantine scales, 

Thaf fear no discipline of human hands. 

The pulpit, therefore (and I name it filled 
With solemn awe, that bids me well 1>eware 
With what intent I touch that holy thing) — 

The pulpit (when the sgtiristehas at last, • 

Strutting and vapouring in an empty school. 

Spent aS his force, and made no proselyte) — 

I say the pulpit (in the sober use 

Of its legitimate, peculiar powers) • 

Must stand acknowledged, while the world shall stand. 
The most important and effectual guard, 

Support, and ornament of virtue’s cause. 

There stands the messenger of truth. Thtfa stanffs 
The legate of the skies ; his theme divine, 
llis office sacred, his credentials clear. 

By him, the violated law speaks out 
•Its thunders, and by him, in strains as sweet 
As angels use, the Gospel whispers peace. 

He Establishes the strong, restores the weak, 

Reclaims the wanderer, binds the broken heart, 

•And, armed himself in oanoply complete 
Of heavenly temper, furnishes with arms 
» Bright as his own, and trains by every rule 
( )f holy discipline, to glorious war. 

The sacramental host of God’s elect. 

Are all such teachers? Would to Heaven all werel 
But hark, — the Doctor’s voice !— fast wedged between 
Two empirics he stands, and w'ith swollen cheeks 
Inspires the news, his trumpet. Keener far 
Than all invective is his lx)ld harangue, 

While through that public oigan'of report 
He hails the cleigy ; and, defying shame, 

Announces to the world his own and theirs. 

*He teaches those to read, whom f chools dismissed. 

And colleges^ untaught ; sells accent, tone. 

And emphas^ in score, and gives to prayer 
The adagio and andante it demands. 

He grinds divinity of other da 3 rs 
■'T)own into modem use ; transforms old print 
To zigzag manuscript, and cheats the eyes 
Of gallery critics by a thousand arts. 

Are there who purchase of tl\e Doctor’s ware ? 

.Oh name it not m Gath f—it cimnQbbe 

That grave and learned Clerks Ibonld neea such aid. 
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He doubtless is in sport* and does but droll. 

Assuming thus a rank unknown before — 370 

Grand caterer and dry-nurse of the church. 

I venerate the man whose heart is warm. 

Whose hands are pure, whose doctrine and whose life 
Coincident, exhibit lucid proof 
That he is honest in the sacred cause. 

To such I render more than mere respect, 

Whose actions say that they respect themselves. 

But loose in morals, and in manners vain. 

In conversation frivolous, in dress 

, Extreme, at once ra^cious and profuse, 380 

Frequent in park, with lady at his side. 

Ambling and prattling scandal as he goes. 

But rare at home, and never at his books, 

Gr withJhis pen, save when he scrawls a card ; 

Constant at routs, f<imiliar with a round 
Of ladyships, a stranger to the poor ; 

Ambitious of preferment for its gold. 

And well prepared by ignorance and sloth 
By inhilclity anch love o’ the world. 

To make Qod’s work a sinecure; a slave 390 

To his own pleasures and his patron’s pride > 

From such apostles, O ye mitred heads, 

Preserve the church ! and lay not careless hands 
On skulls that cannot teach, and will not learn. 

Would I describe a preacher, such as Paul, 

Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and own, 

Paul should himself direct me. 1 would trace 
His master-strokes, and draw from ISts design. 

1 would express him simple, grave, sincere ; 

In doctrine uncorrupt ; in language plain, 400 

And plain in manner; decent, solemn, chaste. 

And natural in g^ture; much impressed " 

Himself, as conscious of his awful charge. 

And ^nxious mainly that the flock he feeds 
May feel it too; affectionate in look. 

And tender in address, as well becomes 
A messenger of grace to guilty men. 

Behold the picture ! Is it like? — Like whom? 

The things that mount the rostrum with a skip. 

And then skip down again^ pronounce a text, 41c 

Cry-<cem ! and reading what they never wrot^ 

Just fifteen minutes, huddle up their work. 

And with a well-bred whisper close the scene I 
In man or womaih, but most in man. 

And most of all in man that ministers 
And serves the altar, in my soul I loathe 
All affectation. *Tis my perfect scorn; 

Object of my implacable disgust. 

What.! — will a man play tri^i^ will he indulge 
• A silly fond conent of hh ’hSr form 
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And just proportion, fashionable^en, 

And pretty face, in presence of ms God? 

Or will he seek to dazzle me with tropes, 

As with the diamond on his lily hand. 

And play his brilliant parts before my eyes 
When I am hungry for the bread of life? 

Ire mocks his Maker, prostitutes and shames 
His noble oftce, and, instead of truth. 

Displaying his own beauty, starves his flock. ^ 

'fherefore, avaunt all attitude and stare, 430 

And start theatric, practised at the glass. 

1 seek divine simplicity in him 

Who handlf^things divine ; ^nd all besides, * 

Though learned with labour, and though much adinincd 
By curious eyes and judgments ill informed, 

To me is odious the Hasal twang 
Heard at conventicle, where worthy men^ 

Misled by custom, strain celestial tnemcs 
Through^he pressed nostril, spectacle-bestrid. 

Some, decent in demeanour while they preach, 440 

That task performed, relapse into themselvei;. 

And having spoken wisely, at the close 
Grow wanton, and give proof to every eye — 

Whoe’er was edified, themselves were not 
Forth comes the pocket mirror* First we stroke 
*An eyebrow ; next, compose a straggling lock ; 

Then with an air, most gracefully performed, 

Fall back into our seat, extend an aim. 

And lay it at its ease with gentle care, 

^Vith handkerchief in hflnd, depending low. 450 

, The better hand, more busy, gives the nose 
Its bergamot, or aids the indebted eye 
With opera-glass to watch the moving scene, 

And recognise the slow-retiring fair. 

Now this is fulsome, end offends me more 
Than in a churchman slovenly neg^t 
And rustic coarseness would. A lieavenly mind 
May be indifferent to her house of day, 

And slight the hovel as beneath her care ; 

But how a body so fantastic, trim, 460 

And quaint in its deportment and attire, 

.Can l^ge a heavenly mind-r-demuids a doubt 
He that negotiates between G<xl and man, 

As God’s ambassador, the grand concerns 
Of judgmenV and of mercy, should beware 
Of lightness in his speech. ’Tis pitiful 
•To court a grin, when you sboula woo a soul \ 

To break a Jest, when pity would inspire 
Pathetic exhortation ; and to address 

The skittish fancy with facetious tales,. 470 

When sent with God's comnfissMm {o the heart 
*So did not Paul. Direct me tf^a qaip ^ 
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Or merry turn in slW he ever wrote, 

And 1 consent you take it tor you r- text. 

Your only one, till sides and benches fail. 

No : he was serious in a serious cause, 

And understood too well the weij'hty terms 
That he hail ta’en in charge. He would not sloop 
To conquer those by jocular exploits. 

Whom truth and soberness assailed in vain. 4S0 

Oh, popular applause ! what heart of man 
Is proof against thy sweet seducing charms? 

The wisest and the best feel urgent need 
^ Of all their caution in thy gentlest gales ; 

‘'But'^welled into ajgust — who tjien, alas! 

With all his canvas set, and inexpert. 

And therefore heedless, can withstand thy power? 

Praise fmm the ri veiled lips of tootMess, Ixild 
Decrepitude, and i;i the looks of lean 

And craving poverty, and in the Iww 490 

Respectful of the smutched artificer. 

Is oft ‘foo welcome, and may much disturb 
The bias bf the purpose. How much more 
Poured forth by beauty splendid and polite, 

In language soft as adoration breathes? 

Ah, spare your idol ! think him human still ; 

Charms he may have, but he has frailties too ; 

Dote not too much, nor stxiil what yc admire. 

All truth is from the sempiternal source 
Of Light Divine. But Egypt, Greece, and Rome 5C0 

Drew from the stream below. More favoured, we 
Drink, when we choose it, at the fcTan tain-head. 

To them it flowed much mingle <1 and defiled 
With hurtful error, prejudice, and dreams 
Illusive of philosophy, so called, ' 

But falsely. Sages after sages strove 

In vain to Alter off a crvstal draught m 

Pure from the lees, which often more enhanced 

The thirst than slaked it, and not seldom brevi 

Intoxication and delirium wild. 510 

In vain they pushed inquiry to the birth 

And spring-time of the world ; asked, Whence is man ? 

Why formed at all ? And wherefore as he is ? 

Where must he And his Maker?* With what rites 
Ad'we Him? Will He h%&T, accept, and bless? 

Or does He sit regardless of His works? 

Has man within him an immortal seed ? 

Or docs the tomb ta^e all ? If he survive 
His ashes, where? and in what weal or woe? c 

Kflots worthy of solution, which alone 520 

A DeiW could solve. Their answers vague. 

And all at random, fabulous and dark. 

Left them as dark then^elves.* Their rules of life 
D^ective and uitsanctionedf^proved too weak 
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To bind the roving appetite, anc^lead 
Blind Nafiire to a God not, yet revealed. 

*Tis Revelation satisfies all doubts. 

Explains all mysteries, except her own. 

And so illuminates the path of life, 

TJhftt fools discover it, and stra^ no more. 

I^w tell me, dignified and sapient sir. 

My man of ^oi^ nurtured in the shades 
Of Academus, is this false or true ? 

Is Christ the abler teacher, or the schools? 

If Christ, then why resort at every turn 
To Athens or to Rome, for wisdom short 
Of man’s ocAsions, wl^en ii^Him reside . 

Grace, knowledge, comfort, — an unfathomed store ? 
How oi^ when Paul has served us with a text, 

Has Epictetus, Pl|ito, 'Ailly, preached ! 

Men that, if now alive, woultl sit content 
And humble learners of a .Saviour’s worth, 

Preach itVho might Such was their love of truth, 
Their thirst of knowledge, and their candour too. 

And thus it is. The pastor, either vain*« ^ 
By nature, or by ilattery made so, taught 
To gaze at his own splendour, and to exalt 
Absurdly, not his office, but himself, — 
fit unenlightened, and too proud to learn, — 

Or vicious, and not therefore apt to teach, — 
Perverting often by the stress of lewd 
And loose example, whom he should instruct, — 
Exposes and holcls up to broad disgrace 
The noblest function, ad^ discredits much 
•The brightest truths that man has ever seen. 

For ghostly counsel, if it either fall 
Below the exigence, or be not backed . 

With show of love, at least with hopeful proof 
Of some sincerity on the giver’s part; 

Or be dishonoured in the exterior form 
And mode of its conveyance, by such tricks 
As move derision, or by foppish airs 
And histrionic mummery, that let riown 
The pulpit to the level of the stage, 

Drops from the lips a disregarded thing. 

S'he weak perhaps are moved, bt^ are not taught, 
While prejudice in men of stronger minds 
Takes deeper root, confirmed by what th^ see. 

A relaxation Sf religion’s hold 
Upon the roving and untutored heart 
Aoon follows, and the curb of conscience snapped, 
The laity run wild.— But do they now? 

Note their extravagance, and be convinced. 

As nations, ignorant of Go^ contrive 
A wooden one, so we^ no longer taught 
By monitors that mother church^pplies^ * 
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Now make our own. Posterity will ask 
(If e’er posterity see verse olmineK 
Some fifty or a hundred lustrums hence, 

What was a monitor in George’s days? 580 

My very gentle reader yet unborn, 

Of whom 1 needs must augur better thin^. 

Since Heriven would sure grow weary of a world 
Productive only of a race like ours, i 

A monitor is wood. Plank shaven thin. 

We wear it at our backs. There closely braced 
And neatly fitted, it compresses hard 
The prominent and most unsightly bones, 

And^ binds the shoulders flat. We prove its use 
Sovereign and mosl eflectiial to^secuib 590 

A form not now gymnastic as of yore. 

From rickets and distortion, else our lot. ^ 

But thus admonished we can walk erect, 

One proof at least ^f manhood ; while the friend 
Sticks close, a Mentor worthy of his charge. 

* Our habits, costlier than Lucullus wore, 

And by caprice multiplied as his, 

Just please us while the fashion is at full, 

But change with every moon. 'I'he sycophant 

Who waits to dress us, arbitrates their date ; 600 

Surveys his fair reversion witli keen eye ; 

Finds one ill made, another obsolete, 

This fils not nicely, that is ill conceived ; 

And, making prize of all that he condemns 
With our expenditure defrays his own. 

Variety’s the very spice of life, 

That gives it all its flavour. We have run 
Through every change that fancy at the loom 
Exhausted, has had genius to supply ; 

And, studious of mutation still, disca^ Cio 

A real elegance, a little used. 

For monstrous novelty and strange disguise. 

We &crifice to dress, till household joys 

And comforts cease. Dress drains our cellar dry. 

And keeps our larder lean ; puts out our fires. 

And introduces hunger, frost, and woe, . 

Where peace and hospitality might reign. 

What man that lives, and that knows how to live, 

W'ovjd fail to exhibit at tlfe public shows ** 

A form as splendid as the proudest there, 620 

Though appetite raise outcries at the cost ? 

A man o’ the town dines late, but soon enough. 

With reasonable forecast and dispatch. 

To ensure a side-box station at half-price. 

You think, perhaps, so delicate his dress, 

His daily fare as delicate. Alas ! « 

He picks clean teeth, and, busy as he seems 
With an old tavem quill, is^ungry yet. 
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The Rou^ is Folly’s circle, whic|} she draws 

With magic wand. So potent is the spell, 630 

That none decoyed into that fatal ring, 

Unless by Heaven’s peculiar grace, escape. 

There we grow early grey, but never wise ; 

'{here form connexions, but acquire no friend ; 

Sblicit pleasure, hopeless of success ; 

Waste youtlt in occupations only tit 
Forcecond childhood ; and devote old age 
To sports which only childhood could excuse. 

There they are happiest who dissemble best 

I’heir weariness ; and they the most polite 6*;^ 

Who squanefir time an^ tresiure witn a spiile, 

'I'hough at their own destruction. She that asks 
Her dev ^ve hundred friends, contemns them all. 

And hates their coming. They (what can they IcssJ) 

Make just reprisals, and witif cringe and ^h rug, 

And bow obsequious, hide their hate of her. 

All calclf the frenzy, downward from her Graces 

Whose flambeaux dash against the morning skies 

And gild our chamber ceilings as they passjt 

To her who, frugal only that her thrift 650 

May feed excesses she can til afford. 

Is hackneyerl home unlackeved ; wlto in haste 
flighting, turns the key in her own door. 

And at the watchman’s lantern borrowing light, 

Finds a cold bed her only comfort left* 

Wives beggar husbands, husbands starve their wives, 
pn Fortune’s velvet altar offering up 
Their last poor pittance*- Fortune, nK»st severe 
• Of go<ldcsses yet known, and costlier far 
Than all that held their routs in Juno’s heaven ! CGo 

So fare we in this prison-house the woi Id. 

And ’tis a fearful spectacle to see 
So many maniacs aancing in their chains 
They gaze upon the links that hoitl tlu*m fast. 

With eyes of anguish, execrate their lot. 

Then shake them in despair, and dnnee again. 

Now basket up the family of plagues . 

That waste our vitals ; peculation, sale 
Of honour, perjury, corruption, frauds 

JBy forgery, by subterfuge of law, ^ Gto 

By tricks and lies as numerous and as keen 
As the necessities their authom feci ; 

Then cast thdhi, closely bundled, every brat 
At the right door. Profus on is the sire, 
f’rofusion unrestrained, with all that’s base 
In character, has littered all the land. 

And bred, within the memory of no few, 

A priesthood such as Jlibrs was of old, 

A people such as never was tHl^owt 
It & a hungry vice it eats up all 
r a 
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'I'hat gives society its beauty^ strength, 

Convenience, and security, and use : 

Makes men mere vermin, worthy to be trapped 
And gibbeted as fast as catchpole>claws 
Can seize the slippery prey : unties the knot 
Of union, and converts the sacred band 
That holds mankind together, to a scourge. 

Profusion deluging a state with lusts 
Of (grossest nature and of worst effects, 

Prepares i^for its ruin : hardens, blinds, C90 

And warps the consciences of public men 

Till t|j,py can laugh at virtue ; mock the fools 

That trust them ; and, in the end, disclose a face 

'I'hat would have shocked credulity herself 

Unmasked, vouchsafing this their sole excuse ; 

Since all alike are selfish — why not they? * 

I'his does Profusion,*-and the accurst cause 
Of such deep mischief has itself a cause. 

In co]Jeges and halls, in ancient days, 

When leaning, virtue, piety, and truth 700 

Were precious, ar:<i inculcated with care. 

There dwelt a sage called Discipline. Ilis head 
Not yet by time completely silvered o’er, 

Pespoke him past the bounds of freakish youth, 

Put strong for service still, and unimpaired. 

Ills eye was meek and gentle, and a smile 
l’lay<d on his lips, and in his speech was heard 
Paternal sweetness, dignity, and love. 

The occupation dearest to his heart ^ 

Was to encourage goodness. He would stroke 710 

'I'he head of modest and ingenuous worth 
That blushed at its own praise ; and pre.ss the youth 
CMose to his side that pleased him. l.«aming grew 
Peneath his care, a thriving vigorous plant ; 

The mind was well informed, the passions held 
Subordinate, and diligence was choice. 

If e’er it chanced, as sometimes chance it must, 

That one among so many overleaped 
The limits of control, his gentle eye 

CJrew stem, and darted a severe rebuke ; " 720 

His frown was full of terror, and his voice 

Shoo^^ the delinquent with «uch fits of awe 

As 1 £!iI him not, till penitence had won 

Lost favour back again, and closed the breach. 

But Discipline, a faithful servant long, 

Declined at length into the vale of years; 

A palsy struck his arm, his sparkling eye 
Was quenched in rheums of age. his voice unstning 
Grew tremulous, and moved derision more 
Than reverence, in perverse rebellious youtli. 730 

So colleges and halls nc|lect|vd much 
Their good old friend, and Discipline at length 
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O’erlookiM and unemployed, felt sick, and died. 

Then Study languished, Emulation slept, 

And Virtue fled. The schools became a scene 
Of solemn farce, \vhere Ignorance in stilts. 

His cap well lined with logic not his own, 
t^ith parrot-tongue performed the scholar's part, 

Proceeding moon a graduated dunce. 

Thep compromise had place, and scrutiny 740 

Ilecame stone blind, precedence went in truck, * 

And he was competent whose purse was so. ^ 

A dissolution of all bonds ensued ; 

The curbs iifli^euted for the mulish mouth 
Of headstrong youth ^^cre iJtoken; bars*and bolls 
Grew rusty by disuse, and massy gates 
Ft)rgot their offieg, opening with a touch ; 

Till gowns at length are fotiitd mere masquerade ; 

I'lie tassellcd cap and the spruce band a^est, 

A mockary of the world. What need of these 750 

r'or gamesters, jockeys, brothcllers impure, 

Spendthrifts and booted sportsmen, oftcnc^^scen • 

With belted wai^i und pointers at their heels 
Than in the bounds of duty? What was learned. 

If aught was learned in childhood, is forgot, 

An<l such expense as pinches parents blue, 

•And mortifies the liberal hand of love. 

Is squandered in pursuit of idle sports 
And vicious pleasures; buys the Doy a name, 

That sits a stigma on his father’s house, •jCo 

*And cleaves through lif# inseparably close 
^.To him tliat wears it. What can after-games 
Of riper joys, and commerce with the world, 

The lewd vain world that must receive him soon, 

Add to such erudition thus acquired. 

Where science and where virtue are professed ? 

They may confirm his habits, rivet iost 

His folly, but to spoil him is a task 

That bids defiance to the united powers 

Of fashion, dissipation, tavern^ stews. 770 

Now, blame we most the nurslings or the nurse? 

The children crooked and twisted and deformed 
.Through want of care, or her whpse winking eye 
And slumbering oscitancy mars tne brood ? 

The nurse no doubt. Regardless of her charge, 

She needs ha^elf correction ; needs to learn 
That it is dangerous sporting with the world, 

>With things so sacred as a nation’s trust. 

The nurture of her youth, her dearest pledge. 

All are not such. I had a brother once^ 750 

Peace to the memory of a man of worth, 

A man of letters, and of manners tQo; 

Of manners sweet as virtue alWIys wears • 

Whe9 gay g^od-nature dresses her in smiles. 
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He graced a college,* in whibh ord^er yet 
Was sacred; and was honoured, loved, and wept 
By more than one, themselves conspicuous there. 

Some minds arc tempered happily, and mixed 
With such ingredients of good sense and taste 
Of what is excellent in man, they thirst 793 

With such a zeal to be what they approve, ‘ 

That no restraints can circumscribe them more 
TliJiA they themselves by choice, for wisdom*s sake. 

Nor can example hurt them ; what they see 

Of vice in others but enhancing more 

The cf^arms of virtue in their jus^ esteem. * 

If such escape contagion, and emerge ‘ 

Pure, from so foul a ])oo], to shine abroad, 

And give,, the world their talents and tliemselves, 

Small thanks to thos^ whose negligence or sloth Soo 

Exposed their inexperience to the snare, 

And left them to an undirected choice. 

See then tlie (]uiver broken and decayed. 

In which aiw kep^^^our arrows. Rusting there 
In wild disorder, and unfit for use. 

What wonder, if discharged into the world, 

Tliey shame their sliootcis with a random flight. 

Their points obtuse, and feathers drunk with wine. 

Well may the church wage unsucessful war, 

" With such artillery armed. Vice parries wide 810 

The undroaded volley with a sword of straw. 

And stands an impudent and fearless mark. 

Have we not tmeked the felon hoit.e, and found 
His birthplace and his dam? The country mourns, 

Mourns, because every plague that can infest 
Society, and that saps and worms the base 
Of the edifice that Policy has raised. 

Swarms in all quarters ; meets the eye, the ear, 

And suffocates the breath at every turn. 

Profusion breeds them ; and the cause itself 820 

Of that calamitous mischief has been found : 

F'ound too where most offensive, in the skirts 
Of the robed pedagogue. Else, let the arraigned 
Stand up unconscious, and refute the charge. 

So when the Jewish leader ^tretched his arm, 

Andti aved his rod divine, a race obscene, 

Spawned in the muddy beds of Nile, came forth. 

Polluting Egypt. Gardens, fields, and plains ' 

Were covered with the pest. The streets were filled : 

The croaking nuisance lurked in every nook, 830 «. 

Nor (>alaces nor even chambers ’scap^ 

And the land stank, so numerous was the fry. 

* Bcnct, Collier Cambridge. 
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THE GARDEN. 

• 

Argument. — Self-rccolleclion and reproof— Address to domestic happiness— Some account *of 
myself— The vanity of many of their pursuits who are reputed wise— Justification of my 
censures— Divine illumination necessary to the most expert philosopher— I'h# question, What 
is truth? answered by other questions— Domestic happiness addre^iMd again — Few lovcr^of 
the country— My tame hare — Occupations of a retired gentleman in his garden— Pruning — 
Framing — GrecnhousengSowiug of flower-seeds— 'I’he country prefcrable^o thfwtown even in 
the winter— Reasons why it is dcsorted A that season>» Ruinous effects of gaming, and of 
expensive iiiiproveinent - Rook concludes with an apostrophe to the metropolis. 


As one, who, lon|{ in thicketg and in brakes 
Entangled, winds now this way and nov^that 
His devious course uncertain, seeking home; 

Or having long in miry ways been foiled 
And sore discomfited, from slough to sloug|\ 
Plunging, and hi-.f despairing of escape, * 

If chance at length he finds a greensward smooth 
And faithful to the foot, his spirits rise, 

He cherups brisk his ear -erecting steed, 

*And winds his way with pleasure and with ease ; 

So I, designing other themes, and called 
To adorn the Sofa with eulogium due, 

To tell its slumbers and to paint its dreams, 

•Have rambled wide : ingcountry, city, seat 
Of academic fame (howe’er deserved), 

* l.ong held and scarcely disengaged at last. 

But now with pleasant pace a cleanlier road 
I mean to tread. 1 feel myself at large, 
Courageous, and refreshed for future toil, 

If toil awaits me, or if dangers new. 

Since pulpits fail, and sounding-boards reflect 
Most part an empty ineffectual sound, 

What chance that I, to fame so little known. 

Nor conversant wjth men or manners much, 

Should speak to purpose, or with better hope 
^ Crack the satiric thong? ’Twere wiser far 
*For me, enamoured of sequesterftl scenes. 

And charmed with rural beauty, to repose 
Where chanae may throw me, beneath elm or vine, 
My languid limbs when summer sears the plains, 
yOr when rough winter r^es, on the soft 
* And sheltered Sofa, while the llitro^s air 
Feeds a blue flame, and makes a cheerful hearth ; 
There, undisturbed by Folly, and apprised 
How great the danger of disturbing: Iier, 

•To muse in silence, or at least%onnhe • 
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My partners tn retreat. Di^iist concealed 
Is oft times proof of wisdom, whe'n the fault 
Is obstinate, and cure beyond our reach. 40 

Domestic happiness, thou only bliss 
Of Paradise that has survived the fall ! 

Though few now taste thee unimpaired and pure. 

Or tasting long enjoy thee, too inhrm 
Or too incautious to preserve thy sweets 
Ur mixed with drops of bitter, which neglect 
Or temper, sheds into thy crystal cup. 

Thou art the nurse of Virtue. In thine arms 
She ^miles, appearing, as in truth she is, 

Ilca-ven-bom, and destined to the skijs again. 50 

Thou art not known where Pleasure is«adored. 

That reeling goddess with the zoneless waist 
And waxdering eyes, still leaning on the afni 
Of Novelty, her nckle frail support ; 

For thou art meek and constant, hating change. 

And hiding in the calm of truth- tried love 
Joys that her stormy raptures never yield. 

Forsaking thee, \V*hat shipwreck have we made 
Of honour, dignity, and fair renown. 

Till prostitution elbows us aside 60 

In all our crowded streets, and senates seem 
Convened for purposes of empire less, 

, Than to release the adultress from her bond. 

The adultress 1 what a theme for angry verse ! 

What provocation to the indignant heart 
That feels for injured love ! but I dis|Jain 
The nauseous task to paint her as she is. 

Cruel, abandoned, gloiving in her shame. 

No. Let her pass, ana charioted along 

In guilty splendour, shake the public ways ; 70 

The frequency of crimes has washed them white ; 

And verse of mine shall never brand the wretch. 

Whom matrons now, of character unsmirched. 

And chaste themselves, are not ashamed to own. 

Virtue and vice had boundaries in old time, 

Not to be passed ; and she that liad renoumred 
Her sex’s honour, was renounced herself 
By all that prized it ; not for prudery’s sake. 

But dignity^s, resentful of tfie wrong. 

*Tw^ hard perhaps on here and there a waif^ So 

Desirous to return, and not received ; » 

But was a wholesome rigour in the main. 

And taught the unblemished to preserve with care 
That purity, whose loss was loss of all. 

Men too were nice in honour in those days. 

And jud^d offenders well, llien he that sharped. 

And pocketed a prize by fraud obtained. 

Was marked and rhunned asodious. He that sold 
His country', or was slack when she required ^ 
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His every*nerve in action and at%tretch, 90 

I’aid with the blood that h% had basely spared 
The price of his default. But now — ^yes, now, 

We are become so candid and so £iir. 

So liberal in construction, and so rich 
Ifi Christian charity, (good-natured age !) 

That they aie safe, sinners of either sex. 

Transgress what laws they may. Well dressed, well bred, 
Well equipaged, is ticket good enough * 

To pass us readily through every door. 

Hypocrisy, detest her as we may, 100 

(And no mutds hatred ever wronged her yet,) 

Klay claim this merit sfill— tfiat she admits 
The worth of what she mimics with such care. 

And thilk gives Virtue indirect applause; 

But she has burn^ her masl% not needed here, 

Where Vice has such allowance, that he^ shifts 
And specious semblances have lost their use. 

I was a stricken deer that left the herd 
Long since ; with many an arrow deep inh^^l 
My p.'inting si<le charged, when I withcn'cw 1 10 

To seek a tranquil death in distant shades. 

There was I found by One who had Himself 
Been hurt by the archers. In His side I le bore, 

^nd in His hands and feet, the cruel scars. 

With gentle force soliciting the darts. 

He drew them forth, and healed and bade me live. 

Since then, with few associates, in remote 
And silent woods 1 wander, far from those 
My former partners of the peopled scene ; 

*Wilh few associates, and not wishing more. 120 

Here much 1 ruminate, as much I may. 

With other views of men and manners now 
Than once, and others of a life to come. 

I se#* that all are wanderers, gone astray 
Each in his own delusions; they are lost 
In chase of fancied happiness, still wooed 
And never won. Dream after dream ensues. 

And still they dream that they shall still succeed. 

And still are disappointed. Rings the world 
With the vain stir. I sum up half mankind, i %o 

And add two-thirds of the remaining half. 

And find the total of their hopes and fears 
Dreams, empty dreams. The million -flit as gay 
As if created only like the fly 
7hat spreads his motley wings in the eye of noon. 

To sport their season, and be seen no more. 

The rest are sober dreamers, grave and wise. 

And pregnant with discoveries new and rare. 

Some write a narrative of wars, and {eats 
Of heroes little known, and csdMie rant * 

A his(pry : d^ribe the man, of whom 
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llis own coevals took but liftle nqte. 

And paint his person, character, and views. 

As they had known him from his mother’s womb. 

They disentangle from the puzzled skein 
In which obscurity has wrapped them up. 

The threads of politic and shrewd design 
That ran through all his purposes, and charge 
mind with meanings that he never had. 

Or havin^r,, kept concealed. Some drill and bore 150 

The solici'carth, and from the strata there 

^xtract a register, by which we learn 

That'*IIe who made it, and reveled its date 

To Moses, was mistaken in its age. * 

Some, more acute and more industrious still, 

Contriv^ creation ; travel Nature up 
To the sharp peak pf her sublienest height^’ 

And tell us whence the stars; why some are fixed, 

And planetary some; what gave them first 

Kotatiun, from what fountain flowed their light. 160 

Cireat contest fo^ows, and much learned dust 

Involves the combatants, each claiming tnith. 

And truth disclaiming both : and thus they spend 
The little wick of life’s poor shallow lamp 
In playing tricks with nature, giving laws 
To distant worlds, and trifling in their own. 

' Is’t not a pity now, that tickling rheums 
Should ever lease the lungs and blear the siglit 
Of oracles like these? Great pity loo. 

That having wielded the elements, icnd built 1 yo 

A thousand systems, each in his own way. 

They should go out in fume and be forgot ? 

Ah! what is life thus spent? -and what are they 
but frantic who thus spend it all for smoke ? 

Ktcrnity for bubbles proves at last 
A .senseless bargain. When I see such games 
Played by the creatures of a Power who swears 
That He will judge the earth, and call the foul 
To a sharp reckoning that has lived in vain ; 

And when I weigh this seeming wisdom V'ell, 180 

And prove it in the infallible result 
So hollow and so false — I Jeel my heart 
Dist Jive in pit^r, and account the learned, 

If this be learning, most of all deceived. 

Great crimes alarm the conscience, but it sleepj 
While thouglitful man is plausibly amused. 

** Defend me therefore, common sense,” say I, 

“ From reveries so airy, from the toil 
Of dropping buckets into empty wells. 

And growing old in drawing nothing upl” 1 90 

‘•’Twere well,” says one sum erudite, profound. 

Terribly arched and aquilin^is nose. 

And overbuilt with most impending brou 
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** 'Twere Well, could you permit t^e world to live 
As the world pleases. What*s the world to vou?" 

Much. 1 was born of woman, and drew milk, 

As sweet as charity, from human breasts. 

1 ^link, articulate, 1 laugh and weep, 

And exercise all functions of a man. 

How then should I and any man that lives 200 

Be stsangers to each other ? Pierce my vein. 

Take of the crimson stream meandering there, 

And catechise it well. Apply thy glass, 

Search it, and prove now 11 it be not blood 
Congenial wiA thine own : and if it be, 

What edge of subtlety canst tnou suppose* 

Keen en^jugh, wise and skilful as thou art. 

To cut the link of Jirotherhood, by which 
One coniinon Maker bound rtfc to the kind ? 

True; I am no proficient, I confess, * 210 

In arts lilA yours. I cannot call the swift 
And perilous lightnings from the angry clouds, 

And bid them hide themselves in earth benu^th; 

I cannot analyse the air, nor catch 

The parallax of yonder luminous point 

That seems half <[uenched in the immense abyss ; 

JJuch powers I boajit not — neither can I rest 
A silent witness of the headlong rage 
Or heedless folly by which thousands die, 

Cone of my bone, and kindred souls to mine. 220 

• God never meant that man should scale the hca\ cmis 
By strides of human wisffom. In His works, 
sThough wondrous, He commands us in His word 
To seek Him rather where His mercy shines. 

The mind indeed, enlightened from above. 

Views Him in all ; ascribes to the grand cause 
The grand effect ; acknowledges with joy 
His manner, and with rapture tastes His style. 

But never yet did philosophic tube, 

That brings the planets home into the eye 230 

Of observation, and discovers, else 
Not visible, His family of worlds, 

Discover Him that rules them ; such a veil 
Hangs over mortal eyes, blind fregn the birth, 

And dark in things divine. Full often too 
Oiir wayward intellect, the more we leatn 
Of nature, o^rlooks her Author more. 

From instrumental causes proud to draw 
Conclusions retrograde, and mad mistake. 

But if His word once teach us, shoot a ray *240 

Through all the heart’s dark chambers, and reveal 
Truths undiscemed but by that holy light. 

Then all is plain. Philosoph)' ^pti^ 

In the pure fountain of etemu love * 

Has eyes indled; and viewing all she sees 
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Gives Him His praise, and forfeits not her own. 
Learning has borne such fruit in other days 
On all her branches : piety has found 
Friends in the friends of science, and true prayer 
Has flowed from lips wet with Castalian dews. 
Such was thy wisdom, Newton, childlike sage * 
Sagacious reader of the works of God, 

And in His word sagacious. Such too thine, 
Milton, V hose genius had angelic wings. 

And fed on manna. And such thine, in whom 
* OurrBritish Themis gloried with just cause. 
Immortal Hale ! for deep discernment praised 
And sound integrity, not more than famed 
For sanctity of manners undefiled. 

All flesh is grass, and all ito: glory fades 
Like the fair flowdr dishevelled in the wind ; 
Riches have wings, and grandeur is a dream ; 
The i;ian we celebrate must find a tomb, 

And we that wpjj^ship him, ignoble graves. 
Nothing is proof against the generm curse 
Of vanity, that seizes all below. 

The only amaranthine flower on earth 
Is virtue; the only lasting treasure, truth. 

But what is truth? *Twas Pilate’s question put 
To Truth itself, that deigned him no reply. 

And wherefore? will not God impart His light 
To them that ask it? — Freely — ’tis His joy. 

His glory and His nature, to impact. 

But to the proud, uncandid, insincere, 

Or negligent inquirer, not a spark. 

What’s that which brings contempt upon a book. 
And him who writes it, though the style be neat, 
'Fhc method clear, and argument exact? 

That makes a minister in holy things 
The^joy of many, and the dread of more. 

His name a theme for praise and for reproach? 
That while it gives us worth in God's account, 
Depreciates and undoes us in our own? 

What pearl is it that rich men cannot buy. 

That learning is too proud to gather up, 
Byf|,which the poor and the despised of all 
Seek and obtain, and often find unsought? 

Tell me, and I will tell thee what is truth. 

Oh friendly to the best pursuits of man. 
Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace, 
Domestic life in rural leisure passed I 
Few know thy value, and few taste thy sweets 
Though many boast thy favours and affect 
To understand and chopse thee for their own. 

But foolish man foregoes hir proper bliss, 

Even as his first progenitor, and quits, t 
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Though p 4 ced in Paradise, (for eartli has still 
Some traces of her youthful beauty left,) 

Substantial happiness for transient joy. 300 

0 Scenes formed tor contemplation, and to nurse 
The growing seeds of wisdom — that suggest, 

Uji eve^ pleasing image they present. 

Reflections s^ch as mdiorate tne heart. 

Compose the passions, and exalt the mind — 

Scenes such as these, *tis his supreme delight 
I'o fill with riot, and defile with blood. 

Should some contagion, kind to the poor brutes 
We persecute^ annihilate the tribes 

That draw the sportsmaa over hill and dak '3^0 

Fearless, and rapt away from all his cares ; 

Should never game-fowl hatch her eggs again. 

Nor baited hook deceive the fish's eye ; 

Could pageantry and dance, Ad feast and song. 

Be quellec^ in all our summer-months* retreats; 

« How many self-deluded nymphs and swains, 

Who dream they have a taste for fields and groves, 

Would find them huleous nurseries of the spfccn. * 

And crowd the roaas, impatient for the town ! 

They love the country, and none else, who seek 320 

For their own sake its silence and its shade; 

Delights which who would leav^ that has a heart 
Susceptible of pity, or a mind 
Cultured and capable of sober thought, 

For all the savage din of the swift pack, 

And clamours of the fieiy? Detested sport, 

'I'hat owes its pleasures to another's pain, 

•That feeds upon the sobs and dying shrieks 
Of harmless nature, dumb, but yet endued 
With eloquence that agonies inspire, ^ 330 

(Jf silent tears and heart-distending sighs! 

Vain tears, alas ! and sighs that never find 
A corresponding tone in jovial souls. 

Well, — one at least is safe. One sheltered hare 
Has never heard the sanguinary yell 
Of cruel man, exulting in her woes. 

Innocent partner oT my peaceful home. 

Whom ten long years’ experience of my care 

Has made at last familiar, she hasdost 

Mucli of her vigilant instinctive dmd, ' 

• Not needful hjre, beneath a roof like mine. 

Yes, — thou mayst eat thy bread, and lick the hand 
That feeds thee ; thou mayst frolic on the floor 
At evening, and at night retire secure 
To thy straw couch, and slumber unalarmed : 

For 1 have gained thy confidence, have pledged 

All that is human in me to prqtect 

Thine unsuspecting gratitude and iove. , 

If 1 survive thee 1 will dig thy grave ; 
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And when 1 place thee in jt, sighing say, 

1 knew at least one hare that had a friend. 

How various his emjjloyments whom the world 
Calls idle, and who justly in return 
Esteems that busy world an idler too ! 

Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen. 
Delightful industry enjoyed at home^ 

And Nature in her cultivated trim 
pressed to his taste, inviting him abroad-* 

Can he want occupation who has these ? 

Will he't& idle who has much to enjoy ? 

, Me, therefore, studious of laborif>us ease, 

Not slothful, happy to deceive the tjme 
Not waste it, and aware that human life 
Is but a loan to be repaid with use. 

When .^le shall call iiis debtors to account. 

From whom are a)l our blessiiigs, business hnds 
Even here ; while sedulous I seek to im]>rove. 

At leut neglect not, or leave unemployed, 

The thind lie gave me ; driving it, though slack 
Too oft, iind nyrch impeded in its work 
By causes not to be divulged in vain. 

To its just point — the service of mankind. 

He that attends to his interior self, — 

That has a heart and keeps it, — has a mind 
That hungers and supplies it, — and who seeks 
A social, not a dissipated life, — 

Has business ; feels himself engaged to achieve 
No unimportant, though a silent task. 

A life all turbulence and noise ma^r seem 
To him that leads it, wise and to be praised ; 

But wisdom is a pearl with most success 
Sought in still water, and beneath clear skies. 

He that is ever occupied in storms 
Or dives not for it, or brings up instead, 

Vraly industrious, a disgraceful prize. 

Tne morning finds the sclf-scquestercd man 
Fresh for his task, intend what task he may^ 
Whether inclement seasons recommend 
His warm but simple home, where he enjoys, 

With her who shares his pleasures and his heart. 
Sweet converse, sipping ^Im the fragrant lymph 
Witich neatly she prepares ; then to liis book 
Well chosen, and not sullenly perused 
In selfish silence, but impart^ oft 
As aught occurs that she may smile to hear. 

Or turn to nourishment digested well. 

Or if the garden with its many cares. 

All well repaid, demand him, he attends 
The welcome call, conscious how much the hand 
Of lubbard Lalmur needs his watchful eye, 

Oft loitering lazily if -not o erseen. 
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Or misapplying his unskilful strength. 

Nor does ne govern only direct, 

But much performs himself. No works indeed 
That ask robust tough sinews bred to toil, 

Servile employ ; but such as may amuse, 

N^t tire, demanding rather skill than force. 

Proud of his well*spread walls, he views his trees 
That meet, ifb barren interval between, 

With*pleasure more than even their fruits afford, g 10 

Which, save himself who trains them, none can fc^ : 

These therefore are his own peculiar charge, 

No meaner hand may discipline the shoots. 

None but his^teel approach. g;hcm. What is weak. 
Distempered, or has lost prolific powers, 

Impaired by age, his unrelenting hand 
Dooms to the knifg : nor does he spare the soft 
And succulent, that feeds its^iant grow^ 

But barren, at the expense of neigh lx>unng twigs 

Less osteiftatious, and yet studded thick 420 

With hopeful gems. The rest, no portion left 

That may disgrace his art, or disappoint 

Large expectation, lie disposes neat 

At measured distances, that air and sun. 

Admitted freely, may afford their aid, 

And ventilate and warm the swelling buds. 

Hence Summer has her riches, Autumn hence, 

And hence even Winter fills his withered hand 
With blushing fruits, and plenty not his own.* 
fair recompense of labour well bestowed, 430 

And wise precaution, wHIch a clime so rude 
•Makes needful still, whose Spring is but the child 
Of churlish Winter, in her fruward moods 
Discovering much the temper of her sire. 

For oft, as if in her the stream of mild 
Maternal nature had reversed its course, 

She brings her infants forth with many smiles, 

But once delivered, kills them with a frown. 

He therefore, timely warned, himself supplies 
Her want of care, screening and keeping w'arm 440 

The plenteous bloom, that no rough blast may sweep 
His ^rlands from the boughs. Again, as oft 
As the sun peeps and vemm airs V^athe- mild, 

The fence withdrawn, he gives them every beam, 

And spreads his hopes before the blaze of day. 

To raise thd^ prickly and green-coated gourd. 

So grateful to the paUte, and when rare 
9 o coveted, else base and disesteemed, — 

Food for the vulgar merely, — is an art 
That toiling ages have but just matured, 

And at this moment unassayed in song. 

% * • 

* Mimturque novos fructus et non stia poma."— ViRG. 
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Yet gnatb have had, and frof^s and mice, lung bin .e 
Their eulugv ; thobe sang the Mrntuan bard. 

And these the Grecian, in ennobling strains ; 

And in thy numbers. Philips, shines for aye 
The solitary Shilling. Pardon then. 

Ye sage dispensers of poetic fame, 

The ambition of one meaner far, whose powers, 

Prebuming an attempt not less sublime, 

Pr.nt for the praise of dressing to the taste 460 

Of criti^ppetite, no sordid fare, 

A cucuiimcr, while costly yet and scarce. 

« T^e stable yields a stercoraceous heap, 

Impregnated with quick fermer*tiug fsalts. 

And potent to resist the freezing blast : 

For ere the beech and elm have cast their leaf 
Deciduous, when now November dark 
Checks vegetation on the torpiS plant 
Exposed to his cold breath, the task begins. 

Wariljv therefore, and with prudent heed, 470 

He seeks a favoured spot ; that where he builds 

The agglomera' dd pile, his frame may front 

The sun's meridian disk, and at the back 

Enjoy close shelter, wall, or reeds, or hedge 

Impervious to the wind. First he bids spread 

Dry fern or Uttered hay, that may imbibe 

The ascending damps ; then leisurely impose. 

And lightly, shaking it with agile hand 
From the lull foik, the saturated straw. 

What longest binds the closest, forms secure 4S0 

The shapely side, that as it rises tallies 
By just degrees, an overhanging breadth. 

Sheltering the base with its projected eaves. 

The uplifted frame, compact at every joint. 

And overlaid with clear translucent glass. 

He settles next upon the sloping mount. 

Whose sharp declivity shoots off secure 
From the dashed pane the deluge as it falls : 

He shuts it close, and the Urst labour ends. 

Thrice must the voluble and restless earth 490 

Spin round upon her axle, ere the warmth, 

slow gathering in the midst, through the square maso 

Diffused, attain the surface : when, behold 1 

A- pestilent and most corrosive steam, 

l.ike a gross fog Boeotian, rising fast, 

And fast condensed upon the dewy sash. 

Asks egress ; which obtained, the overcharged 
Apd drenched conservatory breathes abroad. 

In volumes wheeling slow, the vapour dank, 

A*>d purihed, rejoices to have lost 500 

Its foul inhabitant. Hut to assuage 

The impatient fprvour whiqH it first conceives 

Within Its reeking bosom, threatening death 
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To his youlig hopes, requires discreet delav. 

Experience, slow preceptre^ ; teaching oft 
The way to glory Dy miscarriage foul. 

Must prompt him, and admonish how to catch 
The auspicious moment, when the tempered heat. 

Friendly to vital motion, may afford 

Soft fermentation, and invite the seed. 510 

The seed, selected wisely, plump, and smooth. 

And ^ossy, he commits to pots of size 
Diminutive, well filled with well-prepared 
And fruitful soil, that has been treasured long, 

And drunk ndsmoisture from the dripping clouds 
These on the warm and^eniaf earth that Hides 
The smoking manure, and o’erspreads it all, 

He places lightly, and as time subdues 
The rage of fermeiftation, plimges deep 
In the soft medium, till they stand immeifed. 520. 

Then rise the tender germs, upstarting quick 
* And spreading wide their spongy lobes, at first 
Pale, wan, and livid, but assuming soon, • 

If fanned by balmy .^nd nutritious air, * 

Strained through tne friendly mats, a vi^d green. 

Two leaves produced, two rough indented leaves. 

Cautious he pinches from the second stalk 
A pimple, that portends a future .sprout, 

And inteidicts its growth. Thence straight succeed < 

The branches, sturdy to his utmost wish, 530 

Prolific all, and harbingers of more. 

The crowded roots demand enlaigement now. 

And transplantation in an ampler space, 
indulged in what they wijsh, they soon supply 
I^rge foliage, overshadowing golden flowers, 

Blown on the summit of the apparent fruit. 

These have their sexes, and when summer shines, 

The bee transports the fertilizing meal 

From flower to flower, and even the breathing air 

Wafts the rich prize to its appointed use. 540 

Not so when Winter scowls. Assistant art 

Then acts in Natur^^s office, brings to pass 

The glad espousals, and ensures the crop. 

Grudge not, ye rich, (since luxury must have 
His dainties, and the world’s more^umerous lialf 
Lives by contriving delicates for yon,) 

Grudge not the*cost. Ye little know the cares. 

The vigilance, the labour, aikl the skill 

Uat day and night are exercised, and hang 

Uron the ticklish balance of suspense, if$o 

That ye may garnish your profuse regales 

With summer fruits brought forth by wintry suns. 

Ten thousand dangers lie in watt to thyvart 
The process. Heat and cold, aiA wind and^team. 

Moisture and drought, mice, worms, and swarming flies, 
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Minute as dust and numberlos^ oft work ' 

Dire disappointment that admits no cure. 

And which no care can obviate. It were long. 

Too long to tell the expedients and the shifts 
Which he that fights a season so severe 
Devises, while he guards his tender trust. 

And oft at last in vain. The learned and wise. 

Sarcastic^ would exclaim, and judge the song 
Cold as its theme, and, like its theme, the fruit 
Of too labour, worthless when produced. 

Who loves a garden, loves a greenhouse too. 

Uncoeiscious of a less propitious clime. 

There blooms exotic beauty, w*arm and snug. 

While the winds whistle and the snows descend. 

The spiry myrtle with nn withering leaf 570 

Shines there and flourishes. The golden Loast 
Of Portugal and we-tem India there, 

The ruddier orange and the paler lime. 

Peep through their polished foliage at the storm. 

Ana seem to smile at what they need not fear. 

The amomum there with intermingling flowers 
And cherries hangs her twigs. Geranium boasts 
Her crimson honours, and the spangled beau, 

Ficoides, glitters bright the winter long. 

All plants, of every leaf that can endure 580 

The winter’s frown, if screened from his shrewd bite, 

Live there and prosper. Those Ausonia claims, 

Levantine regions these ; the Azores send 
Their jessamine, her jessamine remqte 
Caifraria : foreigners from many lands, 

They form one social shade, as if convened 
By magic summons of the Oiphean lyre. 

Vet just arrangement, rarely brought to pass 
But by a master's hand, disposing well 

The gay diversities of leaf and flower, 590 

Mustc'lend its aid to illu.strate all their charms. 

And dress the regular yet various scene. 

Plant behind plant aspiring, in the van 
The dwarfish, in the rear retired, but still 
Sublime above the rest, the statelier stand. 

So once were rang^ the sons of ancient Rome, 

A noble show ! while Roifeius trod the stage ; 

Ahd so, while Garrick as renowned os he. 

The sons of Albion, fearing each to lose • 

Some note of Nature’s music from his lips, 600 

And covetous .of Shakspeare’s beauty seen 
In esvery flash of his far-beaming eye. 

Nor taste alone and well-contrived display 
Suffice to give the marshalled ranks the grace 
Of their •complete effect. Much yet remains 
Unsung, and mmiy cfures are yet behind. 

And more laborious j cares on whi^ depends 



Tire GVtRDE!^. 


227 


Their vigoiVi injured soon, not soon restored. 
The soil must be renewed, which, often washed, 
Loses its treasure of salubrious salts. 

And disappoints the roots ; the slender roots 
Close interwoven, where they meet the vase 
Mtflt smooth l)e ^om away ; the sapless branch 
Must fly befone the knife ; the withered leaf 
Must be detached, and where it strews the floor 
Swept*with a woman's neatness, breeding else 
Contagion, and disseminating death. 

Discharge but tlieae kind offices, (and who 
Would spare, lliat loves them, offices like these?) 
Well they reward the toik lUe sight is pleased, 
The scent regaled, each odoriferous leaf, 

Kach opening blossom, freely breathes abroad 
Its gratitude, and tlfenks him ^ith its sweets. 

So manifold, all pleasing in their kind, • 

All healihfgi, are the employs of rural life^ 
Reiterated as the wheel of time 
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Runs round ; still ending, and beginning still. 

Nor are these alL To deck the ^apcly knolk 
That, softly swelled and gaily dress^, appears 
A flowery island, from the dark green lawn 630 

Emeiging, must be deemed a labour due 
To no mean hand, and asks the touch of taste. 

Here also grateful mixture of well-matched 
And sorted hues (each giving each relief 
And by contrasted beauty shining more) 
l»neenfuL Strength majL wield tlie ponderous spade. 

May turn the clod, and wheel the compost home^ 

But elegance, chief grace the gatden shows. 

And most attractive, is the fair result 

Of thought, the creature of a polished mind. *640 

Without it, all is gothic as the scene 
To which the insipid citizen resorts 
Near yonder heath; where industry mllspent^ 

But proud of his uncouth ill-chosen task. 

Has made a heaven on earth ; with suns and moons 
Of close-rammed stones has charged the encumbered soil 
And fairly laid the zodiac in the dust. 

He therefore who would see his flowers disposed 
Sightly and in just order, ere he givte 
The bedsjthe trusted treasure of their seeds, 

' Forecasts the future whole ; that when the scene 
Shall break into its |^;^conceived disfdt^, 

Eyh for itself and all as with one voice 
Conspiring, may attest his bright desqfh. 

Nor even then, dismissing at performed - 
His pleasant work, may be snppoae it done. 

Few self-supported flowers endioe the wfald 
Uiiinjured, nut expect the upholdb^ aid • 

Of the smooth shaven pcop^ and neatly tied, 
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Are wedded thus, like beauty to old age, 660 

For interest sake, the living to the dead. 

Some clothe the soil that feeds them, far diffused 
And lowly creeping, modest and yet fair. 

Like virtue^ thriving most where little seen ; 

Some, more aspiring, catch the neig^hbour shrub 
With clasping tendrils, and invest his branch. 

Else unadorned, with many a gay festoon 
And fragrant chaplet, recompensing well 
The strength they borrow with the grace they lend. 

All hate the rank society of weeds, 670 

Noisome, and ever greedy to exhaust 

The impoverished earth ; an ovoerbearing race. 

That, like the multitude made faction-mad. 

Disturb good order, and d^rade true worth. 

O blest seclusion from a jarring world, 

Which he, thus ocevpied, enjoys ! Retreat 
Cannot indeed to guilty man restore 
Lost innocence, or cancel follies past ; 

But it nas peace, and much secures the mind 

From all assaultsrof evil, proving still 6S0 

A faithful barrier, not o'eneaped with ease 

By vicious custom, raging uncontrolled 

Abroad, and desolating public life. 

When tierce temptation, seconded within 
, By traitor appetite, and armed with darts 
' Tempered in Hell, invades the throbbing breast. 

To combat may be glorious, and success 
Perhaps may crown us, but to fly is ^afe. 

Had 1 the choice of sublunary good, 

What could I wish that I possess not here? 690 

Health, leisure, means to improve it, friendship, peace, 

No loose or wanton, though a wandering muse. 

And constant occupation without care. 

Thus blest, I draw a picture of that bliss; 

Hopeless indeed that dissipated minds. 

And profligate abusers of a world 
Created fair so much in vain for them, 

Should seek the guiltless jo3rs that I describe. 

Allured hy my report : but sure no less 

That, self condemned, they must neglect the prize, 700 
And what they will not tasice must yet approve. 

Wfikt we admire we praise; and when we praise. 

Advance it into notice, that its worth 
^ Acknowledged, others may admire it to<w 
I therefore recommend, though at the risk 
Of popular disgust, yet boldly still. 

The cause of piety, and sacred truth. 

And virtue, and those scenes which God ordained 
Should best secure them and pi?omote them most ; 

Scenes that 1 love, and withiregret perceive 
Z'orsaken, or through folly not enjoyed. 
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Pure is nymph, though libenj of her smiles. 

And chaste, though unconfined, whom 1 extol ; 

Not as the prince in Shushan, when he called, 

Vainglorious of her charms, his Vashti forth 
To grace the full pavilion. His design 
Was but to boast his own peculiar good, 

Which all n|[ght view with envy, none partake. 

My charmer is not mine alone ; my sweets, 

And^he that ^eetens all my bitters too, |20 

Nature, enchanting Nature, in whose form 
And lineaments divine I trace a hand 
That errs no^ and find raptures still renewed, 

Is free to all men— univcrsal^prize. • 

Strange that so fair a creature should yet want 

AdmircK, and be destined to divide 

With meaner objects even thg few she finds. 

Stripped of her ornaments, her leaves, and flowers, 

She loses all her influence. Cities then 

Attract u^ and neglected nature nines, 730 

Abandoned, as unworthy of our love. 

But are not wholesome airs, though unperfluned * 

By roses, and clear suns though scarcely felt, 

And groves, if unharmonious, yet secure 
From clamour, and whose very silence charms, 

A'o be preferred to smoke, to the eclipse 
That metropolitan volcanoes make. 

Whose Stygian throats breathe darkness all day long. 

And to the stir of Commerce, driving slow, 

And thundering loud, w^ his ten thousand wheels? 740 
They would be, were not madness in the head, 

•And folly in the heart ; were England now 
What England was, plain, hospitable, kind. 

And undebauched. But we have bid farewell 
To all the virtues of those better days, 

And all their honest pleasures. Mansions once 
Knew their own masters, and laborious hinds 
Who had survived the father, served the son. 

Now the legitimate and rightful lord 
Is but a transient guest, newly arrived, 750 

And soon to be supplanted. He that saw 
His patrimonial timber cast its leaf . 

Sells the last scantling, and transfers the price 
To son^^hrewd sharper, ere it buds again. 

Estates are landscapes, gazed upon awhile. 

Then advertised, atg} auctioneered away. 

The country starves, and thev that feed the o’ercharged 
And surfeited lewd town with her fur dues, 

By a just judgment strip and .starve themselves. 

The wings that waft our ridies out of sight 760 

Grow on the gamester s elbow;, and the alert 
And nimble motion of those restless joints, • 

That never tire, soon fans them all awav.- 
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Improvement too, the idol of the age, 

Is fed with many a victim. Loit he comes, — 

The omnipotent magician, Brown, appears. 

Down falls the venerable pile, the al^e 
Of our forefathers, a grave whiskered race. 

But tasteless. Springs a palace in its stead. 

But in a distant spot, where more exposed, Ti o 

It may enjoy the advantage of the north, 

^ nd agiii.sh east, till time shall have transformed 

Those Naked acres to a sheltering grove. 

lie speaks. The lake in front becomes a lawn, 

* Woods vanish, hills subside, and valleys rise. 

And streams, as if created for his use. 

Pursue the track of his directing wand. 

Sinuous or straight, now rapid and now slow. 

Now nXirmuring soft, now roaring in caK ades, 

Even as he bids. ^The enraptured owner smiles. 7S0 

’Tis finished I and yet, hiiished as it seems. 

Still wants a grace, the loveliest it could show, 

A mfne to satisfy the enormous cost. 

Drained to thc<>]last poor item of his wealth, 

He sighs, departs, and leaves the accomplished plan 
That he has touched, retouched, many a long day 
Laboured, and many a night pursued in dreams. 

Just when it meets his hopes, anil proves the heaven 
He wanted, for a wealthier to enjoy. 

And now perhaps the glorious hour is come, 790 

W^hen having no stake left, no pledge to endear 
Her interests, or that gives her sacred cause 
A moment's operation on his love. 

He burns with most intense and flagrant zeal 
To serve his country. Ministerial grace 
Deals him out money from the public chest ; 

Or if that mine be shut, some private purse 
Supplies his need with a usurious loan, 

To<l>e refunded duly, when his vote 

Well man.nged, shall have earned its worthy price. floD 

Oh innocent, compareii with arts like these. 

Crape and cocked pistol, and the whistling ball 
Sent through the traveller’s temples I He that finds 
One drop of Heaven’s^ sweet mercy in his cup, 

Cmi dig, beg, rot, and ptrish, well content 
So he may wrap himself in honest rags 
At his last gasp ; but could not for a world 
Fish up his dirty and dependent bread. 

From pools and ditches of the commonwealth. 

Sordid and sickening at his own success. 8iO 

Ambition, avarice, penury incurred 
By endless riot, vanity, the lust 
Of pleasure and variety,' despatch. 

As duly as the cwallows dicappear. 

The world of wandering knights and squires to town. 
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London yigulfs them all. The shark is tlicre, 

And theknark's prey ; the speialthrift and the leech 
That suckb him. There (he sycophant, and he 
Who, with bareheaded and obsequious bows, 

Begs a warm office, doomed to a cold jail, 820 

And groat per diem, if his patron frown. 

The levee swarms, as if, in golden pomp. 

Were charactered on every statesman’s door, 

and bankrupt fortunfs mrnded Hcri 
These are the charms that sully and eclipse 
The charms of nature. *Tis the cruel gripe 
That lean hard-handed Poverty inflicts, 

I'he hope ctf better thinCT, the chance to win, 

The wish to shine, ihh 3 n/kt to be amused. 

That at the sound of Winter’s hoary wing S30 

Unpcdple all our counties of such herds 
or fluttering, lowering, criqging, l)egging, loose 
And wanton vagrants, as make l.ondofi, vast 
And bqiindless as it is, a crowded coop. 

Oh thou, resort and mart of all the earth. 

Chequered with all complexions of mankind, ^ 

And spotted wit) all crimes; in whom I ske 
Much that 1 love, and more that I admire, 

And all that I abhor ; thou freckled fair, 

That pleasest and yet shockest me, I can laugh 840 

And I can weep, can hoiie and can desciond. 

Feel wrath and pity, when I think on tlice S 
Ten righteous would have saved a city once, 

And thou hast many righteous. — Well for thee 1 
That salt preserves th^ ; more corrupted else, 

And therefore more obnoxious at this hour, 

Than Sodom in her day had power to be, 

For whom God heard His Abraham plead in vain. 
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Hark ! *tis the twanging ^oni ! O’er yonder Igidge, 

. Tliat with Its wearisome buMeedful length 
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Bestrides the wintry flood, in which the moon 
Sees her unwrinklcd face rejected bright, 
lie comes, the herald of a noisy world. 

With spattered boots, strapped waist, and frozen locks. 

News from all nations lumbering at his back. 

True to his charge, the close packed load behind, 

Yet careless what he brings, his one concern 

Is to conduct it to the destined inn, t 10 

And having dropped the expected bag — ^pass on. 

whistles as he goes, light-hearted wretch, 

Cold anckypt cheerful : messenger of grief 
Perhaps to thousands, and of joy to some, 

•To hgii indifferent whether grief or joy. J 
Houses in ashes, and the fall of^tockft. 

Births, deaths, and marriages, epistles wet 
With tears that trickled down the writer's cheeks 
last as tke periods from his flu|nt quill, * 

Or charged with amt^rous sighs of absent swains, 20 

Or nymphs responsive, equally affect 

His horse and him, unconscious of them all. 

But oh^thc important budget ! ushered in 
With such heart 4.haking music, who can say 
What arc its tidings ? have our troops awaked ? 

Or do they still, as if* with opium drugged, 

Snore to the murmurs of the Atlantic wave? 

Is India free? and does she wear her plumed 
^ And jewelled turban with a smile of peace. 

Or do we grind her still ? The grand debate, 30 

The popular harangue, the tart reply. 

The logic, and the wisdom, and tlie ^it, 

And the loud laugh — I long to know them all ; 

1 bum to set the imprisoned wranglers free. 

And give them voice and utterance once again. 

Now stir the fire, and close the shutters fast. 

Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round, 

And while the bubbling and loud hissing um 

Throws up a steamy column, and the cups 

That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, 40 

So let us welcome peaceful evening in. 

Not such his evening, who with shining face 
Sweats in the crowded theatre, and squeezed 
And bored with elbow -points through both his sides, 
Outscolds the ranting actor^n the stage ; 

NdfUis, who patient stands till his feet throbs 
And his head thumps, to feed upon the breath • 

^Of patriots bursting with heroic ragje, 

Or placemen all tranquillity and smiles. - 

This/olio of four pages, happy work I • 50 ' 

W’hich not even critics criticise ; that holds 

Inquisitive attention, while I read, 

Fast bound in chains of silence,, which the fair, 

Though eloquent themseNes^ fet fear to break ; 
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AVhat is \ but a map of busy life^ 

Its fluctultions, and its vast conteras ? 

Here runs the mountainoufi and craggy ridge 
That tempts ambition. On the summit, see, 

The seals of office glitter in his eyes ; 

He climbs, he pants, he grasps them. At his heels, 
Close at his heels, a demagogue ascends. 

And with a dexterous jerk soon twists him down, 
And^wins theni, but to lose them in his turn. 

.Here rills of oily eloquence in soft 
Meanders lubricate the course they take ; 

The modest speaker is ashamed and grieved 
To engross # moment’s notice, and yet begs, 

Begs a propitious ear for his poor thouglfts. 

However trivial all that he conceives. 

Sweet iJashfulnesa! it claims, at least, this praise 
The dearth of information aad good sense 
That it foretells us, always comes to pa^. 

Cataracts of declamation thunder here. 

There forests of no meaning spread the page 
In which all comnrehension wanders lost 
While fields of pleasantry amuse us there • 

With merry descants on a nation’s woef^. 

The rest appears a wilderness of strange 
^BiU gay confusion ; roses for the cheeks 
And lilies for the brows of faded age. 

Teeth for the toothless, ringlets for the bald. 

Heaven, earth, and ocean plundered of their sweets, 
.Nectareous essences, Olympian 'dews, 

Sermons and city feasts,^ and favourite airs, 

I il£thereal journeys, submarine exploits, 

And Katerfelto, with his hair on end 

At his own wonders, wondering for his bread. 

’Tis pleasant through the loopholes of retreat 
To peep at such a world ; to^ee the stir 
Of the great Babel, and not feel the crowd ; 

To hear the roar she sends through all her gates 
At a safe distance, where the dying sound 
Falls a soft murmur on the uninjured ear. 

Thus sitting, and surveying thus at ease 
The globe and its concerns, I seem advanced 
•To some secure and more dian xqprtal height, 

That liberates and exempts me from them all. 

It turilRubmitted to my view, turns round 
With ail its generations ; 1 behold 
The tumult, and alll still. The sound of war 
^as lost its terrors ere it readies me ; 

Grieves, but alarms me not 1 mourn the pride 
And avarice that make man a wolf to man. 

Hear the faint echo of those brasen throats, 

By which he speaks the langu^e of.his heart, * 
And sigh, but never tremble at the sound. * 
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He travels and expatiates, as the bee 

From flower to flower, so ife from land to land ; 

The manners, customs, policy of *'all 

Pay contribution to the store he gleans ; i lo 

He sucks intelligence in every clime, 

And spreads the honey of his deep research 
At his return, a rich repast for me. 

He travels, and I too. I tread his deck, 

Ascend his topmast, through his peering eyes 
Discove^countries, with a kindred heart 
Suffer his t.«oes, and share in his escapes; 

While fancy, like the finger of a clock, 

*Kunrthe great circuit, and is s^ll at home. 

O Winter ! ruler of the inverted year, 120 

Thy scattered hair with sleet like ashes filled, 

Tliy breath congealed upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
Fringed with a beard made white w'ith other snows 
Than those of age, *ihy forehead wrapt in clouds, 

A leafless branch thy sceptre, and thy throne * 

A sliding car, indebted to no wheels. 

Put urged by st^pis along its slippery way; 

1 love thee, all unlovely as thou seemest, 

And dreaded as thou. art. Thou huldest the sun 
A prisoner in the yet undawning east, 13^ 

Shortening his journey between morn and noon, 

And hurrying him, impatient of his stay, 

-Down to the rosy west ; but kindly still 
Compensating his loss with added hours 
Of social converse and instructive ease, 

And gathering, at short notice, in o^icjgroup 
The mmily dispersed, and fixing thought, 

Nut less dispersed by daylight and its cares. 

I crown thee King of intimate delights, 

Fireside enjoyments, homebom happiness, l^o 

And all the comforts that the lowly roof 
Of undisturbed retirement, and the hours 
Of long uninterrupted evening know. 

No rattling wheels stop short Ixifore these gates ; 

No powdered pert, proficient in the art 

(^f sounding an alarm, assaults these doorr 

Till the street rings ; no stationary steeds 

Cough their orm knell, he^less of the sound, 

TJpmisilent circle fan themselves, and quake : 

But here the needle plies its busy task, 150 

The pattern ^ws, the well-depicted flower. 

Wrought patiently into the snowy lawn,*^ 

Unfolds its bosom ; buds, and leaves, and sprigs, 

And curling tendrils, gracefully disposed. 

Follow the nimble Anger of the lair ; 

A wreath that cannot fade, of flowers that blow 
With -mo^ succeK wheu all ];^des decay. 

The poet’s or historian’s page, by one 
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Made vo^al for the amuaement of the rest ; 

The spriglitly lyre, whose, treasure of sweet sounds l6o 
The touch from many a trembling chord shakes out ; 

And the clear voice symphonious, yet distinct, 

And in the charming strife triumphant still ; 

Beguile the night, and set a keener edge 
On female industry : the threaded steel 
Flies swiftly, and unfelt the task proceeds. 

The volume closed, the customary rites 
Of the last meal commence. A Roman meal. 

Such as the mistress of the world once found . < 

Delicious, ^hen her patriots of high note, 1 70 

Perhaps ^ moonlight; at t^eir humble doors, * 

And under an old oak*s domestic shade,* 

Enjoy^, spare feast ! a radish and an egg. 

Discourse ensuesi not trivial, ]ret not dul]. 

Nor such as with a frown f9rbids the play 
Of fancy, or proscribes the sound of imrth ; 

Nor do we madly, like an impious world, 

Who deem religion frenzy, and the God 
That made theid an intruder on their joyi,^ 

Start at His awful name, or deem His pruse 180 

A jarring note. Themes of a graver tone. 

Exciting oft our gratitude and love, 
t While we retrace with memory’s pointing wand, 

That calls the past to our exact reviews 

The dangers we have ’scaped, the broken snare, 

The disappointed foe, deliverance found 

• Unlooked for, life preserved and peace restored, 

Fruits of omnipotent fternal love. 

• “ Oh evenings worthy of the gods ! ” exclaimed 

The Sabine bard. Oh evenings, I reply, 190 

More to be prized and coveted than yours. 

As more illumined, and with nobler truths, 

That 1 and mine, and those we love, enjoy. 

Is Winter hideous in a ^rb like this? 

Needs he the tragic fur, the smoke of lamps, 

The pent-up breath of an unsavoury throng, 

To thaw him into feeling, or the smart 
And snappish dhdogue that flippant wite 
Call comedy, to prompt him with a smile? 

• The self-complacent actor, whe» he views 200 

(StealMg a sidelong glance at a full house) 

ThS^slope qf faces from tfie floor to the roof 
(As if one mastqi^pring controlled them all) 

Relaxed into an universal grin, 

^ Sees not a countenance there that speaks of joy 
Half so refined or so sincere as ours. 

Cards were superfluous heie^ with all the tricks 
That idleness has ever yet contrived 
. To fill the void of an unfurmshed brain, « 

To palliat^dulnessi and give time a shove. 
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Time as he passes us, has a^dove*s wing, 

Unsoiled and swift, and of a silken sound; 

But the world’s Time is Time in masquerade. 

Theirs, should I paint him, has his pinions fledged 
With motley plumes ; and where the peacock shows 
His azure eyes, is tinctured black and red 
With S];>ots quadrangular of diamond form. 

Ensanguined hearts, clubs typical of strife, 

And spades, the emblems of untimely graves. 

What shquid be, and what was an hour-glass once, 220 

Becomes a dice-box, and a billiard mace 

Well does the work of his destructive scythe. ^ 

I'hus 'decked, he charms a worl^ who.m fashion olinds 
To his true worth, most pleased when idle most. 

Whose only happy are their wasted hours. 

Even mi^es, at whose age their mothers wpre 

The backstring and the bib, assftme the dress 

Of womanhood, sit pupils in the school 

Of card-devoted Time, and night by night 

Placed ‘^t some vacant comer of the l)oard, 230 

Learn every trick- -and soon play all the game. 

But truce with censure. Roving as I rove, 

Where shall I find an end, or how proceed? 

As he that travels far, oft turns aside 

To view some mggcd rock or mouldering tower, 

Which seen, delights him not ; then coming home, 
•"Describes and prints it, that the world may know 
How far he went for what -was nothing worth ; 

So 1 , with brush in hand and pallet spread, 

With colours mixed for a far differenruse, 240 

Paint cards and dolls, and every idle thing 
That fancy finds in her excursive flights. 

Come, Evening, once again, season of peace ; 

Return, sweet Evening, and continue long 1 
Methinks I see thee in the streaky west, 

With matron step slow moving, while the Night 

Treads on thy sweeping train; one hand employed 

In letting fall the curtain of repose 

On bird and beast, the other charged for man 

With sweet oblivion of the cares of day; 250 

Not sumptuously adora^ nor needing aid. 

Like homely-featured Nighlc of clustering gems ; 

A or two just twinkling on thy brow 
Suffices thee; save that the moon is thine 
No less than hers, not worn indeed on high 
“■VVith ostentatious pageantry, but set 
With modest grandeur in thy purple zone. 

Resplendent less, but of an ampler round. 

Come then, and thou shalt And thy votary calm. 

Or make me so. Composure is thy gift : 260 

And whether I devote thy gei^l&r hours 
To books, to inusi^ or the poet’s toil; 
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To wcavii|^ nets for bird-alluring^fruit; 

Or twining silken threads lound ivory reels, 

When they command whom man was born to please ; 
1 slight thee not, but make thee welcome still. 

Just when our drawing-rooms begin to blaze 
With lights, by clear reflexion multiplied 
From many § mirror, in which he of Gath, 

Goliath, might have seen his giant bulk 
Whole without stooping, towering crest and all. 

My pleasures too begin. But me perhaps 
The glowing hearth may satisfy awhile 
With faint illgimination, that uplifts 
The shadow to the ceiling, there by fits , 

Dancing uncouthly to the quivering flame. 

Not undelightful is an liour to me 
So spent in parlout twilight ; such a gloom 
Suits well the thoughtful or unthinking igind, 

The min(^ contemplative, with some new theme 
Pregnant, or indisposed alike to all 
Laugh ye, who boast your more mercurial powers, 
That never feel a tupor, know no pause, • 

Nor need one; I am conscious, and confess, 

Fearless, a soul that does not alwavs think. 

Me oft has fancy, ludicrous and wild, 
iSoothed with a waking dream of houses, towers, 
Trees, churches, and strange visages expressed 
In the red cinders, while with poring eye 
I gazed, myself creating what I saw. 

•Nor less amused have 1 quiescent watched 
The sooty films that play upon the bars 

• Pendulous, and foreboding, in the view 
Of superstition, prophesying still. 

Though still deceived, some stranger’s near approach* 
’Tis thus the understanding takes repose 
In indolent vacuity of thought, 

And sleeps and is refreshed. Meanwhile the face 

Conceals the mood lethargic with a mask 

Of deep deliberation, as the roan - 

Were tasked to his full strength, absorbed and lost. 

Thus oft, reclined*at ease, I lose an hour 

At evening, till at length the freezing blast, 

•That sweeps the bolt^ shutter, stmmons home 
The j^lected powers, and snapping short 
The glMsy thseads with which the fancy weaves 
Tier brittle toils, lisgtores me to m 3 rBelf. 
iiow calm is my redless, and how the frost, 

Kaging abroad, and the rough wind, endear 
The silence and the warmth enjoyed within I 
1 saw the woods and fields at dose of day 
A variegated show ; the meadows gmn, 

Though faded ; and the lands, «rhere latelj( waved 
The i^olden jjarvest, of a mellow brown, 
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Upturned so lately by the forceful share : 

I saw far off the weedy fallows sm'le 
With verdure not unprofitable, grazed 
By flocks, fast feeding, and selecting each 
flis favourite herb ; while all the leafless groves 
That skirt the horizon, wore a sable hue. 

Scarce noticed in the kindred dusk of eve. 
To-morrow brings a change, a total change ! 
Which even now, though silently performed 
And slowly, and by most unfelt, the face 
Of universal ''/lature undergoes. 

Fbst ff^lls a fleecy shower : the downy flakes 
Descending, and, with never-cea'^ing l^-pse^ 

Softly alighting upon all below. 

Assimilate all objects. Earth receives 
Gladly the^thickening mantle, and the greer 
And tender blade that feared the** chilling blast 
flscapes unhurt beneath so warm a veil. 

In such a world, so thorny, and where none 
Finds ha\)piness unblighted, or, if found. 

Without some this*ty sorrow at its side. 

It seems the part of wisdom, and no sin 
Against the law of love, to measure lots 
With less distinguished than ourselves, that thus 
We may with patience bear our moderate ills. 

And sympathise with others, suffering more, 
fil fares the traveller now, and he that .stalks 
In ponderous boots beside his reeking team. 

The wain goes heavily, impt^ed sore 
By congregrated loads adhering close ^ 

To the clogged wheels ; and in its sluggish pace 
Noiseless appears a moving hill of snow. 

The toiling steeds expand the nostril wide. 

While every breath, by respiration strong 
Forced downward, is consolidated soon 
Upon their jutting chests. He, formed to bear 
The pelting brunt of the tempestuous night. 

With half-shut eyes and puckered cheeks, and teeth 
Presented bare against tl^ storm, plods on. 

One hand secures his hat, save when with both 
He brandishes his pliant length of whip. 
Resounding oft, and never in vain. 

Oh^ippy ! and in my account, denied 
That sensibility of pain with which 
Kennment is endued, thrice happy thou. , 

Thy flame, robust and hardy, feels indeed 
cold, but feels it unimpaired 
The leamM finger never need explore 
Thy vigorous pulse ; and the unhealthfiil east, 

T^t bmthes the spleen, and searches every bone 
Of the infirm, is wiholesouie aS' to thee. 

Thy days roll on acexnpt from honsdiald cam % 
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The waggcM is thy wife ; and the |>oor beasts 
That drag ihe dull companign to and fro, 

Thine.helpless charge, aependent on thy care. 

Ah, treat them kindly ! rude as thou appearest, 370 

Yet show that thou hast mercy, which the great, 

With needless hurry whirled from place to place, 

Humane as tl^ey w’ould seem, not always show. 

Poor, jret industrious, modest, quiet, neat, 

Such claim compassion in a night like this. 

And have a friend in every feeling heart. 

Warmed, while it lasts, by labour, all day long 
They brave ll^ season, and yet find at eve, 

111 clad and fed but sparely, time to cool. . 

The frugal housewife trembles when she lights 380 

Her scanty slock of brushwood, blazing clear, 

But dying soon, lil^ all terrestrial joys. • 

The few small embers left she^urses welL 
And while her infant race, with outspreaa hands 
And crowded knees, sit cowering o'er the sparks. 

Retires, content to quake, so they be warmed. 

The man feels leasr. as more inured than she ^ 

To winter, and the current in his veins 
More briskly moved by his severer toil ; 

Yet he too nnds his own distress tti theirs. 390 

The taper soon extinguished, which I saw 

Dangled along at the cold finger's end 

Just when the day declined, and the brown loaf 

Lodged on the shelf, half eaten without sauce 

Of savoury cheese, or butter costlier still. 

Sleep seems their only refuge : for, alas ! 

•Where penury is felt the thought is chained. 

And sweet colloquial pleasures are but few. 

With all this thrift they thrive not. All the care, 

Ingenious parsimony takes, but just 4CX> 

Saves the small inventory, bed and stool. 

Skillet and old carved chest, from pfiblic sale. 

They live, and live without extorted alms 
From grudging hands, but other boast have none 
To soothe their honest pride, that Scorns to beg ; 

Nor comfort else, l 9 ut in their mutual love. 

I praise you much, ye meek and patient pair. 

For ye are worthy ; choosing rather far 
A dry^^ independent crust, hard earned. 

And dSen wit^ a sigh, than.to endure 41O 

Iflie rugged frowns^nd insolent rebuffs 
Of knaves in office, ^rtial in the work 
Of distribution ; lilteral of their aid 
To clamorous importunity in rags, 

But ofttimes deaf to suppliants who would blush 
To wear a tattered garb however coarse, 

Whom famine cannot reconcilft |p ; 

These ask with painful shyness^ and refused 
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Because deserving, silently retire. 

But be ye of good courage. Time itself ^ 420 

Shall much befriend you. Time shall give increase, 

And all your numerous progeny, well trained 
But helpless, in few years shall find their hands. 

And labour too. Meanwhile ye shall not want 
What, conscious of your virtues, we can spare. 

Nor what a wealthier than ourselves may send. 

I mean the man who, w'hen the distant poor 
Need help, denies them nothing but his name. 

But poverty, with most who whimper forth 
Their* long complaints, is self-inflicted woe ; 430 

The effect of laziness or sottish Waste? 

Now goes the nightly thief prowling abroad 
For plunder ; much solicitous how best 
lie may Compensate for a day of sloth. 

By works of darknes * and nocturnal wrong. 

Woe to the gardener’s pale, the farmei^s hedge 
Plashed neatly, and secured with driven stakes 
Deep ii? the, loamy bank. Uptorn by strength, 

Resistless in so tx.d a cause, but lame 

To better deeds, he bundles up the spoil, 440 

An ass’s burden, and when laden most 
And heaviest, light of foot steals fast away. 

Nor does the boarded hovel better guard 
,The welbstacked pile of riven logs and roots 
From his pernicious force. Nor will he leave 
Un wrenched the door, however well secured. 

Where chanticleer amidst his harem .'’leeps 
In unsuspecting pomp. Twitched from the perch. 

He gives the princely bird, wdth all his wives. 

To his voracious bag, struggling in vain, 450 

And loudly wondering at the sudden change. 

Nor this to feed his own. ’Twere some excuse 
Did pity of their sufferings warp aside 
His pKnciple, and tempt him into sin 
For their support, so destitute. But they 
Neglected pine at home, themselves, as more 
Exposed than others, with less scruple made 
His victims, robbed of their defenceless all^ 

Cruel is all he does. ’Tis quenchless thirst 
Of ruinous ebriety that prompts 460 

HiS every action, and imbrutes the man. 

Oh for a law to noose the villain’s* neck 
<Who starves his own : who persecutes the blood 
He gave them in his children’s veins, and hate^ 

And wrongs the woman he has sworn to love ! 

Pass where we may, through city or through town, 

Village or hamlet, of this merpr land. 

Though lern and beggared, every twentieth pace 
Conducts the ungunrded'b'ose fo such a whifi 
Of stale debauch, forth issuing from the styes 
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That law has licensed, as makes temperance reel. 
There sit,^ involved and losj in cmling clouds 
Of Indian fume, and guzzling deep, the boor. 

The lackey, and the groom ; the craftsman there 
Takes a Lethean leave of all his toil ; 

Sgiith, cobbler, joiner, he that plies the shears. 
And he that kneads the dough ; all loud alike, 

All learned, *and all drunk. The fiddle screams 
Plaiqtive and piteous, as it wept and wailed 
Ito wasted tones and harmony unheard ; 

Fierce the dispute, whate'er the theme ; while sMb 
Fell Discord, arbitress of such debate, 

Perched on me sign-pq^t, h^ds with evep hand 
Her undecisive scales. In this she lays 
A weight of ignorance ; in that, of pride ; 

And snules deligl^ed with the eternal pois^. 

Dire is the frequent curse, aifd its twin ^und 
The cheek -distending oath, not to be praised 
As omanffental, musical, polite. 

Like those which modern senators employ, 

Whose oath is rhetoric, and who swear foi^|me. 
Behold the schools in which plebeian minds. 

Once simple, are initiated in arts 

Which some may practise with politer grace. 

But none with readier skill I ’ T is here they learn 
*rhe road that leads from competence and peace 
To indigence and rapine ; till at last 
Society, grown weary of the load. 

Shakes lier encumbered lap, and casts them out. 
jBut cen.sure profits little^ vain the attempt 
^ To advertise in verse a public pest. 

That like the filth with which the peasant feeds 
His hungry acres, stinks, and is of use. 

The Excise is fattened with the rich result 


Of all this riot ; and ten thousand casks. 

For ever dribbling out their base cemtents, 
Touched by the Midas finger of the State, 

Bleed gold for ministers to sport away. 

Drink and be mad then : ’tis your country bids 
Gloriously drunk, obey the im})ortant call ! 

Her cause demands the assistance of your throats ; 


ye all can swallow, and she asks ao more. 

W ouljL l had fallen upon those happier days 
Tha^Mte celebrate ; those ^rdden times 
^Mfo^nose ArAidum scenes mat Maro sings. 

And Sidney, warblel of poetic prose. 

Kymphs were Dianas then, and swains had hearts 
That felt their virtues : Innocence, it seems, 


From courts dismissed, found shelter in the groves. 
The footsteps of simplicity, impressed 
Upon the yielding herbage (so't^ey sing), , 

Then were not all effaced : then speech profane, 
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And manners profligate, were rarely found, 

Observed as prodigies, and ^on reclaimed. 

Vain wish ! those days were never : airy dreams 
Sat for the picture ; and the poet’s hand, 

Imparting substance to an empty shade, 

Imposed a gay delirium for a truth. 

Grant it : 1 still must envy them an age 

That favoured such a dream, in days like these 530 

Impossible, when Virtue is so scarce, 

Tha\ to s\2Ppose a scene where she presides 
Is tramontait *, and stumbles all belief. 

No ; we are polished now. The rural lass, 

Vvhoifi once her virgin modesty and g^ace. 

Her artless manner, and her neat attire, 

So dignified, that she was hardly less 
Than thej|[air shepherdess of old romance, ^ 

Is seen no more. The charactei is lost. 

Her head, adorned With lappets pinned aloft, 540 

And ribands streaming gay, superbly raised. 

And magnified beyond all human size^ 

Indebted to some smart wig-weaver’s hand 
P'or more than half the tresses it sustains ; 

1 (er elbows ruflled, and her tottering form 
III propped upon French heels ; she might be deemed 
(But that the basket dangling on her arm 
Interprets her more truly) of a rank 
^00 proud for dairy work or sale of eggs. 

Expect her .soon with footboy at her heels, 550 

No longer blushing for her awkward load. 

Her train and her umbrella all her csCic. 

The town has tinged the country ; and the stain 
Apiiears a spot upon a vestal’s robe. 

The worse for wliat it soils. The fashion runs 

Down into scenes still rural ; but, alas 1 

Scenes rarely graced with rural mannars now 

Time jvas when in the pastoral retreat 

The unguarded door was safe ; men did not watch 

To 'invade another’s right, or guard their own, 560 

Then sleep was undisturbed by fear, unscared 

By drunken bowlings ; and the chilling tale 

Of midnight murder was a wonder beard 

With doubtful credit, told frighten babes. 

rewell now to unsuspicious nights^ 

And slumbers unalarmed. Now, ^ere you sleep, 

^See that your polished arms be pnmed with care, 

'And drop the nightbolt ; rufHans are abr^^ ; 

And the first ’larum of ^e cock’s shrill throat 

May prove a trumpet, summoning your car 570 

To horrid sounds of hostile feet within. 

Even daylight has its dangers ; and the walk 
Through pathless wasteajand jyoods, unconscious once 
Of other tenants than melodious birds 
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Or harmless flocks, is hazardous bold. 

Lamented change I to which full many a cause 
Inveterate, hopeless of a cure, conspires. 

The course of liuman things from good to ill. 

From ill to worse, is fatal, never fails. 

Increase of power begets increase of wealth ; 5S0 

Wealth luxury, and luxury excess ; 

Excess, the scrofulous and itchy plague 
That seizes first the opulent, descends 
To the next rank contagious, and in time 
Taints downward all the graduated scale 
Of order, froiy the chariot to the plough. 

The rich, and they that have an arm to check 
The licence of the lowest in degree. 

Desert th<:ir office ; and themselves intent 

On pleasure, hauntithe capital, and thus • 590 

To all the violence of lawless nands # 

Resign the scenes their presence might protect. 

Authority lierself not seldom sleeps. 

Though resident, and witness of the wrong. 

The plump convivial parson often bears * 

The magisterial sword in vain, and lays 
His reverence and his worship both to rest 
On the same cushion of habitual sloth, 
perhaps timidity restrains his arm ; 

When he should strike, he trembles, and sets free, 

Himself enslaved by terror of the band, 

The audacious convict, whom he dares not bind. 

Perhaps, though b}r prof(E;|sion ghostly pure. 

He too may have his vice, and sometimes prove 
^ess dainty than becomes his ^rave outside 
In lucrative concerns. Examine well 
His milk-white hand ; the palm is hardly clean, — 

But here and there an ugly smutch appears. 

Foh ! 'twas a bribe that left it : he has touched 
Corruption. Whoso seeks an audit here •Oio 

Propitious, pays his tribute, game or fish, 

Wildfowl or venison, and his errand spe^s. 

But faster far, and more than all the rest, 

A noble cause, whiCh none who bears a spark 
Of public virtue ever wished removed. 

Works the deplored and mischicv(As effect. 

’Tis um^ipsa] .soldiership has stabbed 
ThttMart of n|prit in the meaner class. 

through the eranity and brainless rage 
Of those that bear them, in whatever cause. 620 

Sdem most at variance with all moral good. 

And incompatible with serious thought. 

The clown, the child of nature, without guile. 

Blest with an infant’s ignorancf of all 
But his own simple plerisures, n<^ anti then* 

A* wrestling-match, a foot-race, or a fair, 

* R a 
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Is balloted, and trembles at^the news : 

Sheepish he doHs his hat, and mumbling swears 
A Bible-oath to be whate’er they please, 

To do he knows not what. The task performed, 630 

Thar instant he becomes the serjeant's care, 

His pupil, and his torment, and his jc&t. 

His awkward gait, his introverted toes. 

Bent knees, round shoulders, and dejected looks, 

Procure him many a curse. By slow degrees, 

Unapt tcF learn, and formed of stubborn stuff. 

He yet by sibw degrees ])Uts off himself, 

Gro>nrs conscious of a change, and likes it well 
He stands erect; his slouch becomes a walk ; 

He steps right onward, martial in his air, C40 

His form, and movement ; is as smart above 
As meal v.nd larded locks can npake him ;• wears 
His hat, or his plum-d helmet, with a grace; 

And, his three years of heroship expired. 

Returns indignant to the slights plough. 

He hafes the held, in which no hfe or drum 
Attends hihi, drwite his cattle to a march, 

And sighs for the smart comrades he has left. 

*Twere well if his exterior change were all^ 

But with his clumsy port the wretch has lost 650 

His ignorance and harmless manners too. 

^To swear, to game, to drink, to show at home 
DV lewdness, idleness, and Sabbath breach. 

The great proficiency he made abroad. 

To astonish and to grieve his gazing^friends. 

To break some maiden's and his mother's heart. 

To be a pest where he was useful once. 

Are his sole aim, and all his glory now. 

Man in society is like a flower 

Blown in its native bed : 'tis there alone 660 

His faculties, expanded in full bloom, 

Shine out ; there only reach their proper use. 

But man associated and leagued with man 
By regal warrant, or self-joined by bond 
For interest sake, or swarming into clans 
Beneath one head for purposes of war, 

Like flowers selected from the rest, and bound 
An^ bundled close to fill Some crowded vase, 
f'aues rapidly, and by compression marred. 

Contracts defilement not to be endured. , 

. Hence chartered boroughs are such publir plagues ; 

And burghers, men immaculate perhaps 
In ell their private functions, once combined. 

Become a loathsome body, only fit 
For dissolution, hurtful to the main. 

Hence nterchants, unimpeachable of sin 
Against the charities of domf^tic life. 

Incorporated, seem at once to lose 
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Their nature, and disclaiming all^gard 

For mercy and the common rights of man, 680 

Build factories with blood, conducting trade 

At the sword's point, and dyeing the white robe 

Of innocent commercial justice red. 

Htnce too the held of glory, as the world 
Misdeems it, dazzled by its bright array. 

With all its majesty of thundering pomp, 

Enchanting music, and immortal wreaths. 

Is but a school where thoughtlessness is taught 
On principle, where foppery atones 
For folly, ga^antry for every vice. 

But slighted as it is, •and hy the great • 

Abandoned, and, which still I more regret, 

Infecteckwith the manners and the modes 
It knew not once,«the county wins me still. 

I never framed a wish, or formed a plai^ 

That flattered me with hopes of earthly bliss. 

But there I laid the scene. There early strayed 

My fancy, ere yet liberty of choice 

Had found me, o" the hope of being free. * • 

My very dreams were rural, rural too 700 

'Ine firstborn efforts of my youthful muse, 

Sportive, and jingling her poetic bells 
#Ere yet her ear was mistress of their powers. 

No bard could please me but whose lyre was tuned 
To Nature's praises. Heroes and their feats 
Fatigued me, never weary of the pipe 
•Of Tityrus, assembling, ^s he sang, 

The rustic throng beneath his favourite beech. 

Then Milton had indeed a poet’s charms : 

New to my taste, his Paradise surpassed 710 

The struggling efforts of my boyisn tongue 
To speak its excellence ; 1 danced for joy. 

I marvelled much that, at so ripe an age 
As twice seven years, his beauties had then first 
Engaged my wonder, and admiring still. 

And still admiring, with regret supposed 
The joy half lost because not sooner found. 

Thee too, enamodted of the life I loved, 

Pathetic in its praise, in its pursuit 

•Determined, and possessing it at tet 720 

\VitlLf.!amsports such as favoured lovers feel, 

pri^^d, and wished that I had known, 

Htn^nious Cowleyd. and though now reclaimed 
By modem lights from an erroneous taste, 

1 cannot but lament thy splendid wit 
Entangled in the cobwebs of the schools ; 

1 still revere thee, courtly though retired, 

Though stretched at ease in ^hertsey’s silent bowvs, 

I^ot unemployed, and finding #ch aftiends* 

For a lost w^rld in solitude and verse. 


730 



THE TSASAT. 


246 


*Tis bom with all : the lov^ of Nature’s works 
Is an ingredient in the compounck man, 

Infused at the creation of the kind. 

And though the Almighty Maker has throughout 
Discriminated each from each, by strokes 
And touches of His hand, with so much art 
Diversified, that two were never found 
Twins at all points — yet this obtains in all, 

T|iat all discern a beauty in His works, 

And alNcan taste them : minds that have been formed 740 
And tutoreb with a relish more exact, 

^ut pone without some relish, none unmoved. , 

It is a flame that djjes not even ^Jiere • 

Where nothinf^ feeds it : neither business, crowds. 

Nor habits of luxurious city life. 

Whatever else they smother of true wortlvi> 

III human bosoms, quench it of abate. 

The villas with which London stands begirt, 

Like a swarth Indian with his belt of beads, 

Prove tit. A breath of unadulterate air, 750 

The glimpse of 9 green pasture, how they cheer 
The citizen, and brace hU languid frame ! 

Kven in the stifling bosom of the town, 

A garden in which nothing thrives has charms 
That soothe the rich possessor ; much consoled 
That here and there some sprigs of mournful mint, 

S^f nightshade, or valerian, grace the well 
He cultivates. These serve him with a hint 
That Nature lives ; that sight- refresjjing green 
Is still the livery she delights to wear, ’ 760 

Though sickly samples of the exuberant whole. 1 

What are the casements lined with creeping herbs, 

The prouder sashes fronted with a range 
Of orange, myrtle, or the fragrant weed. 

The Frenchman s darling?* Are they not all proofs 
That, man, immured in cities, still retains 
His inborn inextinguishable thirst 
Of niral scenes, compensating his loss 
By supplemental shifts, the best he may ? 

The most unfurnished with the means of life, 770 

And they that never pass their brick-wall bounds 
To ran^ the fields and trcitt their lungs with air, 

Yv*f feel the burning instinct ; over-head 
Suspend their crazy boxes, planted thick, 

, And watered duly. There the pitcher stands 
A fragment, and the .spoutless teapot th^re ; 

Sad, witnesses how close-pent man regrets 
The country, with what ardour he contrives 
A peep at nature, when he can no more. 

Hail, tjiierefore, patroness of health and ease 780 

- V u * 

* Mignonette. 
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And contemplation, heart >consqling joys 
And harmless pleasures, ia the thronged abode 
Of multitudes unknown ! hail, rural life 1 
Address himself who will to the pursuit 
Of honours, or emolument, or fame, 

I*shall not add myself to such a chase. 

Thwart his Attempts, or envy his success. 

Some must be great. Great offices will have 

Gre&t talents : and God gives to every man 

The virtue, temper, understanding, taste, 790 

That lifts him into life, and lets him fall 

lust in the aiche he was ordained to fill. 

To the deliverer of an*injur«d land • 

He gives a tongue to enlarge upon, a heart 
To feeH and courage to redress her wrongs ; 

To monarchs dig^iity ; to ji^ges sense ; • 

To artists ingenuity and ski" ; ^ 

To me yi unambitious mind, content 
In the low vale of life, that early felt 

A wish for ease and leisure, and ere long 800 

Found here that leisure and that ease 1 Milled. 
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*Tis momitig ; and the sun with ruddy orb 
Ascending, fires the horizon : wfkile the clouds 
T1ia;.^wd away before the driving wind, 
g^ilSre ardent AS the disk emerges mor^ 

Resemble most smme city in a blaze, 

, Seen through the leafless wood. His slanting ray 
Slides ineffectual down the snowy vale, 

And tinging all with his own rosy hue, 

From every herb and every spiry blade 
Stretches a length of shadowy o’er the field. lo 

• Mine, spindling into longitudl imilense, • 

In ^ite of^gpravity, and sage remark 
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That I myself am but a fleecing shade, , 

Provokes me to a smile. With eye askance 
I view the muscular proportioned limb 
Transformed to a lean shank. The shapeless pair, 

As they designed to mock me, at my side 
Take step for step ; and as I near approach 
The cottage, walk along the plastered wall, 

Preposterous sight 1 the legs without the man. 20 

Thf‘ verdure of the plain lies buried deep 
Beneath t^lie dazzling deluge ; and the bents 
And coarser* grass, upspearing o*cr the rest, 

Of laje unsightly and unseen, now shine 
C'onspicuous, and in bright apparel clad, 

And fledged with icy feathers, nod superb. 

The cattle mourn in corners where the fence 

.Screens ih 3m, andoeem half-pet, rihed to slo'p 

In unrecunibent s.adiv^ss. There thejr wait 

Their wonted fodder, not like hungering man, 30 

Fretful if unsupplied, but silent, meek, 

And patient of the slow-paced swain’s delay, 
lie from th^ slac’-Zcarves out the accustomed load. 
Deep-plunging, and again deep-plunging oft. 

His broad keen knife into the solid mass ; 

Smooth as a wall the upright remnant stands, 

With such undeviating and even force 

He severs it awav : no needless care 

Lest storms should overset the leaning pile 

Deciduous, or its own unbalanced weight. 40 

Forth goes the woodman, leaving unponcenied 

The cheerful haunts of man, to wield the axe 

And drive the wedge in yonder forest drear. 

From morn to eve his solitary task. 

Shaggy, and lean, and shrewd, with pointed ears 
And tail cropped short, half lurcher and half cur, 

1 lis dog attends him. Close behind his heel 

Now creeps he slow ; and now with many a fr^^k 

Wide scampering, snatches up the drifted snow 

W'ith ivory teeth, or ploughs it with his snout ; 50 

Then shakes his powdered coat, and barks for joy. 

Heedless of all his pranks, the sturdy churl* 

Moves right toward the mark ; nor stops for aught, 

But now and then with pre^ure of his thumb 
Th' sftljust the fragrant charge of a short tube 
'Phat fumes beneath his nose : the 4 railing cloud 
Streams far behind him, scenting all the 4i» 

Now from the roost, or from the neighbofiring pale. 

Where, diligent to catch the first faint gleam 
Of smiling day, they gossiped side by side, 60 

Come trooping at the nousewife’s well-known call 
The feathered tribes domestic. ,Half on wing. 

And half on foot, ^h^* b\ush fhe fleecy flood. 

Conscious, and fearful of too deep a plunge. 
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The sparrc^ws peep, and quit the sheltering eaves 
To seue the fair occasion. •Well they eye 
The scattered ^ain, and thievishly resolved 
To escape the impending famine, often scared 
As ofl return, a pert voracious kind. 

Clftin riddance quickly made, one only care 
Remains to each, the search of sunny nook. 

Or shed impervious to the blast. Resigned 
To sdd necessity, the cock foregoes 
His wonted strut, and wading at their head 
With well-considered steps, seems to resent 
His altered gait and stateliness retrenched. 

How hnd the myriads that iif .summer cheer 
The hills and valleys with their ceaseless s(;ngs 
Due sustenance, or where sulisist they now ? 

Karth yields themaiought : t|je imprisoned* worm isKafe 
Beneath the frozen clod ; all seeds of hc^bs 
Lie covered close ; and berry-bearing thorns 
That feed the thrush (whatever some suppose) 

Afford the smaller minstrels no supply. 

The long- protracted rigour of the year * • 

Thins all their numerous flocks. In chinks and holes 
Ten thousand seek an unmolested end. 

As instinct prompts, self-buried ere they die. 

^rhe very rooks and daws forsake the fields, 

Where neither grub nor root nor earth-nut now 
Repays their labour more ; and perched aloft 
By the wayside, or stalking in the path, 

*I^ean pensioners upon tl)^ travellers track. 

Pick up their nauseous dole, though sweet to them, 

• Of voided pulse or half-digested grain. 

The streams are lost amid the splendid blank, 
O’erwhelming all distinction. On the flood, » 

Indurated and Axed, the snowy weight 
Lies undissolved ; while sileqtly beneath. 

And unperceived, the current steals away. • 

Not so, where scornful of a check it leaps 
The mill-dam, dashes on the restless wheel. 

And wantons in the pebbly gulf below : 

No frost can bind^t there ; its utmost force 


Can but arrest the light and smoky mist 
•That in its fall the liquid sheet tl#ows wide. 
An^y^here it has hung the embroidered banks 
JgTOiforms so various, that no powers of art, 

'T'he pencil or the«p^n, may trace the scene ! 

JEiere glittering turrets rise, upbearing high 
(Fantastic misarrangement i) on the roof 
Large growth of wh^at may aeem the sparkling trees 
And shrubs of fairy land. The crystal drops 
That trickle down the branchp& fast congeued, 
Shoot into pillars of pellucid llhgthf • 

And prop toe pile they but adorned before 
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Here grotto 'within grotto ««afe defies 
The sunbeam ; there embossed and fretted wild, 
The Rowing wonder takes a thousand shapes 
Capricious, in which fancy seeks in vain 
I'he likeness of some object seen before. 

Thus Nature works as if to mock at Art, 

And in defiance of her rival powers ; 

By these fortuitous and random strokes 
Performing such inimitable feats, 

As she 'with all her rules can never reach. 

. Less worthy of applause, though more admired, 
r< Because a novelty, the work of man, i 

Imperial mistress of the fur-clad RuSS ! 

Thy most magnificent and mighty freak, 

7’he wonder of the North. No forest fell 
When tfcou wouldst build ; no, quarry seiirt its stores 
To enrich thy walls.; but thou didst hew the Hoods, 
And make thy marble of the glassy wave. 

In such a j^alacc Aristseus found 
Cyrenu, when he bore the plaintive talc 
Of his lost bees to her maternal car : 

In such a palace poetry might place 
Tile armoury of Winter; where his troops. 

The gloomy clouds, find weapons, arrowy sleet, 
Skin-piercing volley, blossom-bruising hail, 

^And snow that often blinds the traveller's course, 
And urraps him in an unexpected tomb. 

Silently as a dream the fabric rose ; 

No sound of hammer or of saw wa^.tliere. 

Ice upon ice, the well-adjusted parts 

Were soon conjoined, nor other cement asked 

Than water intcrfu.<»ed to make them one. 

l^amps gracefully disposed, and of all hues. 

Illumined every side ; a watery light 

Gleamed through the clear transparency, that seemed 

Another moon new risen, or meteor fallen 

From lieaven to earth, of lambent flame serene. 

So stood the brittle prodigy ; though smooth 
And slippery the materials, yet frostbound 
Firm as a rock. Nor want^ aught within, 

That royal residence might well befit. 

For grandeur or for use. Long wavy wreaths 
Mowers, that feared no enemy but warmth. 
Blushed on the panels. Mirror needed none 
tiW here all was vitreous ; but in order due* 

Convivial table and commodious seat 

(What seemed at least commodious seat) were there. 

Sofa and couch and high-built throne august. 

The same lubricity was found in all. 

And all via.s moist to the warm touch; a scene 
Of evanescent glory, onto a stream. 

And soon to slide into a stream again. 
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Alas ! but a mortifying strode 

Of undes^ned severity, that glanced 1 70 

(Made by a monarch) on her own estate, 

On human ^andeur and the courts of kings. 

’Twas transient in its nature, as in show 
*TVas durable; as worthless as it seemed 
Intrinsically 4>rccious; to the foot 
Treacherous and false ; it smiled, and it was cold. 

Grtiat princes have ^reat playthings. Some have played 
At hewing mountains into men, and some * 

At building human wonders mountain high. 

Some have aaiubcd the dull sad years of life, 

Life spent in indolencet and therefore sad, 

With schemes of monumental fame; and sought 
By pyramids and mausolean pomp. 

Short-lived thcmstlves, to in^nortalize their bones. # 

Some seek diversion in the tented field, ^ 

And mal^ the sorrows of mankind their sport. 

But war’s a game, which, were their subiects wise. 

Kings would not play at. Nations would do well 
To extort their ti . tioheons from the puny Ra^ds * 

Of heroes, whose infirm and baby minds 190 

Are gratified with mischief, and who spoil, 

Because men suffer it, their toy the world. 

• When Babel was confounded, and the great 
Confederacy of projectors wild and vain 
Was split into diversity of tonnes, 

Then, as a shepherd separates his flock, 

*These to the upland, to^Iie valley those, 

God drave asunder, and assigned their lot 
• To all the nations. Ample was the boon 
He gave them, in its distribution fair 200 

And equal, and he bade them dwell in peace. •* 

Peace was awhile their care : they ploughed and sowed. 

And reaped their plenty without grudge or strife. 

But violence can never longer sleep 

Than human passions please. In every heart 

Are sown the sparks that kindle fiery war; 

Occasion needs but fan them, and they blaze. 

Cain had already shed a brother’s blood; 

The Deluge washed it out, but left unquenched 
fThe seeds of murder in the breasf of man. _2io 

Soom .b^a righteous judgment, in the line 
QjHiiis descending progeny was found 
'The first artificer ef^ death ; the shrewd 
Contriver who first sweated at the forge, 

And forced the blunt and yet unbloomed steel 
To a keen edge, and made it bright for war. 

Him, Tubal named, the Vulcan of old* times, 

1'he sword and falchion their, inventor claim, 

And the first smith was the firsf iiiur€erer’s«on. 

His art survjfcd the waters; and ere long, 
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When man was multiplied and spread abroad 
In tribes and clans, and had begun to call 
These meadows and that range of hills his own, 

The tasted sweets of property begat 
Desire of more ; and industry in some. 

To improve and cultivate their just demesne, i 

Made others covet what they saw so fair. 

Thus war began on earth ; these fought for spoil. 

Arid those in self-defence. Savage at first 

The onset, and irregular. At length 230 

One eminent above the rest, for strength, 

Vor stratagem, or courage, or for all. 

Was chosen leader him they sanred i.i war, 

And him in peace, for sake of warlike deeds 
Reverenced no less. Who could with him compare ? 

Or who so worthy 40 control themselves 1 
As he whose prowes$ had subdued their foes ? 

Thus war affording field for the display 
Of virtue, made one chief, whom times of peace. 

Which .‘have their exigencies too, and call 240 

For skill in govermnent, at length made king. 

King was a name too proud for man to wear 
With modesty and meekness ; and the crown. 

So dazzling in their eyes who set it on, 

Was sure to intoxicate the brows it bound. 

It is the abject property of most, 

'f hat being parcel of the common mass, 

And destitute of means to raise themselves. 

They sink and settle lower than they*need. 

They know not what it is to feel within 250 

A comprehensive faculty that gras2)s 

Great purposes with case, that turns and wields. 

Almost without an effort, plans too vast 
For their conception, which they cannot move. 

Conscious of impotence, they soon grow drunk 
With .gazing, when they see an able maik 
Step forth to notice ; and besotted thus, 

Build him a pedestal, and say. ** Stand there. 

And be our admiration and our praise. 

They roll themselves before him in the dust, 260 

'rhen most deserving in their own account 
When most extravagant in Ms applause, 
ir exalting him they raised tnemselves. 

Thus by degrees, self-cheated of their sound 
And sober judgment, that he is but man, 

They demi-deify and fume him so, 

That in due season he forgets it too. 

Inflated and astnit with sdf-conceit, 

He gulps the windy diet, and ere long, 

Adopting ^heir mistake, profoundly thinks 
1'he world was made in vain, 'if not for him! 

Thenceforth they are his cattle: drudges bom 
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To bear hts burdens ; drawing tn his gears 
And sweating in his service^ his Aiprice 
Becomes the soul that animates them all. 

He deems a thousand, or ten thousand lives, 

Spent in the purchase of renown for him, 

Ameasy reckoning, and they think the same. 

Thus kings were nrst invented, and thus kings 
Were burnished into heroes, and became 
The arbiters of this terraqueous swamp. 

Storks among frogs, that have but croaked and died^ 
Strange, that such folly as lifts bloated man 
To eminence^t only for a god 
Should ever orivel out Qf hugian lips. 

Even in the cradled weakness of the world ! 

Still strqpger much, that when at length mankind 
Had reached the ^lewy firmness of their }(Outh, 

And could discriminate and sffguc well 
On subjects more mysterious, they were^et 
Babes in fhe cause of freedom, and should fear 
And quake before the gods themselves had made ! 

But above measur sfrange, that neither proof 
Of sad experience, nor examples set * 

By some whose patriot virtue has prevailed. 

Can even now, when they arc grown mature 
^ wisdom, and with philosophic deeds 
Familiar, serve to emancipate the rest ! 

Such dupes are men to custom, and so prone 
To reverence what is ancient, and can plead 
•A course of long observance for its use, 

That even servitude, the* worst of ills, 

Because delivered down from sire to son. 

Is kept and guarded as a sacred thing. 

But is it lit, or can it bear the shock 
Of rational discussion, that a man. 

Compounded and made up like other men 
Of elements tumultuous, in whom lust 
And folly in as ample measure meet 
As in the bosoms of the slaves he jules, 

Should be a despot absolute, and boast 
Himself the only freeman of his land ? 

Should, when he pleases, and on whom he will, 
•Wage war, with any or with no pretence 
Of provocation given or wrong sustained, 

A»i^iorce the> beggarly las^doit, by means 
'inat his own nun^our dictates, from the clutch 
Of poverty, that thhs he may procure 
^is thousands, weary of penurious life, 

A splendid opportunity to die ? 

Say ye, who (with less prudence than of old 
Totham ascril^d to his assembled trees 


Totham ascribed to his assembled trees 
In politic convention) put voftAtrusU 
In the shadow of a bramble, and recli 
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In fancied peace beneath his dangerous branch, 

Rejoice in nim, and celebraie his >way, 

Where find ye passive fortitude ? Whence springs 

Your self-denying zeal that holds it good 

To stroke the prickly grievance, and to hang 

His thorns with streamers of continual praise ? ^30 

We too are friends to loyalty. We love 

The king who loves the law, respects his bounds, 

And reigns content within them : him we serve 
Freely ai;d with delight, who leaves us free : 

But recollecting still that he is man, 

We trust him not too far. I^ing though he be, 

And king in England too, he m^y beiweak, 

And vain enough to be ambitious still, 

May exercise amiss his proper powers. 

Or covet more that? freemen chouse to grant : 340 

Beyond that mark is treason. He is ours. 

To administer, to guard, to adorn the State, 

But not to warp or change it We are his. 

To ser^p him nobly in the common cause, 

True to thei death, nhut not to be his slaves. 

Mark now the diiference, ye that boast your love 
Of kings, between your loyalty and ours : 

We love the man, the paltry pageant you ; 

We the chief patron ot the commonwealth, 

You the regardless author of its woes ; 350 

We, for the sake of liberty, a king, 

You chains and bondage for a tyrant’s sake. 

Our love is princifde, and has its root 
In reason, is judicious, manly, free ; 

Yours, a blind instinct, crouches to the rod. 

And licks the foot that treads it in the dust. 

Were kingship as true treasure as it seems. 

Sterling, and worthy of a wise man’s wish, 

I would not be a king to be beloved 

Causeless, and daubed with undiscerning praise, 360 

Where love is mere attaciiment to the throne^ 

Not to the man who fills it as he ought. 

Whose freedom is by sufferance, and at will 
Of a superior, he is never free. 

Wh6 lives, and is not weary of a life 
Exposed to manacles, deserves them well. 

T'^e- State that strives for liberty, though foiled, 

And forced to almndon what she l^ravely sought, 

Deserves at least applause foi her attempt. 

And pity for her loss. But that’s a cause 3 70 

Not often unsuccessful ; power usurped 
Is weakness when oppose ; conscious of wrong, 

*Tis pusillanimous and prone to flight. 

But slaves that once conceive the glowing thought 

Of freedoiti, in th^t hope»itself possess 

All that the contest calls for ; spirit, strength. 
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The scorn of danger, and united hearts, 

The surest presage of the good they seek.* 

Then shame to manhood, knd opprobrious more 
To France than all her losses and defeats, 

Old or of later date, by sea or land, 

Mei^ouse of bondage, worse than that of old 
Which God avenged on Pharaoh — the Bastille. 

Ye horrid towfers, the abode of broken hearts, 

Ye dudgeons, and ye cages of despair. 

That monarchs have supplied from age to age 
With music such as suits their savereign ears, 

The sighs and groans of miserable men ! 

There’s not an^nglish heart that would not leap 
To hear that ye were fallen at^ast ; to kncAv 
That even our enemies, so oft employed 
Tn forginjf chains for us, themselves were free. 

For he who values flberty conAnes * 

1 1 is zeal for her predominance within • 

No narrowibounds ; her cause engages him 
Wherever pleaded. *Tis the cause of man. 

There dwell the moet forlorn of human kinc^ 
Immured though unaccused, condemned untried, 
Cruelly spared, and hopeless of escape. 

There, like the visionary emblem seen 
By him of Babylon, life stands a stump, 

^d, filleted about with hoops of brass. 

Still lives, though all its pleasant boughs are gonei«i 
To count the hour-bell, and expect no change ; 

And ever as the sullen sound is heard, 
rftill to reflect, that thougl^a joyless note 
To him whose moments all have one dull pac^ 

1 en thousand rovers in the world at laige 
Account it music ; that it summons some 
To theatre or jocund feast or ball ; 

The wearied hireling finds it a release 
From labour ; and the lover, who has chid 
Its long delay, feels every welcome stroke 
Upon his heart-strings, trembling with delight — 

To fly for refuge from distracting thought 
To such amusemenUr as ingenious woe 
Contrives, hard shifting and without her tools — 

To read engraven on the mouldy w^ls. 

In staggermg types, his predecessors tale, 

A sadpmemorial, and subjoin his own — 

Tr>TOrn purveyor to an overgbrged 
And bloated spider* till the pampered pest 
I»made familiar, watches his approach. 

Comes at his call, and serves him for a friend — 
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the author hopes that he shall not be censured for unnecessary warmth upon so interesting a 
JOject He is aware that it is become almost Auiiionahle to stigmatize such sentiments as no 
etter than empty declamation ; but it is an ill symptom, and necufiar to modem times. 
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To wear out time in numbering to and fro 
The studs that thick emboiis his iron door, 

Then downward, and then upward, then aslant, 

And then alternate, with a sickly hope 

By dint of change to give his tasteless task 

Some relish, till the sum exactly found ,^30 

In all directions, he begins again : — 

Oh comfortless existence ! hemmed around 
With woes, which who that suffers would not kneel 
And beg for exile, or the pangs of death ? 

That man should thus encroach on fellow-man, 

^Abridge him of his just and native rights, 

'Erad’icate him, tear him from hol^ 

Upon the endearments of domestic life 
And social, nip his fruitfulness and use. 

And doom him for perliaps a heedless woiri 440 

To barrenness, and solitude, aad tears, 

Moves indignation, inakes the name of king 
(Of king whom such prerogative can please) 

As dreadful as the Manichean God, 

Adored through fear, strong only to destroy. 

’Tis liberty ahme that gives the flower 
Of fleeting life its lustre and perfume. 

And w'e are weeds without it. All constraint. 

Except what wisdom lays on evil men. 

Is evil ; hurts the facultiea, impedes 450 

<rhcir pK/giess in the road of science ; blinds 
The eyesight of discovery, and begets, 

In those that suffer it, a sordid mind 
Bestial, a meagre intellect, unfit ' 

To be the tenant of man’s noble form. 

Thee therefore still, blameworthy as thou art, 

With all thy loss of empire, and though squeezed 
By public exigence till annual food 
Fails for the craving hunger of the State, 

Thee I account still happy, and the chief 4O0 

Among the nations, seeing thou art free. 

My native nook of earth ! Thy clime is nide. 

Replete with vapours, and disposes much 
All hearts to sadness, and none more than mine ; 

Thine unaclulterate manners arc less soft 
And plausible than social jife requires, 

«iA^ Jthou hast need of discipline and art , 

To give thee what politer Francf receives 
^ From nature’s bounty — that humane address ^ 

^ And sweetness, without which no pleasure is 470 ' 

In converse, either starved by cold reserve, 

Or flushed with fierce dispute, a senseless brawl; 

Yet being free I love thee : for the sake 
Of that one feature can be well content, 

Disgracdi as thou hast Jbeeni poor as thou art, 

To seek no sublunary rest b^ide. 
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But once enslaved, farewell I I could endure 
Chains nowhere patiently, and clllsins at home, 

Where 1 am free by birtnright, not at all. 

Then what were left of roughness in the grain 480 

Of British natures, wanting its excuse 

That it belongs to freemen, would disgust 

And shock me. 1 should then with double pain 

Feel all the rigour of thy fickle clime ; 

Anduf I must bewail the blessing lost 

For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys bled, 

I would at least bewail it under skies 
Milder, among a people less austere. 

In scenes wmdi, having nevy* known me free, 

Would not reproach me with the loss I felt. 490 

Do I forebode imi^ssible events. 

And tremble at vmn dreams? Heaven gr^nt I mav I 
But the age of vinuous politibs is past. 

And we are deep in that of cold pretendb. 

Patriots tfre grown too shrewd to be sincere. 

And we too wise to trust them. He that takes 
Deep in his soft credulity the stamp • 

Desired by loud declaimers on the part * 

Of liberty, themselves the slaves of lust, 

Incurs derision for his easy faith 500 

gA.nd lack of knowledge, and with cause enough : 

' For when was public virtue to be found 
Where private was not ? Can he love the whol^ 

Who loves no part ? He be a nation’s friend 
•Who is, in truth, the friend of no man there ? 

Can he be strenuous in ms country’s cause 
, Who slights the charities for whose dear sake 
That country, if at all, must be beloved? 

’Tis therefore sober and good men are sad , 

For England’s glory, seeing it wax pale 510 

And sickly, while her champions wear their hearts 
So loose to private duty, that no brain, 

Healthful and undisturbed by factious fiimes, 

Can dream them trusty to the gencrsd weal. 

Such were not they of old, whose tempered blades 
Dispersed the shaekles of usurped control, 

Ana hewed them link from link. Then Albion’s sons 
«Were sons indeed ; they felt a filial heart 
Beat high within them at a mother’s wrongs, 

An^^’shining ^ch in his domestic sphere, 520 

li^none brighter st|]l, once c^led to public view. 

’l^is theremre many; whose sequestered lot 
Torbi^ their interference, looking on. 

Anticipate perforce some dire event ; 

And seeir^ the old castle of the State, 

That promised once more firmness, so assailed 
That all its tempest-beaten tumta s^ke, , 

Stand motionless, expectants of its foil. 

..A m 


258 


THE TASK. 


All has its date below ; the fatal hour 
Was registered in heaven eit time began. 

We turn to dust, and all our mightiest works 
Die too : the deep foundations that we lay, 

Time ploughs them up, and not a trace remains. 
We build with what we deem eternal rock ; 

A distant age asks where the fabric stood ; 

And in the dust, sifted and searched in vain. 

The indiscoverable secret sleeps. 

iSut thf re is yet a liberty unsung 
By poets, anri by senators unprai^, 

Which monarchs cannot grant, nor all the powers 
6f edlth and hell confederate take aw^y ; 

A liberty which persecution, fraud, 

Oppression, prisons, have no power to bind ; 
Which whoso taster can l)e enslaved no more. 

’Tis libertj^ of heart, derived frooi Heaven, 
Bought with His bloOd who gave it to mankind. 
And sealed with the same token. It is held 
By charter, and that charter sanctioned sure 
By the \inimpeachable and awful oath 
And promise of i3L God. His other gifts 
All bear the royal stamp that speaks them His, 
And are august, but this transcends them all. 

His other works, the visible dbplay 
Of albcreating energy and ml^t, 

Are grai/^lio doubt, and worthy of the Word 
That, finding an interminable space 
Unoccupied, has ftlled the void so well, 

And made so sparkling what was dar^. before. 

But these are not his glory. Man, 'tis true, 

Smit with the beauty of so fair a scene. 

Might well suppose the artificer divine 
Meant it eternal, had He not Himself 
Pronounced it transient, glorious as it is. 

And still designing a more glorious far, 

Doombd it as insufficient for Hb praise. 

These therefore are occasional, and pass ; 

Formed for the confutation of the fool, 

"Whose lying heart disputes against a God 
Thaf office served, they must be swept away. 

Not so the labours of Hb Iqvc : they shine 
I*» other heavens than these that we behold. 

And fade not There is paradise that fears 
No forfeiture, and of its fruits He sends 

prelibation oft to saints below. • ' 

Of these the first in order, and the pledge 
And Confident assurance of the rest. 

Is liberty ; a flight into Hb arms. 

Ere yet mortality's fine threads give way, 

A dear e^pe from tynmnisii^^ust, 

And full immunity from penal woe. 
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Chains are the portion of revolted man, 

Stripes, tfnd a dungeon ; ^nd his body serves 
The triple purpose. In that sickly, foul. 

Opprobrious residence he finds them alL 
Propense his heart to idols, he is held 
I9 silly dotage on created things, 

Careless of their Creator. And that low 

And sordid *gravitaLion of his powers 

To % vile clod so draws him, with such force • 

Resistless, from the centre he should seek, 590 

That he at last forgets it. All his hopes 

Tend downi^rds ; his ambition is to sink. 

To reach a oepth profaundea still, and still 
Profuunder, in the fathomless abyss 
Of folly, plunging in pursuit of death. 

But ere ne gain tl^ comfortless repose • 

He seeks, and acquiescence A* his soul ^ 

In heaven-renouncing exile, he endures — 

What doft he not ? from lusts opposed in vain 
» And self-reproaching conscience. He foreseen 600 

The fatal issue to his health, fame, peace, * ^ 

Fortune and dignity , the loss of all 
That can ennoble man, and make frail life, 

Short as it Is supi)orlable. Still worse, 

Far worse than all the plagues ||lth which his sins 
Infect his happiest moments, he forebodes 
Ages of hopeless misery ; future death, 

And death still future : not an hasty stroke 
Xiike that which sends h^ to the dusty grave, 

But unrepeatable enduring death. 610 

•Scripture is still a trumpet to his fears : 

What none can prove a for^ry, may be true ; 

What none but bad men wish exploded, must. 

That scruple checks him. Riot is not loud 
Nor dninK enough to drown it. In the midst 
Of laughter his compunctions are sincere. 

And he abhors the jest by which he shines. 

Remorse begets reform. Plis master-lust 

Falls first before his resolute rebuke^' ^ 

And seems dethroifhd and vanauish^. Peace ensues, €20 

But spurious and short-lived, tne puny child 

Of self-congratulating Pride, begot 

On fanciei Innocence. Again he falls, 

^ An;; fights again ; but finds his best essay 
A' presage ominous^ portending still 
Its own di^onour by a worse relapse^ 

'nil Nature, unavailing Nature, foued 
So oft, and wearied in the vain attempt, 

Scoffs at her own performance. Reason now 

Takes part with Appetite, and^ijieads the cause 1 ’ 630 

Perversely, which of late she so x o m dtinned^ 

With shallow^sbifts and old devices, worn 
S 2 
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And tattered in the service of debauch, 

Covering his shame from his offencjied sight. 

“Hath God indeed given appetites to man, 

And stored the earth so plenteously with means 
To gratify the hunger of his wish. 

And doth He reprobate, and will He damn, « 

. The use of His own bounty? making first 
So frail a kind, and then enacting laws 640 

So strict, that less than perfect must despair? 

Falsehood ! which whoso but suspects of triilh 
Dishonours Ood, and makes a slave of man. 

Do thfiy themselves, who undertake for hire . , 

The teacher s office, .and dispense at la#ge 
Their weekly dole of edifying strains, 

Attend to their own music ? Have they faith 
In what, with such solemnity of tone , 

And gesture, they pr^ound to our belief ? 

Nay, — conduct hatn the loudest ton^e. The voice 650 
Is but an instrument on which the priest 
May plf y what tunc he pleases. In the deed, 

The unequivocal .afithentic deed, 

We find sound argument, we read the heart. 

Such reasonings (if that name must needs belong 
To excuses in which reason has no part) 

Serve to compose a spirit well inclined 
Tp live^9;U^to‘ms of amity with vice, 

And sin witnout disturbance. Often urged, 

(As often as, libidinous discourse fifio 

Exhausted, he resorts to solemn theiqes 
Of theological and grave import,) 

They gain at last his unreserved assent ; 

Till hardened his heart’s temper in the forge 
Of lust, and on the anvil of despair. 

He slights the strokes of conscience. Nothing moves, 

Or nothing much, his constancy in ill ; 

Vain tampering has but fostered his disease ; 

’Tis desperate, and he sleeps the sleep of death. 

Haste now, philosopher, and set him free. 670 

Qharm the deaf serpent wisely. Make him hear 
Of rectitude and fitness ; moral truth 
How lovely, and the moral sense how sure, 
f onplted and obeyed,. to ^ide his steps 
Dirictly to THE FIRST AND ONLY FAIR. ’ 

spare not in such a cause. Spend all the powers 
Of rant and rhapsody in virtue's praise ; 

Be most sublimely good, verbosely grand, 

And,wilh poetic trappings grace ttiy prose, 

Till it outmantle all the pride of verse. — 680 

Ah, tinkling cymbal and high*sonnding brass. 

Smitten iU' vain ! such music cannot charm 
The eclipse that iwterqepts tr&li’s heavenly beam. 

And chills and darkens a wide wandering soul. ^ 
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The sUll small voice is wanted. ^ He must speak, 

Whose >^ord leaps forth at once to its effect, 

Who calls for things that are not, and they come. 

Grace makes the slave a freeman. *Tis a change 
That turns to ridicule the tuigid speech 
And stately tone of moralists, who boast, 690 

As if, like him of fabulous renown. 

They had indeed ability to smooth * 

Thd shag of savage nature, and were each 
An Orpheus, and omnipotent in song. 

Hut transformation of apostate man 
From fool fib wise, from earthly to divine. 

Is work for Him that^ade^him. He alone, 

And He by means in philosophic eyes 

Triviakand worthy of disdain, achieves 

The wonder; humanizing v^at is brute • 700 

In the lost kind, extracting from the li^s 

Of asps^heir venom, overpowering strength 

By weakness, and hostility by love. 

Patriots have toiled, and in their country’s cause 
Bled nobly ; and their deeds, as they desli^^’e, * 

Receive proud recompense. We give in charge 
Their names to the sweet lyre. The historic Muse, 

Proud of the treasure, marches with it down 
•To latest times; and Sculpture, in her turn, 

Gives bond in stone and ever*during brass r--T^ 

To guard them, and to immortalize her trust. 

Blit fairer wreaths are due, though never paid, 

I'o those who, posted «t the shnne of truth. 

Have fallen in her defence. A patriot’s blood. 

Well spent in such a strife, may earn indeed. 

And for a time ensure to his loved land, 

The sweets of liberty and equal laws; 

But martyrs struggle for a brighter prize. 

And win it with more pain. Their blood is shed 
In confirmation of the noblest claims 720 

Our claim to feed upon immortal truth. 

To walk with God, to be divinely free, 

To soar, and to qpticipate the skies. 

Yet few remember them. They lived unknown 
Till Persecution dragged them ii^o fame, 

■ And ch^cd them up to heaven. Their ashes flew — 
No^marSle tells us whither. With their names 
bard embhlms and sanctifies his song; 

And history, so ifarm on meaner themes^ 

Js cold on this. She execrates indeed 730 

The tyranny that doomed them to the fii^ 

But gives the glorious sufferers little praise.* 

He is the freeman whom the truth makes 
And all are slaves beside. Tl^pre’s jiot a chain 

« See Hume. 
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That hellish foes confederate for his harm 
Can wind around him, but he casts> it off 
With as much ease as Samson his green withes. 

He looks abroad into the varied hdd 
Of nature, and though poor perhaps compared 
With those whose mansions glitter in his sight, 74J 

• Calls the delightful scenery all his own. 

Ills are the mountains, and the valleys his, 

And the resplendent rivers. His to enjoy 
With a pibpriety that none can feel, 

Tlut who, witii filial confidence inspired, 

Oan lift to heaven an unpresumptuous eye, 

And smiling Jiay — “My Father nfade them all !” 

Are they not his by a peculiar right, 

And by an emphasis of interest his, 

Whose eycttliey fillf with tears of holy joy, 750 

Wliosu heart with praise, and whose exalted mind 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love 
That planned, and built, and still upholds a world 
So clothed with beauty, for rebellious man? 

Yes — ye may fill .yo\ir gamers, ye that reap 
'fhe loaded soil, and ye may waste much good 
In senseless riot; but ye will not find 
In feast or in (he chase, in song or dance, 

A liberty like liis, who unimpeached 

Qf man’s wrong, 760 

Appropriates nature as his Father’s work. 

And has a richer use of yours than you. 

He is indeed a freeman. Free by bic&h 
Of no mean city, planned or ere the hills 
Were built, the fountains opened, or the sea 
With all his roaring multitude of waves. 

His freedom is the same in every State, 

And no condition of this changeful life, 

So manifold in cares, whose every day 

Brings its own evil with it, makes it less: 770 

For he has wings that neither sickness pain, 

Nor penury, can cripple or confine. 

1^,0 nook so narrow but he spreads them there 
With ease, and is at large. The oppressor holds 
His body bound, but knows not what a range 
Jjis spirit takes uncoiisciods of a chain. 

Ana that to bind him is a vain attempt ' 

Whom God delights in, and in whom He dwells. 

' Acquaint thyself with God, if thou wouldst taste 

His works. Admitted once to His embrace, 780 

Thou shalt perceive that thou wast blind before ; 

Thine eye shall be instruct^, and thine heart. 

Made pure, shall relish with divine delight. 

Till then uiifelt, what hands ^yine have wrought. 

Brutes graze the iMountafn-top with faces prone 
And eyes intent upon the scanty herb 
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It yields them ; or, recnmbent o« Its brow, 
Ruminate heedless of the scene outspread 
Reneathy bevond, and stretching far away 
From inland regions to the distant main. 

views it and admires, but rests content 
with what he views. The landscape has his praise, 
But not its x^uthor. Unconcerned who formed 


The paradise he sees, he finds it such ; 

And'such well-pleased to find it, asks no more. ^ 

Not so the mind that has been touched from Heaven, 

And in the school of sacred wisdom taught 
To read Hi#wonders, in whose thought the world, 

Fair as it is, existed ere it wts. • 

Not for its own sake merely, but for His £oo 

Much more who fashioned it, he gives it praise; 

Praise that from tarth resulting, as it ougftt. 

To earth's acknowledged Sovereign, finds at once 
Its only wst proprietor in Him. 

^ The soul that sees Him, or receives sublimed 
^ New faculties, or learns at least to employ^ ^ 

More worthily the ;towers she owned beforef 
Discerns in all things what, with stupid gaze 
Of ignorance, till then she overlooked, 

A ray of heavenly light gilding all forms 810 

^ferrestrial, in the vast and the minute. 

The unambiguems footsteps of the God 
Who gives its lustre to an insect’s wing, 

^ And wheels His throne upon the rolling worlds. 

* Much conversant with Heaven, she often bolds 
With those fair ministers of light to man 

• That fill the skies nightly with silent pomp, 

.Sweet conference; enquires what strains were they 
With which heaven rang, when every star, in haste 

To gratulate the new-created earth, 820 

Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of God 
Shouted for joy. — “Tell me, ye shining hosts 
That navigate a sea that knows no storms, 

Beneath a vault unsullied with a cloud, 

If from your elevation, whence yc view 
Distinctly scenes invisible to mai^ 

And systems of whose birth no things yet 
Have reified this nether world, ye spy a race 
Favoured as ours, transgressors from the womb, 

And hasting tb a crave, yet doomed to rise, 830 

And to possess a Drigbter heaven than yours ? * 

As one who long detained on for^gn shoves 

Pants to return, and when he sees afar 

His country’s weather-bleached and iMittered rock 

From the men wave emermng, darts an eye 

Radiant with joy towards tWi^ppyJhmd, 

So I with animated hopes behold, * 

And pany m aching wish, year l^wy (ires, 
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That show like beacons in blue abyss, 

Ordained to guide tlie embodied spirit home, 840 

From toilsome life to never-ending rest 
Love kindles as I gaze. I feel desires 
That give assurance of their own success, 

And that, infused from Heaven, must thither tend.” 

So reads he nature whom the lamp of truth 
^Illuminates. Thy lamp, mysterious Word I 
Which whoso sees, no longer wanders lost, 

With intellects bemazed in endless doubt, 

But runs the toad of wisdom. Thou hast built, 

With*means that were not till by thee employed, 850 

Worlds that had never been hacnt ThOu in strength 
Been less, or less benevolent than strong. 

They are thy witnesses, who speak thy power 
And ffoodhess iniiifite, but speak in ears 
That hear not or receive not their report 
In vain thy creatures testily of thee 
Till Thou proclaim thyself. Theirs is indeed 
A teaching voice ; but ’tis the praise of thine 
That whom it teaches it mokes prompt to learn. 

And with the boon gives talents for its use. 860 

Till Thou art heard, imaginations vain 
Possess the heart, and fables false as hell. 

Yet deemed oracular, lure down to death 
The uqjia&»z‘y^ed and heedless souls of men. 

IVe give to Chance, blind Chance, ourselves as blind, 

The glory of thy work, which yet appears 
Perfect and unimpeachable of blame^^ 

Challenging hum.an scrutiny, and proved 
Then skilful most when most severely judged. 

But Chance is not ; or is not where Thou reignest : 870 

Thy Providence forbids that fickle power 
(If power she be that works but to confound) 

To mix the wild vagaries with thy laws. 

Yet tltus we dote, refusing, while we can 

Instruction, and inventing to ourselves 

Gods such as guilt makes welcome; gods that sleep, 

Pr disregard our follies, or that sit 
Amused sprotators of this bustling stage. 

Thee we reject, unable to a^de 

.Th^urity, till pure as Thou art pure^ 880 

Made such by thee^ we love thee for that cause 
For which we shunned and hated \htt before. ^ 

Vhen we are finee : then liberty like day * 

Bleaks on the soul, and by a flash from heaven 
Firesrall the faculties with glorkms joy. 

A voice is heard that mortid ears heu not 

Till Thou hast touched them ; ’tis the vmce of song^ 

A loud Hekanna sent from alldhy worka^ 

V/hich he that hedrs it "‘With a shout repeats. 

And adds his capture to the general praise. 890 
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In that blest moment, Nature throwing wide 
Her vrfl opaque, disclo^s witn a smile 
The Author of her beauties, who, retired 
Behind his own creation, works unseen 
By the impure, and hears his power denied. 

^hou art the source and centre of all minds. 

Their only point of rest, Eternal Word ! 

From thee departing they are lost and rove 
, At random without nonour, hope, or peace. 

From thee is all that soothes the life of man, 

' llis high endeavour, and his glad success, ^ 

Ilis strenMh to suffer, and his will to serve. 

But oh, 1 nou bounteous Giver of all good ! 

Thou art of all thy gifts thyself the crown 1 
Give«what Thou canst, without Thee we are poor; 
And with Theg rich, ^e^what Thou wilt awa> 


BOOK VI. 

THE WINTER WALK AT NOON. 

Argument— Bells at a distance— Their effect— A fine noon in winter— A sheltered walk— 
Meditation better than books— Our familiarity with the course or nktCRAPmakS it appear lei» 
^wonderful than it is— The transformation that spring effects in a shiubbeiy described — A 
mistake concerning the course of n^ure corrected — God maintains it by an unremitted act— 
The amusements fashionable at this hour of the day reproved— Animals happy, a delightful 
*sight-wOrigin of cruelty to animals— That it is a great crime proved from Scripture— Ihat 
proof illustrated by a tale— A line drawn between the lawful and unlawful destruction of them 
—Their good and useful properties insisted on— Apology for the encomiums bestowed by the 
author upon animals — Instances of man's extravagant pruse of man— The groans of the 
creation shall have an end— View taken of the restoration of all things— An invocation and 
an invitation of Him who shall bring it to pass— The retired man vindicated from the charge 
of uselessness— Conclusion. ^ 

There is in souls a sympathy with sounds, 

And as the mifld is pitcl^ uie ear is pleased 
With melting airs or martial, brisk or grave : 

Some chord in unison with wHRt we hear 
Is toiJfhed within us, and the heart replies. 

How soft the music of those village bells 
Falling at intesvals upon the ear 
In cacfence sweet 1 now dying all ai^dy. 

Now pealing loud again, and loader still, 

Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on. 

With easy force it opens all the cdls 
Where mematy slept. Wtoever 1 have hean^ 

A kindred melody, the soHb lecoii^ • 

And witb it all its piessnres and its pains. 
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Such comprehensive views ^he spirit takes, 

That in a few short moments I retrace 
(As in a map the voyager his course) 

The windings of my way through many years. 

Short as in retrospect the journey seems, 

]t seemed not always short; the nigged path, 20 

^ And prospect oft so dreaiy and forlorn, 

** Moved many a sigh at its disheartening length. 

Y«t feeling present evils, while the past 
Faintly ftnpress the mind, or not at all, 

How readiljnwe wish time spent revoked, 

ThaU we might try the ground again, where one j 
(Through inexperience as we n6w peficeive) 

\Ve missed that happiness we might have founri ! 

Some friend is gone, perhaps his son’s best friciul, 

A lather, vwhose authority, in show 30 

When most severe, and mustering all its force. 

Was but the graver countenance of love ; 

Whose favour, like the clouds of spring, might kwer. 

And udter now and then an awful voice, 

Ilut hail a blessing in its darkest frown. 

Threatening at once and nourishing the plant 
We loved, but not enough, the gentle hand 
That reared us. At a thoughtless age al luted 
By every gilded folly, we renounced 

Uis side, and wilfully forewent 40 

That converse which we now in vain regret. 

How gladly would the man recall to life 
The boy’s neglected sire 1 a mother 00, 

That softer friend, perhaps more gladly still. 

Might he demand them at the gates of death. 

Sorrow has, since they went, subdued and tamed 
Ibe playful humour ; he could now endure 
(liimself grown sober in the vale of tears) 

And feel a parent’s presence no restraint. 

But not to understand a treasure’s w'orth 50 

I'iii time has stolen away the slighted good, 

Is cause of half the poverty we feel, 

^41(1 makes the world the wilderness it is. 

The few that pray at all pray oft amiss, 

And, seeking grace to improve the prize they holfl, 

^Would urge a wiser suit thfin asking more. ^ 

The ni^it was winter in his roughest mood. 

The morning sharp and clear. But now at noon, 

^Tpon the southern side of the slant hills, 

And where the woods fence off the northern blast, 60 

The reason smiles, resigning all its rage. 

And has the warmth of May. The vault is blue 
Without a cloud, and white without a speck 
The dazzling splendour of th^>spene below. 

Again the harmony o’er the vale^ 

And through the trees 1 view the embattled towf r 
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Whence all the music. 1 again gerceive 
I'he soothfhg influence of the waited strains, 

And settle in soft musings as 1 tread 

The walk, still verdant, under oaks and elms, 70 

Whose outspread branches overarch the glade. 

Tlfe roof, though moveable through all its length 
As the wind svvaj^ it, has yet well sufficed, 

And intercepting in their silent fall 

The Sequent flakes, has kept a path for me. 

No noise is here, or none that hinders thought. 

The redbreast warbles still, but is content ^ 

With slendeAiotes, and more than half suppressed : 

Pleased with his solitude, anfl flitting light 

From spray to spray, where’er he rests he shakes So 

From many a twig the pendent drops of ice, 

That tinkle in thegivithercd I^ves below. * 

Stillness, accompanied with sounds so 
Charms n)pre than silence. Meditation here 
May think down hours to moments. Here .the heart 
Hi ay give a useful lesson to the head, • 

And learning wiser |^:c>w without his books.t * 
Knowledge and wisdom, far from l>eing one, 

Have ofttimes no connexion. Knowledge dwells 

In heads replete with thoughts of other men, 90 

Wisdom in minds attentive to their own. 

Knowledge, a rude unprofitable mass, 

The mere materials with which wi.sdom builds. 

Till smoothed and squared and fitted to its place, 

"Does but encumber whom it seems to enrich. 

Knowledge is proud that he has learned so much ; 

•Wisdom is humble tliat he knows no more, 

Books are not seldom talismans and spells. 

By which the magic art of shrewder wits 

Holds an unthinking multitude enthralled. 100 

Some to the fascination of a name 

Surrender judgment hoodwinked. Some the st)ie 

Infatuates, and through labyrinths and wilds 

Of error leads them, by a tune entranced. 

While sloth seducq^ more, too weak to bear 
The insupportable fati^e of thought, 

And swallowing therefore, without pause or choice. 

The total ffrist un.sifted, husks anifall. 

But trees, wd rivulets whose rapid course 

Defies the cbeiflc of winter, haunts of deer, l ic 

And sheepwalks papulous with bleating lambs, 

And lanes in which the primrose ere her time 
Peeps through the moss that clothes the hawthorn root, 
Deceive no student Wisdom there, and Truth, * 

Not shy as in the world, and to be won 

By slow solicitation, seize at opfe 

The roving thought, and fix it on theftiselvef. 

Wl:^t prodigies can power divine perfonn 



More grand than it produce year by year, 

And all in sight of inattentive maji? 

Familiar with the effect we slight the causey 
And in the constancy of nature*s course, 

The regular return of genial moiithb, 

And renovation of a faded world. 

See nought to wonder at. Should God again, 

" As once in Gibeon, interrupt the race 
Of> the undeviating and punctual sun, 

How wd&ld the world admire ! liut speaks it less 

An agency dhrine, to make him know 

II is r>omcnt when to sink and when to rise, 

A^ after age, than^o arrest hisucourse? 

All we behold is miracle, but seen 
So duly, all is miracle in vain. 

Where nov the vital energy that moved. 

While summer was, the pure and subtle lymph 
Through the imperceptible meandering veins 
Of leaf and flower ? It sleeps : and Uie icy touch 
Of unb*‘olific winter has imptessed 
A cold staghatiog On the intestine tide. 

But let the months go round, a few short months. 

And all shall be restored. These naked shoots, 

Barren os lances, among which the wind 
Makes wintry music, sighing as it goes, 

^hall graceful foliage on again, 

And more aspiring, and with ampici spread, 

Shall boast new charms, and more than they have lost. 
Then each, in its peculiar honours clod. 

Shall publish, even to the distant eye. 

Its family and tribe. Laburnum rich 
In streaming gold ; Syringa ivory pure ; 

The scentless and the scented Hose, this red 
And of an humbler growth, the other tall,* 

And throwing up into the darkest gloom 
Of ne^hbouring Cypress, or more sable Vew, 

Her silver globes, light as the foamy surf 
I'hat the wind severs from the broken wave ; 

T^e Lilac various in array, now white, 

Now sanguine, and her beauteous head now set 
With purple spikes pyramidal, as if 
^•Studious of ornament, yet dnresolved 
Which hue she most approved, she chose them all ; 
Copious of flovrars the Woodbine^ pale and wan, 

But well compensating her sickly looks 
With never cloving odours, early and late ; 

“^®*‘icum all blooni, so thi(dc a swarm 
Of flowers like flies clothing her slender rods 
That spree a leaf appears ; Mezereon too* 

Though leafless, attired, pnd thick beset 

* The Guelder Rom. . 
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With blushing wreaths investing every spray ; 

Althaea wkh the purple e^; the*Uroom, 170 

Yellow and bright as bullion unalloyed 

l^ler blossoms ; and luxuriant above all 

The Jasmine, throwing wide her elegant sweets, 

Tift deep dark green of whose unvarnished leaf 
Makes more conspicuous and illumines more 
The bright profusion of her scattered stars. — 

These have been, and these shall be in their day ; 

And all this uniform uncoloured scene 
Shall be dismantled of its fleecy load, 

And flush inA> variety again. - ^ i8(i 

From dearth to plenty, ^nd ftom death iQ life. 

Is Nature's progress when she lectures man 
In heavonly truth ; evincing, as she makes 
The grand transit^n, that th^e lives and works 
A soul in all things, and that soul is Gcj^. 

The beauties of t& wilderness are His, 

That make so gay the solitary place 

Where no eye secs them. And the fairer forms. 

That cultivation glo- jcs in, are His. • ^ • 

He sets the bright procession on Us way, 190 

And marshals all the order of the year ; 

He marks the bounds which winter may not pass, 
l\nd blunts his pointed fury ; in its case. 

Russet and rude, folds up the tender germ 
Uninjured, with inimitable art ; 

And, ere one flowery season fades and dies, 

*Designs the blooming ^nders of the next 
Some say that in the origin of things, 

* When all creation started into birth. 

The infant elements received a law 200 

From which they swerve not since. That under force-* 

Of that controlling ordinance they move. 

And need not His immediate hand who first 
Prescribed their course, to regulate it now. 

Thus dream they, and contrive to save a God 
The encumbrance of His own concerns, and spare 
The great Artificer of ail that moves 
The stress of a continual act, the pain 
Of unremitted vigilance and care. 

As too la^rious and severe a tasiL 
So man, Tne moth, is not afraid, it seems, 

To span Omnipotence, and*measuFe might 
That knows no measure by the scanty ^e 
/md standard of his own, that is to-d!ay. 

And is not ere to-morrow's sun go down. 

But how should matter occupy a charge, 

Dull as it is, and satisfy a law 
So vast in its demands, unless spelled 
To ceaseless service by a ceaseless fdirce, * 

And^der pressure of some conscious cause ? 
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The Lord of all, Himself through all diffused, 

Sustains and is the life of ^ tha^ lives. 

Nature is but a name for an effect 

Whose cause is God. He feeds the secret fire 

l)y which the mighty process is maintained. 

Who sleeps not, is not weary ; in whose sight 
Slow-circling ages are as transient days ; 

^ AWhose work is without labour ; whose designs 
Nq flaw deforms, no difficulty thwarts ; 

And whose beneficence no charge exhausts. 230 

Him blind a&iiiquity profaned, not served, 

Witlv.-*ielf-t«iughi rites, and under various names, 

Female and male, ^onf'ona, Pales, Pan, 

And Flora and Vertumnus ; peopling earth 
With tutelary goddesses and gods 
That wer^ not ; avd commending as they would 
To each some province, garden, field or grove. 

Hut all are under One. One spirit — His 

Who wore the plaited thorns with bleeding brows — 

Rules universal nature. Not a flower 240^ 

But shows uome touch in freckle, streak or stain, 

Of His unrivalled pencil. He inspires 
Their balmy odours and imparts their hues, 

And bathes thoir eyes with nectar, and includes, 

In grains as countless as the seaside sands, 

forg|||.i;^th which He sprinkles all the earth. 

Happy who\valks with Him ! whom what he finds 
Of flavour or of scent in fruit or flower, 

Or what he views of beautiful or grai^d 

In nature, from the broad majestic oak 250 

To the green blade tl\at twinkles in the sun, 

Prompts with remembrance of a present God. 

His presence, who made all so fair, perceived. 

Makes all still fairer. As with him no scene 
Is dreary, so with him all seasons please. 

Though winter had been none, had man been true. 

And earth be punished for its tenant’s sake, 

Yet not in vengeance ; as this smiling sky, 
soon succeeding such an angry night, 

An^ these dissolving snows, and this clear stream 260 

Recovering fast its liquid music, prove. 

Who then that has a miiM well strung and tuned 
' To Contemplation, and within his reach ' 

A scene so friendly to his favourite task, 

Would waste attention at the chequered board. 

His host of wooden warriors to and fro 
Marching and countermarching with an eye 
As fixed as marble, with a fordiead ridfi^ 

And furrowed into storms, and with a l^d 

Tremblingi as if eternity were hung 270 

la balance on his conduct of a pin? 

Nor envies he aught mote their i<Ue !^rt 
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Who pant with application misapplied 
To trivial^oys, an^ pushing^ ivojy balls 
Across a velvet level, feel ft joy 
Akin to rapture, when the bauble finds 
Its destined goal of difficult access. 

N^r deems he wiser him who gives his noon 
To miss, the mercer's plague, from shop to shop 
Wandering, and littering with unfolded silks 28a 

The polished counter, and approving nonei 
Or promising with smiles to call agmn. , 

Nor him who, by his vanity seduced, 

And soothe(^into a dream &at he discerns « 

The differenoe of a Gi^do from a daub, 

Freauents the crowded auction. Statioded there 
As duly as the Langford of the show, 

With gl&ss at eye, and catalogue in hand, ^ 

And tongue accomplished insthe fiilsome cknt 

And pedantry that coxcomijs leam witl#easc, 290 

Oit as th« price-deciding hammer falls, 

^He notes it in his book, then raps his box, 

Swears *tis a bargain, rails at his hard fate; 

That he has let it pa.^s — but never bids. • 

Here unmolested, through whatever sign 
The sun proceeds, I wander ; neither mist. 

Nor freezing sky nor sultry, checking me. 

Nor stranger intermeddling with my joy. 

Even in the spring and playtime of the year, 

I'hat calls the unwonted villager abroad 300 

.With all her little oYies, a sportive train. 

To gather kingcups in lAe yellow mead. 

And prink their hair with daisies, or to pick 
A cheap but wholesome salad from the brook, 

These shades are all my own. The timorous hare, 

Grown so familiar with her frequent guest. 

Scarce shuns me ; and the stockdove unalanned 
Sits cooing in the pine-tree, nor suspends 
His long love-ditty for my near approach. 

Drawn horn his refuge in some lonely elm 3 10 

That age or injury has hollowed deep. 

Where on his bed«of wool and mattra leaves 
He has outslept the winter, ventures forth 
To frisk awhile, and bask in the #varm sun. 

The squiirel, flippant, pert, and full of play. 

He sees me, and at once, ^ift as a bird. 

Ascends the neighbouring beech ; there whisks his brush, 

And perks his eai^ and stamps and scolds aloud, 
ftVith all the prettiness of feigned alarm. 

And anger insimificantly fierce. * 320 

The heart is hard in nature, and unfit 
For human fellowship, as being void 
Of sympathy, and therefore ali]^e ^ 

To love and friendship both, that is notpl&sed 
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With sight of animals enjoying life, ^ 

Nor feels their happiness ad^^ment his own. 

The bounding fawn that darts across the glade 
When none pursues, through mere delight of heart, 

And spirits buoyant with excess of glee ; 

The horse, as wanton and almost as fleet, 330 

That skims the spacious meadow at full speed, 

^'fl'hen stops and snorts, and throwing high his heels. 

Starts to the voluntary race again ; 

The very&kine that gambol at high noon, 

I'he total hen^ receiving first from one 
That leads the ^tjnce a summons to be gay. 

Though wild their strange vagaries, and uncouth 

Their efforts, yet resolved with one consent 

To give such act and utterance as they may 

To ecstasy too big(.to be suppressed ; — 340 

These, and a thousand images of bliss, 

With which kind Nature graces every scene ) 

Where cruel man defeats not her design, 

Impart..to the benevolent, who wish 
All that aro capable of pleasure pleased, 

A far superior happiness to theirs, 

The comfort of a reasonable joy. 

Man scarce had risen, obedient to His call 
Who formed him from the dust, his future graven 
Wh en he w^ crowned as never king was since. 350 

God s 5 ?t!ic*aiddem upon his head. 

And angel choirs attended. Wondering stood 
The new-made monarch, while before him passed, 

All happy, and all perfect in their kind, 

The creatures, summoned from their various haunts 
To see their sovereign, and confess his sway. 

Vast was his empire, absolute his power. 

Or bounded only by a law whose force 
*Twas his subliinest privilege to feel 

And mwn, the law ot universal love. 360 

He ruled with meekness, thejr obeyed with joy; 

No cruel purpose lurked \i’ithin his heart, 

And no distrust of his intent in theirs. 

^Ao Eden was a scene of harmless sport, *- 
Where kindness on his part who ruled the whole 
Beg^t a tranquil confidencecin all, 

^^'Ano fear as yet was not, nor cause for fear. 

But sin man^ all ; and the revoU of man, 

That source of evils not exhausted yet, 

Was punished with revolt of his from him. 370 

Garden of God, how terrible the change 

Thy groves and lawns then witnessed I Eveiy heart, 

Each animal of every name, conceived 
A jealousy^ and an instinctive fear, 

And, conscious of. some dang&r; either fled 
Precipitate the loathed abode of man, 
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Or growled defiance in such angry sort, 

As taught him too to tremble indiis turn. 

Thus lurmony and family^iccord 
Were driven from Paradise ; and in that hour 
The seeds of cruelty, that since have swelled 
T» such gigantic and enormous growth, 

Were sown in human nature's fruitful soil. 

Hence date the persecution and the pain 
That man inflicts on all inferior kinds, 

Regardless of their plaints. To make him sport, • 
To gratify the frenzy of his wrath, ^ 

Or nis l)asefeluttony, are causes good • 

And just in nis accoui^t wlyr bird and beast 
Should suffer torture, and the streams b& dyed 
With blood of their inhabitants impaled. 

Karth groans beneath the burden of a war 
Waged with def<#iceleKS innocence, while ne, 

Not satisfied to prey on all around, # 

Adds terifold bitterness to death by pangs 
^ Needless, and first torments ere he devours. 

N(jw happiest they that occupy the sccne«w 
The most remote ftuai his abhorred resort, * 

Whom once, as delegate of God on earth. 

They feared, and as flis perfect image loved. 

^Thc wilderness is theirs, with all its caves, 

Its hollow glens, its thickets, and its plains 
Un visited by man. There they are free, 

And howl and roar as likes them, uncontrolled, 

^ Nor ask his leave to slumber or to play. 

Woe to the tyrant, if dare intrude 
Within the confiiies of their wild domain : 

The lion tells him, “ 1 am monarch here I " 

And if he spare him, spares him on the terms 
Of royal mercy, and through generous scorn 
To rend a victim trembling at his foot. 

In measure, as by force of instinct drawn, 

Or by necessity constrained, they live 
Dependent upon man, those in his fields, 

These at his crib, and some beneath his roof. 

They prove too often at how dear a rate 
He sells protection. Witness, at his foot, 

The spaniel dying for some venial fault. 

Under dj^ectiqn of the knotted scourge ; 

Witness, the patient ox, wjth stripes and yells 
Diiven to the* slaughter, goaded, as he runs, 

To madness, white the savage at his heels 
«Laughs at the frantic sufferer’s fuxv spent 
Upon the guiltless passenger o’erthrown. 

He too is witness, noblest of the train 
That wait on man, the flight-performing horse : 
With unsuspecting readiness (4 takfs , 

His murderer on his back, and pushed all day. 
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With Lleeding sides and flanks that heave for life, 

To the far-distant goal, arri>;es and dies. 4JO 

So little mercy shows who needs so much 1 
Does law, so jealous in the cause of man, 

Denounce no doom on the delinauent? None. 

He lives, and o’er his brimming oeaker boasts 
(As if barbarity were high desert) 

•n. J'he inglorious feat, and clamorous in praise 
Of the poor brute, seems wisely to suppose 
The honcyirs of his matchless horse his own. 

But many a crime deemed innocent on earth 

Is registered fi.i^jgaven ; and these, no doubt, 440 

Have'cach their record, with a curse annexed. 

Man may dismiss compassion from his** heart. 

But God will never. When He charged the Jew 
To assist his foe's down -fallen beast to rise ; 

And when the busii-exploring hny that seiz> d 
The young, to let the„parent biro go free ; 

Proved He not plainly that His meaner works 
Are yet His care, and have an interest all, 

All, in \he universal Father’s love? 

On Noah, and in.Him on all mankind, 450 

The charter was conferred, by which we hold 

The flesh of animals in fee, and claim 

O’er all we feed on, power of life and deatli. 

But read the instrument, and mark it well : 

of a tvrannous control 

Can find no warrant tnere. Feed then, and yield 
Thanks for thv food. Carnivorous through sin. 

Feed on the slain, but spare the livirg brute. 

The Governor of all, Himself to aU 
So bountiful, in whose attentive car 4O0 

The unfledged raven and the lion’s whelp 
Plead not in vain for pity on the pangs 
Of hunger unassuaged, has interpos^, 

Not seldom. His avenging arm, to smite 
The hijurious trampler upon nature’s law, 

That claims forbearance even for a brute. 

He hates the hardness of a Balaam’s heart ; 

,<And prophet as he was, he might not strikp 
The blameless animal, without rebuke. 

On which he rode. Her i^portime offence 470- 

..^,.Sav^d him, or the unrelenting seer had died, ^ 

He^sees that human equity is slack 
To interfere, though in so just a cause. 

And makes the task His own : inspiring dumb 
And helpless victims with a sense so keen 
Of injury, with such knowledge of their strength 
And sLch sagacity to take reveng^ 

That oft the beast has seemed to judge the mar* 

An ancieiiw, not a legendary ' 

By one of sound IntSligence rehearsed,, 4S0 
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(If such who plead for Providence may seem 
In moderif eyes,) shall mak^ the doctrine clear. 

Where England, stretched towards the setting sun, 

Narrow and long, o’erlooks the western wave, 

Dwelt young Misagathus ; a scomer he 
Of^od and goodness, atheist in ostent, 

Vicious in act, in temper savage-fierce. 

He journeyed ; and his chance was as he went 
To join a traveller, of far different note, 

Kvander, famed for pie^, for years 45)0 

Deserving hemour, but for wisdom more. 

Fame had ndl left the venerable man * 

A stranger to the manners ofathe youth, • 

Whose face too was familiar to his view. 

Their way was on the marmn of the land. 

O'er the green summit of Uie^rocka whose base # 

Beats ba» the roaring surge, scarce he^ so high. 

The chari^ that warmed his heart was moved 

« At sight oT the man-monster. With a smile 
eGentle, and affable, and full of grace, 500 

As fearful of offenclii-.f whom he wished • ^ 

Much to persuade, he plied his ear with truths 
Not harshly thundered forth, or rudely pressed. 

But, like his purpose, gracious kind, and sweet. 

VAnd dost thou 'dream," the impenetrable man 
Exclaimed, “that me tha lullabies of age. 

And fantasies of dotards such as thou. 

Can cheat, or move a moment’s fear in ipe? 

^ark now the proof I gipre thee, that the brave 
Need no such aids as superstition lends, 5 10 

•To steel their hearts against the dread of death." 

He spoke, and to the precipice at hand 
Pushed with a madman’s fury. Fancy shrinks, 

And the blood thrills and curdles at the thought 
Of such a gulf as he designed his grave. 

But though the felon on his back could dare 
The dreadful leap, more rational his steed 
Declined the death, and wheeling swiftly round, 

Or e’er his hoof had pressed the crumbling verge, % ^ 

Baffled his rider, s^ved against his wilL j|;20 

The frenzy of the brain may be redressed 
By medicine well applied, but without grace 
The hearth insanity admits no cure. 

• Enraged the more by w^t might have reformed 
His horrible intent^ again he sought 
Destruction, with a zeal to be destroyed, 

With sounding whip, and Viwels died in blood. 

But still in vain. The Providence that meant 
A longer date to the for nobler bea^ 

Spared yet t^in the ignobler {qf his sake. < 530 

And now, his prowess proved,* and bb sincere 
Incurable ol^uracy evinced, 
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His rage grew cool ; and pleased perhaps to have earned 
So cheaply the renown of (hat attempt, 

With looks of some complacence he resumed 
His road, deriding much the blank amaze 
Of good Evander, still inhere he was left 
Fixed motionless, and petrified with dread. 

So on they fared ; discourse on other themes 
'"'^Ensuing, seemed to obliterate the past, 540 

Apd tamer far for so much fuij shown, 

(As is the course of rash and nery men,) 

The rude covM^nion smiled, as if transformed, 
illut 'j,was a t^&lent calm. A storm was ncar,> 

An unsuspected stopn. His hi^jur was come. 

The impious challenger of power divine 

Was now to learn that Heaven, though slow to wrath, 

Is never yjth impunity defied. 

His horse, as he had caugtit hi^ master’s mood, 

Snorting, and startin'^ into sudden rage, 550 

U nbidden, and not now to be controlled, 

Rushe^l to the cliff, and having reached it, stood. , 

At once th:^ shock unseated him : he flew 
Sheer o’er the efagey barrier, and immersed 
Deep in the flood, luund, when he sought it not. 

The death he had deserved, and died alone. 

So G(xl wrought double justice ; made the fool 
'rjjei^im of his own tremendous choice, 

AncrrfChght^ brute the way to safe revenge. 

I would not enter on my list of friends 560 

(Though graced with polished maniiprs and fine sense, 

Yet wanting sensibility) the man 
Who needlessly sets foot upon a worm. 

An inadvertent step may crush the snail 
That crawls at evening in the public path ; 

But he that has humanity, forew'arnca, 

Will tread aside, and let the reptile live. 

The^creeping vermin, loathsome to the sight* 

And charged perhaps with venom, that intrudes, 

A visitor unwelcome, into scenes 570 

fj^cred to neatness and repose, the alcove, 

'tI^ chamber, or refectory, may die; 

A necessary act incurs no blame. 

Not so when, held within 4 hdr proper bounds, 

And guiltless of offence, they range the air. 

Or take their pastime in the spacious field : 

^There they are privileged ; and he that hi^nts ' 

Or harms them there is guilty of a wrong, 

Dispirbs the economy of Nature’s realm, 

Who„.when she formed, designed them an abode. 580 

The sum is this : if man’s convenience^ health. 

Or safety^ interfere, his rights and claims 
Are paramount, must ei^inguish theirs. 

Else they are all — the meanest things that are— 
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As free to live, and to enjoy that life, 

As God free to form them arthe first, 

Who in His sovereign wisdom made them all. 

Ye therefore who love mercy, teach your sons 

To love it too. The .spring-time of our years 

Is Soon dishonoured and defiled in most 590 

lly bndding ills, that ask a prudent hand 

'I'o check them. But, alas I none sooner shoots, 

If unrestrained, into luxuriant growth, 

Than cruelty, most devilish of them all. 

Mercy to hii|| that shows it, is the rule 
And righteoiK limitation of its act. 

By which Heaven movAs in pardoning givlty man 
And he that shows none, being ripe in ^cars. 

And conscious of the outrage he commits. 

Shall seek it and |ot find it ig his turn. • Coo 

Disiinguisihcd much by reason, and stUl more 
By our capacity of grace divine. 

From creatures that exist but for our sake, 

Which, having served us, perish, we are held 
Accountable, and Gi 1 , some future clay, * ^ * 

Will reckon with us roundly for the abuse 
Of what He deems no mean or trivial trust. 

Superior as we are, they yet depend 
Not more on human help than we on theirs. 

Their strength, or speed, or vigilance, were giveg 
In aid of our defects. In some are found 
Such teachable and apprehensive parts, 

*'rhat man’s attainments dn his own concerns. 

Matched with the expert ness of the brutes in theirs, 

'Are ofitimes vanc|uislied and thrown far behind. 

Some show that nice sagacity of smell, 

And read with such discernment, in the port « 

And figure of the man, his secret aim, 

That oft we owe our safety to a .skill 

We could not teach, and must despair to learn. • 620 

But learn we might, if not too proud to stoop 
To c[uadrui)ed instructors, many a gocxl 
And useful quality, and virtue too. 

Rarely exemplifieci among ourselves ; 

Attachment never to be weaned or changed 
By any cl^nge of fortune, proof iSike 
Against unlcindness, absence, and neglect ; 

Fidelity that neither bribe ifor threat 

Can move or warp>; and gratitude for small v 

And trivial favours, lasting as the life, 6 30 

And glistening even in the dying eye. 

Man praises man. ' Desert in arts or arms 
Wins public honour ; and ten thousand sit 
Patiently pre.sent at a sacred spfg. 

Commemoration-mad ; content to heiir • 

(O \vqnderf14 effect of music’s power I) 
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Messiah’s eulogy for Handers sake. 

But less, methinks, than s^crileg;^ might serve — 
(For was it less ? what heathen would have dared 
To strip Jove’s statue of his oaken wreath. 

And hang it up in honour of a man ?) 

Much less might serve, when all that we design 
Is but to gratify an itching ear, 

V And give the day to a musician’s praise: 

K/'member Handel ? Who that was not bom 
Deaf as* the dead to harmony, forgets, 

Or can, theHZ^re than Homer of his age ? 
rY es;— we remehiber him ; and while we praise 
A talent so divine, .remember b«o 
That His most holy book from whom it came 
Was never meant, was never used before. 

To buckcom out ^e men)oiy of a man. 

But hush ! — the Muse perhaps^s too severO, 

And, with a gravity ib^ond the size 
And measure of the offence, rebukes a deed 
Less i^npious than absurd, and owing more 
To want of judgment than to wrong design. 

So in the chapel of old Ely House, 

When wandering Charles, who meant to be the third 
Had fled from William, and the news was fresh. 

The simple clerk, but loyal, did announce, 
di^^rear right merrily, two staves, 

Sungto the ptaise and glory of King Geoigc. 

Man praises man ; and Garrick’s memory next. 
When time hath somewhat mellow^ it, and made 
The idol of our worship while he lived 
The god of our idolatry once more. 

Shall have its altar ; and the world shall go 
In pilgrimage to bow before his shrine. 

The theatre too small shall suffocate 

Its squeezed contents, and more than it admits 

ShaV sigh at their exclusion, and return 

Ungratified. For there some noble lord 

ShiUl .stuff his shoulders with King Richard’s bunch, 

^ Qr wrap himself in Hamlet’s inky cloak, 

Aqd strut, and storm, and straddle, stamp and stare. 
To show the world how Garrick did not act 
For Garrick was a worshipper himself ; 

He drew the liturgy, and framed the rites 
And solemn ceremonial of the day, 

•And called the world to worship on the banks 
Of Avon, famed in song. Ah, pleasant proof 
Tliat piety has still in human hemr^ 

Some place, a spark or two not yet extinct' ! 

The muiberry-tree was hung with blooming wreaths ; 
The mulberry-tree stood centre of the dance ; 

The mulbenfy-tree was hymrfefl with dulcet airs ; 

And from his touchwood trunk the mulberxy-tr^ 
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Supplied such relics as devotion^holds 

Still saci%d» and preserves with pious care. 690 

So 'twas a hallowed time : decorum reigned, 

And mirth uithout offence. No few returned, 

Doubtless, much edified, and all refreshed. 

Man praises man. The rabble all alive 
From tippling benches, cellars, stalls, and styes, 

Swarm in the streets. The statesman of the day, 

A pompous and slow -moving pageant, comes. ^ 

Some shout him, and some hang upon his car, 

To gaze in|his eyes, and bless him. Maidepai^ave 
Their kereniefs, and old women weep for joy ; a 760 

While others, not so satisfied, unhorse • 

The gilded equipage, and turning loose 
His stte<ls, usurp a place they well deserve. 

Why ? what ha^charmed t]|cm ?♦ Hath he saved^ the Stale ? 
No. Doth he purpose its salvation No. 

Knehcant^ng novelty, that moon at full, 

'Fhat finds out every crevice of the head 
^ That is not sound and perfect, hath in theirs • 

Wrought this disti ibance. But the wanejis neflr, 

And his own cattle must suffice him soon. 

Thus idly do we waste the breath of praise, 

And dedicate a tribute, in its use 
• And just direction sacred, to a thing 

Doomed to the dust, or lodged already thcr^p^ 

Encomium in old time was poet's work ; 

But poets having lavishly long since 
Exhausted all material of the art, 

The task now falls into the public hand ; 

And I, contented with an humble theme. 

Have poured my stream of panegyric down 720 

The vale of nature, where it creeps and winds '* 
Among her lovely works with a secure 
And unambitious course, reflecting clear, 

If not the virtues, yet the worth, of brutes. 

And I am recompensed, and deem the toib 
Of poetry not lost, if verse of mine 
May stand between an animal and woe. 

And teach one tvrant pity for his drudge. 

The groans of nature in this nether world, 

Which jHeaven has heard for ages, have an en<l, 730 

Foretola by prophets, and by poets sung. 

Whose Are was kindled at the prophet’s lamp. 

The time of resiy the promised Sabbath, comes. 

^ Six thousand years of sorrow have well nigh 
Fulfilled their tardy ana disastrous course 
Over a sinful world ; and what remains 
Of this tempestuous state of human things 
Is merely as the working of^iisea 
. Before a calm, that rocks itself to test : • 

For He, ^ose car the winds are, and the clouds 740 
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The dust that waits upon Ili^ sultry march, 

When sin hath moved Him, and Uis wrath is hot, 

Shall visit earth in mercy ; shall descend 
Propitious in His chariot paved with love ; 

And what His storms have blasted and defaced 
For mail’s revolt, shall with a smile repair. 

Sweet is the harp of prophecy ; too sweet 
Wot to l>e wronged by a mere mortal touch ; 

Nor can (|ie wonders it records be sung 

To meaner mu.'tic, and not suffer loss. 750 

Ihit when a pHt^^r when one like me, 

Ifappj, to rove among poetic flowers, 

Though poor in skill 'to rear theifl; lighis at last 
Oil some fair theme, some theme divinely fair, 

Siicii is the impulse and the spur he feels 
To give it frai^e proportioned to its worth, 

I'hat not to attempt it, arduous as he deems 
The labour, were a tas^ more arduous still. 

O scenes surpassing fable, and yet true, 

Scenes rf accomplished bliss ! which who can see, 760 

'J’hough but^lii db'tant prospect, and not feel 
His soul refreshed with foretaste of the joy ? 

Hi vers of gladness water all the earth, 

And clothe all climes with licauty. The reproach 
Of barrenness is past. The fruitful field 
Lar^fal^with guidance ; and the land once Icati, 

Or fertile onljf in its own disgrace, 

Exults to see its thistly curse repealed. 

'Phe various seasons woven into one, ■ 

And that one season an eternal spring, 770 

The garden fears no blight, and needs no fence, 

For there is none to covet, all are full. 

The lion, and the libbard, and the bear 

Orase with the fearless flocks ; all bask at noon 

1 ogether, or all gambol in the shade 

Of thd'same grove, and drink one common stream. 

Antipathies are none. No foe to man 

Lurks in the serpent now : the mother secs, 

. \iTd smiles to see, her infant’s playful hand ^ 

Stretched forth to dally with the crested worm, 7S0 

To stroke his azure neck, or^to receive 

I'he lambent homage of his arrowy tongue. . ^ 

All creatures worship man, and all mankind 
One Lord, one Father. Error hai no place : 

'rhat creeping pestilence is driven away : 

The breath of heaven has chased it. ^ In the heart 
No passion touches a discordant string, 

Hut all is harmony and love. Disease 

Is not : the pure and uncontaminate blood 

Holds its dne course, nor feara.the frost of age. 790 

One song em ploys nations, and all cry, 

** Worthy tlie Lamb, for He was slain for us ! ” 
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The dwellers in the vales and on the rocks 
Shout to tAch other, and th^ moiAitain-tops 
From distant mountains catch the flying joy, 

Till, nation after nation taught the strain, 

Earth rolls the rapturous Hosanna round. 

Eenold the measure of the promise filled ; 

See Salem built, the labour of a God ! 

Bright as a sun the sacred city shines ; 

All lAngdoms and all princes of the earth 
Flock to that light ; the glory of all lands 
Flows into ; unbounded is her joy, ^ 

And encTlessmer increase. Thy rams arc tlfPfe, 
Nebaioth, and the flocl^i of Kedar there 
The looms of Orinus, and the mines of Ind, 

And Saba’s spicy groves, pay tribute there. 

Praise is in all he| gates ; up^n hcf walls, • 

And in her streets, and in her spacious courts. 

Is lieard ^^Ivation. Eastern Java thcr^ 

Kneels with the native of the farthest West, 

^And /Ethiopia spreads abroad the hand. 

And worships. 1 lei rv port has travelled forth 
Into all lands. From every clime they com^ 

To see thy beauty, and tti share thy joy, 

0 Sion ! an assembly such as earth 

•Saw never, such as 1 leaven stoops down to see. 

Thus heavenward all things tend. For all wcic once 
Perfect, and all must be at length restored. ^ ^ 

So God has greatly purposed ; who would else 
In His dishonoured wo|ks Himself endure 
Dishonour, and lie wronged without redre.ss. 

1 laste then, and wheel away a shattered world, 

Yc slow- revolving seasons ! we would see 

(A sight to which our eyes are strangers yet) 

A world that does not (I read and hate His laws. 

And suffer for its crime ; would learn how fair 
The creature is that (Jod pronounces {pod, 

How pleasant in itself what pleases Him. 

Here every drop of honey hides a stuig. 

Worms wind themselves into our sweetest flowers, 

And even the joy’that haply some poor heart 
Derives from Heaven, pure as the fountain is, 

Is sulliedJn the stream ; taking t taint 
From touch of human lips, at best impure. 

Gh-for a world in principle as chaste 
As this is gross aad selfish I over which 
^ustom and prejudice shall bear no sway, 

That govern all things hfre, shouldering aside , 

The meek and modest Truth, and forcing her ^ 


^ Nebaioth and Kedar, the sons of l-slimaeUl and 
icriptiire Itere alluded to, may be reasonably con 
I large. 


litors of tli% AraM, in tbe pr^hetic 
as represeiitativc^ of the Geutdes 
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To .<^ck a refuge from the tongue of strife 
Jn nooks obscure, far from'the w|iys of men; 

Where violence shall never lift the sword, 

Nor cunning justify the proud man’s wrong, 

Leaving the poor no remedy but tears ; 

Where he that fills an office, shall esteem 
The occasion it presents of doing good 
^More than the perquisite ; where law shall speak 
Seldom, and never but as wisdom prompts 
And eqcity ; not jealous more to guard 850 

A worthless /orm than to deckle aright; 

Where rashion^ir..all not sanctify abuse, 

Nor smooth good-bfeeding (supplemental grace) 

With lean performance ape the work of love. 

Come then, and added to Thy many crowns, 

Receive y^t one, t^ie crow;t of all the earth. 

Thou who alone art worthy ! it was Thine 
lly ancient covenant tre nature’s birth, 

And Thou hast made it Thine by purchase since. 

And overpaid its value with Thy blood. 860^ 

Thy saints proclaim Thee King ; and in their hearts 
Thy title is*engrtven witli a pen 
Dipped in the fountain of eternal love. 

Thy saints proclaim Thee King ; and Thy delay 
Gives courage to their foes, who, could they see 
The dawn of Thy last advent, long-desired, 
creep^iVito the bowels of tlie hills, 

And flee for safety to the falling rocks. 

The very spirit of the world is tired . 

Of its own taunting (question, asked so long, fyo 

Where is the promise of your Lord's approach ? ” 

The infidel has shot his bolts away. 

Till his exhausted quiver yielding none, 

„ He gleans the blunted shsuts that have recoiled. 

And aims them at the shield of Truth agaiik 
The veil is rent, rent too by priestly hands, 

That hides divinity from mortal eyes ; 

And all the mysteries to faith proposed, 

Iqsulted and traduced, are cast aside 
'^‘As useless, to the moles and to the bats. 8S0 

They now are deemed the faithful, and^re praised. 

Who, constant only in reje^ing Thee, 

Deny Thy Godhead with a martyr's zeal. 

And quit their office for their error’s sake. 

Blind, and in love with darkness ! yet even these 
Worthy, compared with sveophants, who knee 
Thy name, adoring, and ttien preach Hiee man ! 

So fares Thy church. But how Thv church may fare 
The world takes little thought. Who will may preach. 

And what ^hey will. All pastors are alike 890 

To wandering sheep, resolved to follow none. 

Two gods divide them all. Pleasure and Gain : 
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For these they live, they sacrifice to these, * 

And in their service wajge^^pcftual war 

With conscience and with Thee. Lust in their hearts, 

And mischief in their hands, they roam the earth 
To prey upon each other : stubborn, fierce, 

High-minded, foaming out their own disgrace. 

Thy prophets ^eak of such ; and, noting down 
The features of the last degenerate times, 

Exhibit every lineament of these. * 

Come then, and added to Thy many crowns, 

Receive ycLone, as radiant as the rest, 

Due to Thy last and most effectual work, 

Thy word fulfilled, the coni|uest of a wprld. 

He is the happy man, W'hose life even now 
Shows^somewhat of that happier life to coinc ; 

Who, doomed to an obscure but iranquil^statc. 

Is pleased with ^ and, wert he free to choose, 

Would make his fate his choice ; whotn peace, tne iruii 910 
Of virtud, and whom virtue, fruit of faith. 

Prepare for happiness ; bespeak him one 
Content indeed to journ while he must* 

Relow the skies, but having there his hom^ 

The world o'erlooks him in her bus^ search 
Of objects more illustrious in her view ; 

And occupied as earnestly as she, 

Though more sublimely, he o'erlooks the world. 

She scorns his pleasures, for she knows thenMot ; 

He seeks not hers, for he has proved them vain. 920 

He cannot skim the ground like summer birds 
Pursuing gilded files, and such he deems 
Her honours, her emoluments, her joys. 

Therefore in contemplation is his bliss. 

Whose power is such, that whom she lifts from earth „ 

She maxes familiar with a heaven unseen, 

And shows him glories yet to be revealed. 

Not slothful he, though seeming unemployed, • 

And censured oft as useless. Stillest streams 

Oft water fairest meadows, and the bird 930 

That flutters least is longest on the wing. 

Ask him, indeed; what trophies he has raised. 

Or what achievements of immortal fame 
He purposes, and he shall answer — ^None. 

His warAre is within. There unfatigued 
His fervent spirit labours.* There be fights. 

And there obtaiiis fresh triumphs o’er himself. 

And never- withering wreaths, compared with which 
'The laurels that a Caesaf reaps are weeds. 

Perhaps the self-approving haughty world, 940 

That as she sweeps him with her whistling silks 
Scarce deigns to notice him, ^r, if she see, 

, Deems him a cipher in the ^orks of God| 

Receives advantage from his noiseless hoi^ 
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Of wltich she little dreams. Perhaps she owes 
Her sunshine and her rain, Ifer blc|pniing spring 
And plenteous harvest, to the prayer he makes, 
When, Isaac-like, the solitary saint 
Walks forth to meditate at eventide, 

And think on her, who thinks not for herself. 
P'orgive him then, thou bustler in concerns 
Qf Httle worth, and idler in the best, 

If, a,uthor of no mischief and some good. 

He seeks-^iis proper happiness by means 
That m.iy adit/^'e, but cannot hinder, thine. 

"Hor though he tf^d the secret path of life, 
Kngage no notice, and enjoy mualt east*, 

Account him an encumbrance on the slate, 
Kcceiving benefits, and rendering none. 

His sphere though humble, if that hund>Ie sphere 
Shine W'ith his fair example, anct though small 
His influence, if that Influence all lx* sp>cnt 
In soothing sorrow and in quenching strife, 

In aiding helpless indigence, in works 
From which- at least a gratelhl few ilerive 
Some taste of coiftfort in a world of woe, 

Then let the .sujiercilious great confe.ss 
He serves his country, recompenses well 
The state beneath the shadow' of w'hosc vine 
secure^ and in the scale of life 
Holds no ignorM:, though a slighted, place. 

The man whose virtues are more felt than seen 
Must drop indeed the hope of public »>raisc ; 

Put he may boa.st wdiat few that win it can, 

That if his country stand not by his skill, 

At least his follies have not WTought her fall. 
Polite reflnenient oflers him in vain 
Her golden tube, through which a sensual w’orld 
Draws gross impurity, and likes it well. 

The neat conveyance hiding all the offence. 

Not that he peevishly rejects a mode 
Because that W'orld adopts it. If it bear 
Tlv* stamp and clear impression of good sense, 
'And, be not costly more than of true worth, 

He puts it on, and for decorum sake 
Can wear it even as graceful as .she. 

She judges of refinement by the eye, 

He by the test of conscience, and ei heart 
Not soon deceived ; aware tliat what is base 
No polish can make sterling, and that vice, 
Though well perfumed and elegantly* dre.ssed. 
Like an unburied carcase tricked with flowers, 

Is but a garnished nuisance, fitter far 
For cleanly^riddance than for frir attire. 

So life glides smootMy and by ^stealth away, 

More golden than that age of fabled gold 
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Renowned in ancient song ; not vexed with care • 

Or staine^ with guilt, beneficent# approved 
Of God and man, and peaceful in its end. 

So glide my life away ! and so at last, looo 

My share of duties decently fulfilled, 

^lay some disease, not tardy to perform 
Its destined office, yet with gentle stroke 
J )ismiss me weary to a safe retreat. 

Beneath the turf that I have often trod. 

It shall not grieve me, then, that once, when called* 

To dress a Sofa with the flowers of verse, * 

I played a>^ile, obedient to the fair, ^ 

With that light task ; but sqpn, to please her more, 

Whom flowers alone I knew would Httld please, loio 

I.et fall the unfinished wreath, and roved for fruit ; 

Roved far, an<l gathered much : some harsh, *tis true, 

Picked from the Hiorns and Briars^of reproof, ^ 

But wholesome, well digested ; grateful some 
•To palatifc that can taste immortal truth, 

^Insipid else, and sure to be despised. 

But all is in His hand whose praise I sccK 
In vain the poet sings, and the world hears^ 

If He re^rcl not, though divine the theme. 

'Tis not 111 artful measures, in the chime 1020 

, And idle tinkling of a minstrers lyre. 

To charm His ear, whose eye is on the heart; 

Whose frown can disappoint the proudest stravi; 

Whose approbation prosper — even mine. 





AN EPISTLE TO JOSEPH HILL, Esq. 


Dear JoiiEph, — F ive and twenty years ago — 

Alas, how tink^f^escajies I — *tis even so— 

\yith frequent inilrcourse, and always sweet. 

And always friendly,^ we were wcjnt to cheat 
A tedious hour, and now we never meet ! 

As some grave gentleman in Terence says 
(’Twas therefore m\ich the /iame in ancient days), 

Good lack, we know not what tli-morrow bwngs — 
Strange fluctuation of lill human things ! 

True. Changes will befall, and friends may part, 

But distance only cannot change the heart : 

And were I /'ailed to prove the assertion true. 

One proof should serve— a reference to you. 

Whence comes it, then, that in the wane of life, 
Though nothing have occurred to kindle strife. 

We find the friends we fancied we had won, 

Thoygh numerous once, reduced to few or none ? 

Can gold grow ..orthless, that has stood the touch? 

No ; gold they seemed, but they were never such. 

Horatio’s servant once, with bow ajQjd cringe, 
Swinging the parlour door upon its hinge, 

Dreading a negative, and overawed 

Lest he should trespass, begged to go abroad. 

“ Go, fellow 1— whither? ” — turning short about — 

Nay. Stay at home — you’re always going out.” — 

“ *Tis but a step, sir ; just at the street^ end.” — 

“ For^hat?” — “An please you, sir, to see a friend.” — 
“ A friend I ” Horatio cried, and seemed to start — 

“ Yea m.'irry shalt thou, and with all my heart. 

Aiyl fetch my cloak ; for, though the night be raw, 

• I’ll see him too — the first I ever saw.” 

I knew the man, and knew his nature mild. 

And was his plaything often* when a child ; 

But somewhat at that moment pinched him close. 

Else he was seldom bitter or morose. 

Perhaps, his confidence just then betrayed, 

liis grief might prompt him with the speech he made; 

Perhaos 'twas mere g<^ humour gave it birth, 

The Harpiless (day of pleasantry and mirth. 

Howe’er it was, his language, in my mind. 

Bespoke atiieast a man that knew mankind. 

But not to moralize too much, and strain 
To prove an evil of which all complain. 
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(I hate long arguments verbosely spun,) 

One story more, dear Hill, and 1 pave done. 

Once on a time, an emperorf a wise man, 

No matter where, in China or Japan, 

Decreed, that whosoever should ofTend 
Ag^nst the well-known duties of a friend. 
Convicted once, should ever after wear 
But half a coat, and show his bosom bare : 

The punishment importing this, no doubt. 

That &I1 was naught within, and all found out. 

O happy Britain ! we have not to fear 
Such hard atfji arbitrary measure here ; ^ 

Else, could a law like tf^at which I relate 
Once have the sanction of ouf triple state/ 

Some few that I have known in days of old, 

Would ran most dreadful risk of catching cold ; 
While you, my friiyid, whatever witM should blow,* 
Might traverse England safely to and fr^ 

An honest^an, close bnttoned to the chin, 
l^roadcloth without, and a warm heart within. 
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not froR:^,his form, in which we trace 
Strength joined with beauty, dignity with grace, 

That man, the master of this globe, derives 
His right of empire over all that livCs. 

That form indeed, the associate of a mind 
Vast in its powers, ethereal in its kind, — 

That form, the labour of* Almighty skill. 

Framed for the service of a free-born w’ill. 

Asserts precedence, and bespeaks control, 

But borrows all its* grandeur from the soul. lO 

Hers is the state, the splendour, and the throne. 

All intellectual kingdom all her own. 

For her the Memory fills her ample page 
With truths poured down from every distant age ; 

For her amasses an unliounded store, 

The wisdom of great nations, now' no more ; 

Though laden, not encumbered with her spoil ; . 

Laborious, yet unconscious of her toil ; 

^When copiously supplied, then most enlarged ; 

"Still to be fed, and not to be surcharged. ' 20 

For her the Fancy, roving unconfined, 

Th^ present muse of every pensive mind. 

Works mamc wonders, ad^ a brighter hue 
To Natuj^^ scenes than Nature ever knew*. 

At her command winds rise waters roar, 

Again she lays them sldmbering on the shore ; 
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With flower and fruit the wilderness supplies, 

Or bids the rocks in ruder pomp lirise. 

For her the Judgment, umpire in the strife 

That Grace and Nature have to ws^e through life, 30 

Qujck-sighted arbiter of good and ill, 

Aj^inted sage preceptor to the Will, 

Condemns, approves, and with a faithful voice 
Guides the decision of a doubtful choice. 

Why did the flat of a God give birth 
To yon fair Sun, and his attendant Earth? 

And when descending he resigns the skies, ^ 

Why takes tne gentler Moon her turn to risij 
Whom Ocean feels thnfugh all his counties waves. 

And owns her power on every shore he laves? 40 

Why do,the seasons still enrich the year. 

Fruitful and young as in their first pareer?« 

Spring hangs her mfant blossfmis on the trees, 

Rocked in the cradle of the western br€cze ; 

'Summer ill haste the thriving charge receives 
4^eneath the shade of her expanded leaves, 

Till Autumn's fiercer heats and plenteous ckws , 

Dye them at last in all their glowing hues. — * 

'Twere wild profusion all, and bootless waste, 

Power misemployed, munificence misplaced, 50 

Had not its Autnor dignified the plan. 

And crowned It with the majesty of man. 

Thus formed, thus placed, intelligent, and taugITt, 
l<ook where he will, the wonders God has wrought, 

•The wildest scorner of 1 ^ Maker’s laws 
P'inds in a sober moment time to pause, 

•To press the important question on his heart, 

“ Why formed at all, and wherefore as thou art ? ” 

If man be what he seems, this hour a slave, 

The next mere dust and ashes in the grave, 60 

Endued with reason only to descry 

His crimes and follies with an aching eye ; 

With passions, just that he may prove with pain. 

The force he spends a^inst their fury vain ; 

And if, soon after having burned, by turns. 

With every lust with which frail nature bums, 

His being end where death dissolves the bond, 

, The tomb take all, and all be blarfk beyond ; 

That he, oi^all that nature has brought forth, 

• Stands ^f-impeached the creature of least worth 70 

And useless wnile l)e lives, and when he dies, « 

Brings into doubt the wisdom of the skies. 

^Truths that the learned | 9 ursue with eager thought 
Are not important always as dear-boiight, . 

Proving at last, though told in pompons strains, 

A childish waste of philosophic pains *; 

But truths on which depend ouf main g oncers, 

That 'tis our shame and misery not to leani^ 

• V 
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Shinb by the side of eveiy path we tread 

With such a lustre, he that* runs may read. So 

’Tis true that, if to trifle life away 

Down to the sunset of their latest day. 

Then perish on futurity*s wide shore 
Like fleeting exhalations found no more, 

Were all that Heaven required of humankind, 

And all the plan their destiny designed, 

'WJiat none could reverence all might jusllv blame. 

And mail would breathe but for his Maker^s shame. 

But reason heard, and nature well perused, 

.At once the cfr(!:s.ning mind is disabused. 90 

If an we find possessing earth, .sea, air, 

Reflect His attributes who placed them there. 

Fulfil the purpose, .and appear designed 
Proofs of the wisijom of pie all-seeing mind, 

’Tis plain \ne creature whom He chose to invest 
With kinship and d% minion o'er the rest, 

Received his nobler nature, and was made 
Fit for the power in which he stands arrayed ; 

That first qr last, thereafter if not here, 

He too might nfuke his Author's wisdom clear, 100 

Praise Him on earth, or obstinately dumb, 

Suffer His justice in a world to come. 

This once believed, 'Iwerc logic misapplied , 

To p rove a consequence by none denim, 

'lUaf we are Kiand to cast the minds of youth 
Betimes into the mould of heavenly truth. 

That taught of God they may indeed be wise, 

Nor ignorantly wandering miss the skies. 

In early days the conscience has in .most 
A quickness, which in later life is 4 ost : IIG 

Preserved from guilt by salutary fears, 

Or guilty, soon relenting into tears. 

Too careless often, as our yearn proceed, 

Whgt friends we sort with, or wnal books we read, 

Our parents ^et exert a prudent care, 

To feed our infant mind.s with proper fare ; 

And wisely store the nursery by decrees 
With wholesome leomipg, yet acquired with ease. 

N^tly secured from being soiled or tom 
Beneath a pane of thin translucent horn, 1 20 

A book (to please us at a tender ajgc 
'Tis calM a book, though but a^single page) 

Presents the prayer the Saviour deigned to teach. 

Which children use, and parsons — when they preach. 

Lisping our syllables, we scrambl»next 
Through moral narrative, or sacred text ; 

And l^m with wonder how this world began. 

Who ma^, who marred, and who has ransomed man,- 
Points, vmich, iqaless t^e Sidlplttre made them plain. 

The wisest heads might agitate in vain* 
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0 thou, whom, borne on fancy’s eager wing 
Back to t^e season of life’| happy spring, 

1 pleased remember, and, while Memory yet 
Holds fast her office here, can ne’er forget ; 

Ingenious dreamer, in whose well- told tale 
Sweet fiction an| sweet truth alike prevail ; 

Whose humorous vein, strong sense, and simple style 
May teach the ^yest, make the mvest smile ; 

Witty, and well employed, and, Tike thy Lord. 

Speaking in parables His slighted word ; ^40 

I name thee not, lest so despised a name 
Should mow a sneer at thy deserv^ fame,* 

Yet e’en in transitory kfe’s ]§te day, 

That mingles all my brown with sober ^y. 

Revere Jthe man whose pilgrim marks the road. 

And guides the pR(x;re.ss of the soul to God. 

’T were well witl#most, if b<^ks tnat coula enga^ 

Their childhood, pleased them at a riper age ; 

The maii^ approving what had charmed the b^y, 

^ Would die at last in comfort, peace, and joy ; 150 

And not with curses on his art who stole • 

The gem of truth from his unguarded souL • * 

The stamp of artless piety impressed 
By kind tuition on his yielding breast, 

• The youth now bearded, and yet pert and raw. 

Regards with scorn, though once received with awe, 

And warped into the labyrinth of lies, 

That babblers, called philosophers, devise, 

Blasphemes his creed, u founded on a plan 

Replete with dreams, unworthy of a maou 160 

Touch but his nature in its ailing part, 

Assert the native evil of his heart, 

His pride resents the charge, although the proof* 

Rise in his forehead, and seem mnk enough ; 

Point to the cure, describe a Saviour’s cross 
As God’s expedient to retrieve his loss, 

The young apostate sickens at the view. 

And hates it with the malice of a Jew. 

How weak the barrier of mere Nature proves, 

Opposed against the pleasures Nature loves I 170 

While self-betrayed, and wilfidly undone, 

She longs to yield, no sooner wooed than won. 

now Ihe merits of this blest exchange 
Of^ipodest truth for wit’s egccntric range. 

Time was he closed as he began the day, 

With decent duty, not ashan^ to pray: 

Che practice was a bond upon his heart, 

A pledge he gave for a consistent part ; 

Nor could he dare presumptuously displease 
A Power, confessed so lately cm nis knees. 180 

• ^ 
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But m>w farewell all legendary tales 
The shadows fly, philosophy prev|iils ; 
Prayer to the winds, and caution to the wa 
Religion makes the free by nature slaves ; 
Priests have invented, and the world adniii 


. the world admired 


What knavish priests promulgate as inspired^! 

Till Reason, now no longer overawed. 

Resumes her powers, and spurns the clumsy fraud, 
And, common-sense diffusing real day, 

The ineKor of the Gospel dies away. 

Such rhapsodies our shrewd discerning youth 
J^earp from expert inquirers after truth ; 

Whose only care, might truth pt^sume-to speak. 

Is not to find what tney profess to seek. 

And thus, well-tutored only while we share 
A mother's lecture^ and a purse’s care ; 

And taughfut schools much m)^ologic stud,* 

But sound religion sparingly enough ; 

Our early notices of truth, disgraced, 

Soon lose their credit, and are all effaced. 

Vfor/id you younjion should be a sot or dunce, 
I^civious, headMrong, or all these at once ; 

That in good time the stripling’s finished taste 
For loose expense, and fashionable waste, 

Should prove your min, and his own at last ; 

Train him in public with a mob of boys, 
dlHtlish in miwhief only and in noise, 

Else of a mannish growth, and five in ten 
In infidelity and Lewdness men. 

There shall he learn, ere sixteen winters old, 

That authors are most useful pawned or sold ; 
That pedantry is all that schools impart, 

But taverns teach the knowle<lge of the heart ; 
There waiter Dick, with bacchanalian lays, 

Shall win his heart, and have his drunken praise, 
His <;ounsellor and iKtsom friend shall prove. 

And some street-pacing harlot his first love. 
Schools, unless discipline were doubly strong, 
Detain their adolescent charge too long ; 

The management of tyros of eighteen • 

Is difficult ; their punishment obscene. 

The stout tall captain, whoue superior size 
The minor heroes view with envious eyes. 

Becomes their pattern, upon whopa they fix 
Their whole attention, and ape all his tricks, 
nis pride^ that scorns to obey or to submit| 

With them is courage ; his enronteiy wit ; 


* The author begs lea^ to expladn.— -Sensible that, widumtsuch knowledge, neither the ancunit 
j^ts nor historians can Ce tasted, or indeed understood, he does not mean to censure the pans 
that are taken to instruct a schoolboy in the religion of the heathen, but merely that neglect of 
Christian culture which leaves bun shamefully ignorant of his own. 
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His wild excursions, window>bre|^ing feats, 

Robbery df gardens, quarrels in the streets, 

His hairbreadth ’scapes, and all his daring schemes, 230 
Transport them, and are made their favourite themes. 

Iniittle bosoms wh achievements strike 
A kindred spark? they burn to do the like. 

Thus half-accumplishra ere he yet begin 
To show the peeping down upon his chin; 

And,* as maturity of years comes on, 

Made just the adept that you designed your son : 

To ensure ifc perseverance of his course. 

And give your monstrous project all its for&, 

Sendliim to college. If he^here be tamed, 240 

Or in one article of vice reclaimed, 

Where no regard of ord'nances is shoum 
Or looked for noy, the fault ^ust^ his own. 

Some sneaking virtue lurks in him, no doubt, 

Where nether strumpets’ charms, nor t^rinking bout, 

Nor gambling practices, can find it out. 

^uch youths of spirit, and that spirit too. 

Ye nurseries of out buys, we owe to you : * , ^ 

I’hough from ourselves the mischief more proceeds. 

For public schools ’tis public folly feeds. 250 

The slaves of custom and established mode, 

•With packhorse constancy we keep the road. 

Crooked or straight, through qua^ or thomjylells, 

True to the jingling of our leaders bells. 

To follow foolish precedents and wink 

* With both our eyes, is ttisicr than to think ; 

And such an age as ours balks no expense, 

* Fxcept of caution, and of common-sense : 

Klse sure, notorious fact and proof so plain 

Would turn our steps into a wiser train. * 260 

I blame not those who, with what care they can, 

O’erwatch the numerous and unruly cUm : 

Or, if 1 blame, ’tis only that they dare 
Promise a work, of which they must despair. 

Have ye, ye sage intendants of the Whole, 

A ubiquarian presence and control, 

Elisha^s eye, that,* when Gehasi stmyed, 

W’ent with him and saw all the game he played ? 

Yes — ^ye q|e conscious ; and on ^ the shelves 

Your puptls strike upon, have struck yourselves. 270 

Or iff by nature sober, ye Hkd then, 

Boys as ye were, the gravity of men ; 

Ye knew at least, by con|tant proofs addressed 
To ears and eyes, the vices of the rest. 

But ye connive at what ye cannot cure, 

And evils not to be endured, endure. 

Lest power exerted but with^ success, 

Should make the little ye retain stilkiess. * 

Ye once wep justly famed for bringing forth 
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Undoubted scholarship and^nuine worth; 280 

And in the Armament of fame stilt shines 
A glory, bright as that of all the signs. 

Of poets raised by you, and statesmen, and divines. 

« Peace to them all ! those brilliant times are ded. 

And no such lights are kindling in their stead. 

(^ur striplings shine indeed, but with such 1113^5 
As set the midnight riot in a blase ; 

And scejp, if judged by their expressive looks, 
l^ccper in ncyie than in their surgeons’ books. 

Say, Muse (for^ education mane the song, 290 

No Muse can hesitate, or linger long),. 

What causes move uc, knowing fis we must, 

7 'hat these tnena^eries all fail their trust. 

To send our sons to scout and scamper there. 

While coltsund puppies cost ua/K> much ca|e? 

Be it a weakness, it deserves some praise. 

We love the play-place of our early days. 

The scene is touching, and the heart is stone 
That fe^ls not at that sight, and feels at none. 

The wall orf* vlii^hVe tried our graving skill, 300 

The very name we carved subsisting still ; 

The bench on which we sat while deep employed. 

Though mangled, hacked, and hewed, not vet destroyed : 

The little ones, unbutton^, glowing hot. 

Ploying our ga]|^ and on the very spot ; 

As happy as we once, to kneel and draw 
The chalky ring, and knuckle down at taw ; 

To pitch the ball into the grounded hat. 

Or drive it devious with a dexterous pat ; 

Tlie pleasing spectacle at once excites 
Such recollection of our own delights. 

That, viewing it, we seem almost to obtain 
Our innocent sweet simple years again. 

This fond attachment to the well-known place 
Whexfce first we started into life’s long race. 

Maintains its hold with such unfiuling sway. 

We feel it e’en in age, and at our latest day. 

Har. k ! how the sire of chits, whose future share 
Of classic food begins to be his care. 

With his own likeness plac^ on either knee, 320 

Indulges all a fathei^s heartfelt glee ; 

And tells them, os he strokes their silver locks. 

That they must soon learn Latin, find to box : 

Then turning, he regales his listening wife * 

With all the adventures of his early ^e ; 

His ^ill in coadimanship, or driving dudse^ 

In bilkirg tavern bills, and sponthig plays; 

What shifts he used, detectea in a senpe^ 

How he wtS flogged, or had the^htek to escape; 

What sums he lost^^t play, and fiow he sold 
Watch, seals, and all — till all his pranks are told., 
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Retracing thus his frolics (*tis a name 
That palliates deeds of and Bf shame), 

He gives the local bios all its sway; 

Resolves that where he played his sons shall play, 
An^ destines thev bright genius to be shown 
J^t in the scene where he displayed his own. 

^e meek and bashful boy will soon be taught 
To be as bold and forward as he ought ; 

The ^de will scuffle through with ease enough, 

Great schools suit heat the sturdy and the rough. 

Ah, happy designation, prudent choice, * 

The event is sure ; ex])ect it, and tejoice ! * 

Soon see your wish fulftlled tn either chijd, 

The pert made perter, and the tame made wild. 

The great, indeed, by titles, riches, birth, 

Excused the incumbrance of ^on^olid wprtli, ^ 
Are best disposetrof where with most success ^ 
They ma]4 acquire that confident addrtiks, 

Those habits of profuse and lewd expense, 

HThat scorn of all delights but those of sense, 

Which though in nlain plebeians we condemn, ^ 

With so much reason all expect from them. * 

But families of less illustrious fame, 

Whose chief distinction is their spotless name, 

* Whose heirs, their honours none, their income small, 
Must shine by true desert, or not at all, 

What dream they of, that with so little care**^ 

They risk their hopes, their dearest treasure, there ? 
They dream of little Charles or William graced 
With wig prolix, down flowing to his waist ; 

They see the attentive crowds nis talents draw, 

They hear him speak — the oracle of law. 

The father who designs his babe a priest. 

Dreams him episcopally such at least ; 

And, while the playful jockey scours the room 
Briskly, astride upon the parlour broom, 

In fancy sees hint more superbiv ride 

In coach with purple lined, aira mitres on its side. 

Events improbable and strange as 'these, 

Which only a pafental ^e foresees, 

A public school shall bring to pass with ease. 

But how i resides such virtue m^hat air, 

As must create an appetite for prayer? 

An^ will it breathe into hkn all the zeal. 

That candidates for such a prize should feel ; • 

•To take the lead, and be the foremost still 
In all true wOrth and litAary skill ? 

** Ah, blind to bright frUurity, 

** The knowledge of the world, and dm of thought !* 
** Church-ladders are not nlwpys mounted best • 

»** ^ learned clerks^ and Lafimsts professed. 

** The ezahed prize demands an upward ImIi, 
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** Not to be found by poring on a book. 

Small skill in Latin, and^till l(!ss in Greek, 

** Is more than adequate to all I seek. 

Let erudition grace him, or not grace, 

** 1 give the bauble but the secona place ; ^ 

** His wealth, fame, honours, all that I int^d, 

** Subsist and centre in one point — a friend. 390 

“ A friend, whatever he studies or neglects, 

•* Shall give him consequence, heal all defects. 

** His inTercourse with peers and sons of peers — 

“ There dawns the splendour of his future years^ 

** In that bright quarter his propitious skies 

Shall blush betimes, and therQ his giory rise. 

“ Your Lordships and Your Grace! what school can teach 
“ A rhetoric equal to those parts of speech ? , 

“ What need of Homer’s verse, or Tully’s prose, 

** Sweet inhirjections I if ne leifhi but thosC? 400 

** Let reverend churls <his ignorance rebuke, 

“ Who starve upon a dog’s-earetl Pentateuch, 

The parson knows enough who knows a duke.** 

Egregious |¥irpose«* worthily begun 
In barbarou^proStitution of your son ; 

Pressed on his part by means tliat would disgrace 
A scriveneris clerk, or footman out of place. 

And ending, if at last its end be gained, 

In sacrilege, in God’s own house profaned. 

It iliay succeed yiand, if his sins should call 410 

For more than common punishment, it shall ; 

The wretch shall rise, and be the thing on earth 
Least qualified in honour, learning, worth, 

To occupy a sacred, awful post. 

In which the best and wortniest tremble most 
The r<ya/ letters arc a thing of course, 

A king that would, might recommend his horse ; 

And Deans, no doubt, and Chapters, with one voice 
As bound in dutv, would confirm the choice. 

Behold your Bishop ; well he pla^ his part, 430 

Christian in name, and infidel in heart. 

Ghostly in office, earthly in his plan, 

A Slave at court, elsewhere a lady*s man. • 

Dunfb as a senator, and as a priest 
A piece of mere church furmture at best ; 

To live estranged from God his total scope. 

And his end sure, without one glimpse of hope. 

But fair although and feasible it seem, « 

Depend not much upon your golden dream ; 

For Providence, that seems concerned to exempt 430 ' 

The Mllowed bench from absolute contempt. 

In spite bt all the wrigglers into idace^ 

Still keeps \ seat or two for worth and grace ; 

And therefore *tis t]pit, though, m sight be rare, 

We sometimes see a Lowtn or Bagot there. 
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Besides, school friendships are not always found, • 
Though f||r in promise, pv manont and sound ; 

Tiie most disinterested and virtuous minds, 

In early years connected, time unbinds ; 

New situations mve a different cast 440 

Or habit, inclin^l^on, temper, taste ; 

And he that seemed our counterpart at first 
Soon shows the strong similitude reversed. 

Young heads are giddy, and young hearts are warm. 

And make mistakes for manhood to reform. 

Boys are at^st but pretty buds unblown, 

Whose scctn and hues are rather guessed than known ; 

Each dreams that eaclnis ju^ what he appears, * 

But learns his error in maturer years. 

When (j^isposition, like a sail unfurled, 450 

Shows all its rents and patches tojhe world. 

If, therefore, e’eif when honikt in design, * 

A boyish friendship may so soon declj^ie, 

’Twere «Ascr sure to inspire a little heart 
^ith just abhorrence of so mean a part. 

Than set your son to work at a vile trade • 

For wages so unlikely to be paiiL • 

Our public hives of puerile resort, 

That are of chief and most approv^ report, 

' To such base hopes, in many a sordid soul, 460 

Owe their repute in part, but not the whole. 

A principle whose proud pretensions pass 
Unquestioned, though the jewel be but glass. 

That with a world not^ten over-nice 
Hanks as a virtue, and is yet a vice ; 

Or rather a gross compound, justly tried. 

Of envy, hatred, jealousy, and pride — 

Contributes most perhaps to enhance their fame, 

And emulation is its specious name. 

Boys, once on fire with that contentious zeal, 

Fee! ail the rage that female rivals feci : 

The prize of l^auty in a woman’s eyes 
Not brighter than in theirs the scholar’s prize. 

The spirit of that competition burns 
With all varietiee of iDs by turns ; 

Each vainly magnifies his own success. 

Resents his fellow’s, wishes it were les8» 

Exults inibis miscarriage if he fail. 

Deems his reward too gr^ if he prevail. 

And labours to si^rpass him day and night. 

Less for improvement than to tickle spite. 

The spur is powerful, and 1 pmt its force ; 

It pricks the genius forward m its course. 

Allows short time for play, and none for sloth 
And, felt alike by each, adva^^ both : 

judge, where so much evn intenrenes,^ 

The end. thouirh nlausible. not worth the means. 
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Weigll, for a moment, classical desert 
Against a heart depraved aiftl temper hurt ; 

Hurt too perhaps tor life ; for early wrong, 

Done to the nobler part, affects it long ; 

. And you are staunch indeed in learning’s cam 
If you can crown a discipline, that draws w 
Such mischiefs after it, with much applause. 

Connexion formed for interest, and endeared 
fiy selfish views, thus censured and casliiered ; 
And emiHation, as engendering hate. 

Doomed to sf no less ignominious fate : 

The crops of such* proud seminaries fall. 

The Jachin and the ]joaz of them all. * 

Great schools rejected then, as those that swell 
Beyond a size that can be managed well. 

Shall royal mstitutipns mist the bays. 

And small academies win all the praise? * 
Force not mv drift be)^nd its just intent ; 

I praise a school as Pope a government : 

So take my judgment in his language dressed, 

* Whatever isj)est administered is best.* 

Few boys arelborii with talents that excel. 

But are all capable of living well ; 

Then ask not. Whether limited or large ? 

But, Watch they strictly, or neglect the charge ? 
If anxious only that their boys may iearn, 

WHile morals laffij^uish, a despised concern, 

The great and small deserve one common blame. 
Different in size, but in effect the samg 
Much zeal in virtue’s cause all teachers boost. 
Though motives of mere lucre sway the most : 
Therefore in towns and cities they abound. 

For there the game they seek is easiest found ; 
Though there, in spite of all that care can do, 
Traps to catch youth are most abundant too. 

If shr^d, and of a well- constructed brain. 

Keen in pursuit, and vigorous to retain. 

Your son come forth, a prodisy of skill ; 

As^ wheresoever taught, so formed he will ; 

The pedagogue, with self-complacent air, * 
Claims more than half the praise as his due share. 
But if, with all his genius, hi betray, 

Not more intelligent than loose and gay, 

Such vicious habits as disgrace hisatame, 
Threaten his healtl^ his fortune^ and his fonoye ; 
Though want of due restraint alone have bred 
The symptoms that you see with so tench dread ; 
Unenvt^ there, he may sustain ^one 
The whme reproach, the fouh was all his own. 

Oh *tis a eight to be with joy ^perused, 

^ all whom sentiruent has not abased ; 
New-faiigled sentiment, the boBated grace 
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Of those who never feel in the right place ; • 540 

A sight suipassed by none w<f can show,^ 

Though Vestris m one leg still shine below ; 

A father blest with an ingennous son, 

Fattier, and frien|L and tutor, all in one. 

How I — turn aga# to tales long since foigot, 
iEsop, and Phaedrus, and the rest ? — Why not ? 

He will not blush, tl^t has a father’s heart. 

To tike in childish plays a childish part ; 

But bends his sturdy back to any toy 

That youth %ikes pleasure in, to please his boy; • 550 

Then why resign into a stranger's hand # 

A task as much within your ewn command, 

I'hat God and Nature, and your interest too, 

Seem with one voice to delegate to you ? 

Why hire a lodging in a house unl^own ^ 

For one whose tdlderest thod|;hts all hover roun^our own ? 
This second weaning, needless as it is,# 

How does it lacerate both your heart and his 1 
iffhe indented stick, that loses day by day 
Notch after notch, lill all are smoothed ais^y, 60 

Bears witness, long ere his dismission come,* 

With what intense desire he wants his home. 

But though the joys he hopes beneath your roof 
Bid fair enough to answer in the proof, 

Harmless and safe, and natural, as they are, 

A disappointment waits him even there : 

Arrived, he feels an unexpected change, 

He blushes, hangs his ]|ead, is shy and strange ; 

No longer takes, as once with fearless ease, 

His favourite stand between his father’s knees, 570 

But seeks the corner of some distant seat. 

And eyes the door, and watches a retreat ; 

And least familiar where he should be most. 

Feels all his happiest privileges lost. 

Alas, poor boy ! — the naturcd effect - 
Of love by absence chilled idto respect 
Say, what accomplishments at school acquired. 

Brings he, to sweeten fruits so und^red ? 

Thou well desenf^t an alienated son. 

Unless thy conscious heart acknowledge — ^none ; *580 

None thi^ in thy domestic snugweeess, 

He had not made his own with more address, 

Thotigh some perhaps tfaatshock thv feeling mind. 

And better neve^leamed, or left behind. . 
ftdd too, that thus estru|^ thou canst obtaia 
By no kind arts his confidence agsin ; 

That here^begins with most that long complaint 
Of filial frankness kMt, and love grown fidnt,, 

Whidi, oft neglected, in life’yvanmg yean 
A parent pours into tegiidieiseacK , 
ke caterpillars daiig^ng under txees 
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By slender threads, and swinging in the breeze. 

Which filthily bewray and^ore disgrace « 

The boughs in which are bred th* unseemly race ; 

While every worm industriously weaves 
And winds his web about the rivelled leavea ; 

So numerous are the follies that annoy / 

The mind and heart of every sprightly boy ; 

Imaginations noxious and perverse, 

' Which admonition can alone disperse. Coo 

Th’ encroaching nuisance asks a faithful hand, 

Patient, aflbctionate, of high command, • 

To/:heck the prc creation of a breed 

Sure to exhaust the plant on wkich they feed* 

'Tis not enough that Greek or Roman page. 

At stated hours, his freakish thoughts engage ; 

E’en in his pastimes he requires a friend. 

To warn ami teach him safely lb unbend ; ' 

(Ver all his pleasures«gently to preside, 

Watch his emotions, and control their tide ; Cio 

And levying thus, and with an easy sway, / 

A taxcof profit from his very play, 

To impress a'vdiuc, not to be erased, 

On moments squandered else, and running all to waste. 

And seems it nothing in a father’s eye. 

That unimproved those many moments fly ? 

And is he well content his son should find 
Nb nourishmeif^Uto feed his growing mind, 

But conjugated verbs, and nouns declined? 

For such is all the mental food purveyed C20 

By public hackneys in the schooling tmde ; 

V?ho feed a pupirs intellect with store 
Of syntax, truly, but with little more ; 

Dismiss their cares when they dismiss their flock. 

Machines themselves, and governed by a clock. 

Perhaps a father, blessed with any brains, 

Woujd deem it no abuse, or waste of pains, 

To improve this diet, at no great expense, 

With savoury truth and wholesome common sense : 

To lead his son, for prospects of delight, 630 

To some not steep, though philosophic height, 

Thftice to exhibit to his w^ondering eyes 

Yon circling worlds, their distance, and their size ; 

The moons of Jove, and Saturn’s belted ball, 

And the harmonious order of them all ; 

To ^ow him*in an insect or a flower 
Such microscopic proof of skill and power. 

As, hid from ages past, God now displays, 

To combat atheists with in modem days ; 

To spread the earth before him, and commend 640 

With designation of the hnget^s end. 

Its varioQS parts to his attentiver note^ 

Thus, bringing home to him most remote ; 
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To teach his heart to glow with generous flame, 

Caught from the deeds of men of^ ancient fame : 

And, mor^ thad all, with commendation due, 

To set some livihg worthy in his view. 

Whose fair exanwle may at once inspire 
A #ish to copy wat he must admire. 

Such knowledge, gained betimes, and which appears, 650 
Though solid, not too weighty for his years, 

SwcQt in itself, and not forbidding sport. 

When health demands it, of athletic sort, 

Would make him — what some lovely boys have pevn. 

And more tnan one perhaps that 1 have se^ — 

An evidence and reprehension both 

Of the mere schoolboy*s Icatf and tardy growth. 

Art thou a man professionally tied, 

With alt thy faculties elsewhere applied, 

Too busy to intctid a meaneracare* • ^ Cfo 

Than how to enrich thyself, and next, thine heir ; 

Or art th#u (as, though rich, perhaps fnou art) 

Ilut poor in knowledge, having none to impart : 
llchold that figure, neat, though plainly clad ; 

His sprightly mingled with a shade of sacr;« 

Not of a nimble tongue, though now and then 
Heard to articulate like other men ; 

•No jester, and yet lively in discourse ; 

His phrase well-chosen, clear, and full of force ; 

And his address, if not quite French in eas^ 670 

Not English stiff, but frank, and formed to^ease ; 

• Low in the world, because he scorns its arts ; 

A man of letters, manflbrs, morals, parts ; 

• Unpatronized, and therefore little known ; 

Wise for himself and his few friends alone — 

In him thy well-appointed proxy see, 

Armed for a work too difficult for thee ; 

Prepared by taste, by learning, and true worth, 

To form thy son, to strike his genius forth ; 

Beneath thy roof, beneath thine eye, to prove CSo 

The force of discipline when backed by love ; 

To double all thy pleasure in thy ehild. 

His mind inform^, his morals undefiled. 

Safe under such a wing, the boy shall show 
No spots contracted among groqpis below, 

Nor taint^is speech with meannesses, designed 
By footman Tom for witty and refined. 

There, in his commerce with the liveried herd. 

Lurks the conta^on chiefly to be feared ; 

^or since (so fashion dic^tes) all, who claim . 690 

A higher than a mere plebeian fame. 

Find it expedient, come what mischief may, 

To entertain a thief or two in pay, 

(And th^ that can afford thetxpense of mote, 

’^me half a dozen, and s<»ne half seoref ) 
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Gmt cause occurs to save him from a band 
So sure to spoil him, and go near at hand ; 

A point secured, if once he be supplied 
With some such Mentor always at his side. , 

Are such men rare ? Perhaps they would abound 
Were occupation easier to be found, / 

Were education, else so sure to fail^ 

Conducted on a manageable scale, 

And schools, that have outlived all just esteem, 
FiKchat^ged for the secure domestic scheme. — 

But hnvingjound him, be thou duke or earl, 

Show thou hast sense enough to prize the pearl, 
And, as thou woulclst the advancement of thine heir 
In all good faculties beneath his care. 

Respect, as is but rational and just, 

A man deemed worthy of so dear a trust 
Despised ki' thee, what more <r^n he expert 
From youthful folly than the same neglect? 

A flat and fatal negafive obtains 
That instant, upon all his future pains ; 

His lessons tire, his mild rebukes offend. 

And all thk vistructions of thy son’s best friend 
Are a stream choked, or trickling to no end. 

Doom him not then to solitary meals ; 

But recollect that he has sense, and feels ; 

And that, possessor of a soul refined. 

An upright he^t, and cultivated mind. 

His post not mean, his talents not unknown, 

He deems it bard vegetate alone. 

And if admitted at thy board he sit. 

Account him no just mark for idle wit ; 

Offend not him, whom modesty restrains 
From repartee, with jokes that he disdains ; 

Much less transfix his feelings with an oath ; 

Nor frown, unless he vanish with the cloth.<~ 

And, trust me, his utility may reach 
To More than he is hired or bound to teach. 

Much trash unuttered, and some ills undone. 
Through reverence of the censor of thy son. 
b'But, if thy table be indeed unclean, 

Fpjiil with excess, and with discourse obscene, 

And thou a wretch, whom^following her old plan. 
The world accounts an hoimurabie man, ^ 

Because forsooth thy courage has been tried. 

And stood the test, perhaps on fKe wrong side ; 
Though thod hadst never grace enough to |irove 
That anything but vice could win ^y love , — 

Or host thou a polite, card-playing wife, 

Chained to the routs that she frequents for life; 

Who^ just when industry begins to snore, 

Flies, wii%^ with joy* to soxie coach-crowded door 
And thrice in evcny winder ^nrdi^ thine own 




J.. 


A JtEV/ElV OF SCHOOLS. 


With half the*diariot8 and sedans in town* 

Thyself meanwhile e'en shifting as thou mayst ; 

Not very febeilthough, noy very chaste 750 
Or is thine hoii», though less superb thy rank, 

If not a scene ol pleasure, a mere blank, 

AiM thou at besl and in thy soberest mood, 

A trifler vain, anl empty of all good ? 

Though mercy for thyself thou canst have none^ 

Hea; Nature plead, show mercy to thy son. 

Saved from his home, where every day brings forth 
Some mischief fatal to his future worth, 

Find him a^tter in a distant spot, 

Within some pious pastor's humble cot, ^ # 760 

Where vile example (yours t chiefly mean, 

The most seducing, and the oftenest seen) 

May ndVer more stamped upon his breast. 

Not yet perhaps ^icurably iinpressud. • 

Where early rest makes early rising sure. 

Disease or comes not, or finds easy ciffe, 

Prevented much by diet neat and plain ; 

it enter, soon starved out again. 

Where all the attentiou of his faithful host,^ . 

Discreetly limited to two at most, 770 

May raise such fruits as shall reward his care, 

. And not at last evaporate in air ; 

Where, stillness aiding study, and his mind 
Serene, and to his duties much inclined ; 

Not occupied in day-dreams, as at home, ^ 

Of pleasures past, or follies yet to come ; 

His virtuous toil may terminate at last 
In settled habit and decided taste. — 

But whom do 1 advise ? the fashion-led. 

The incorrigibly wrong, the deaf, the dead ! '»8o 

Whom care and cool deliberation suit 
Not better much than spectacles a brute ; 

Who, if their sons some slight tuition share. 

Deem it of no great moment whose, or where ; 

Too proud to adopt the thoughts of one unknown. 

And much too gay to have any of- their own. 

* But, courage, gian 1 ’ methought the Muse replied, 

* Mankind are various, and the world is wide : 

The ostrich, silliest of the feathered kind, 

And formed of God without a ^rent's mind, 790 

Commits her eggs, incautious, to the dost. 

Forgetful that the foot miy crush the trust ; 

And while on pbblic nurseries th^ rely, 

Not knowing, and too oft not caring, why, 

Irrational in what they thus prefer. 

No few, that would seem wise, resemble her. 

But all are not alike. Thy wamii^ voice 
May here and there preveotmoneoas choice ; 

And some perhaps, who, Ini^ as 4 ibej ase, 
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Yet make their progeny their dearest care 800 

(Whose hearts will ache, once told what ills may reach 
Their offspring, left upon so wild' a beach). 

Will need no stress of argument to enforce 
The expedience of a less adventurous courscn: 

The rest will slight thy counsel, or condemi : 

But they have human feelings ; turn to thetk.^ 

To you, then, tenants of life’s middle state, 

'Securely placed between the small and great, 

Whose /character, yet undehauched, retains 
Two-thirds lof all the virtue that remains : 810 

Who, wise yoursplves, desire your sons should learn 
Youi wisdom and your w'ays — to you 4 turn. 

Look round you on 'a world perversely blind ; 

See what contempt has fallen on human kind ; 

See wealth abused, and dignities misplaced. 

Great titlesr, loffice^; and ti^sts disgraced. 

Long lines of ancestry, renowned of old, 

Their noble qualities all quenched and cold ; 

See Bedlam’s closeted and handcuffed charge 

Surpassed in frenzv by the mad at laige ; 820 

See great ccHiMnanders making war a trade. 

Great lawyers, lawyers without study made ; 

Churchmen, in whose esteem their blessed employ 
Is odious, and their wages all their joy ; 

Who, far enough from furnishing their shelves 
WCth Gospel locy turn infidels themselves ; 

See womanhood despised, and manhood shamed 
With infamy too nauseous to be named. 

Fops at all corners, lady-like in mien', 

Civeted fellows, smelt ere they are seen ; 830 

£lse coarse and nide in manners, and their tongue 
On fire with curses, and with nonsense hung ; 

Now flushed with drunkenness, now witli whoredom pale, 
Their breath a sample of last night’s regale : 

See volunteers in all the vilest arts. 

Men Well endowed, of honourable parts, 

Designed by Nature wise, but self-made fools ; 

All these, and more like these, were bred at schools. 

Atlh if it chance, as sometimes chance it will, 

Thait though school-bred, the boy be virtuous still, 840 
Such rare exceptions, shining in the dark, 

Prove, rather than impeach, the just remark, 

As here and there a twinkling star descried 
Serves but to show how black is all beside. 

Nbw look on him, whose very voice in tone* 

Just echoes thine, whose features an^ thine own, ^ 

And stroke his polished cheek of purest red. 

And lay thine hand upon his flaxen head, 

And say, ** My boy, the unwelcome hour is come. 

When thou, transplanted 'rolhi thy genial home^ 850 
Must find a coldbr soil kitd bleaker air, 
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** And trust ffr safety to a stranger’s care ; 

** Wliat character, what turn, thou wilt assume 
'* From ^nstnt ebnverse^ith iknow not whom ; 

** Who there ^11 court thy friendship, with what views, 

** And, artless ^ thou art, whom thou wilt choose ; 
**arhough mucAdepends on what thy choice shall be, 

“ Is all chance-medley, and unknown to me.** 

Canst thou, the tear just trembling on thy lids, 

A nc^ while the dreadful risk foreseen forbids; 86 q 

Free too, and under no constraining force. 

Unless the sway of custom warp thy course ; 

Lay such a* take upon the losing side, ^ 

Merely to gratify so blind a ^ide? 

Thou canst not 1 Nature, pulling at thine heart, 

Condemns the unfatherly, the imprudent part. 

I'hoii \fouldst not, deaf to Nature’s tendere&t pica, 

Turn him adrift gpon a rolling 
Nor say, “ Go thitlier,** conscious th^ there lay 
A brood «)f asps, or quicksands in his way ; 870 

Then, only governed by the self-same rule 
•Of natural pity, «<“nd him not to school. 

No — guard him better. Is he not thine oiltyti, 

Thyself in miniature, thy flesh, thy bone ? 

And hopest thou not (*tis every father’s hope) 

, That since thy strength must with thy years elope, 

And thou \vilt need some comfort to assuage 
II eolith’s last farewell, a staff of thine old 
That then, in recompense of all thy cares, 

Thy child shall show respect to thy gray hairs, SSo 

Befriend thee, of all oflier friends bereR, 

And give thy life its only cordial left ? 

Aware then how much danger intervenes, 

To compass that good end, forecast the means. 

His heart, now passive, yields to thy command ; 

Secure it thine, its key is in thine hand. 

If thou desert thy charge, and throw it wide, 

Nor heed what ^ests there enter and abide. 

Complain not if attachments lewd and base 

Supplant thee in it, and usurp thy' place. JS90 

But if thou guarj its sacred chambers sure 

From vicious inmates, and delights impure^ 

Either his mtitude shall hold h^ fast, 

And keei^him warm and filial to the last : 

Or, if he prove unkind, (as who can say 
But being man, and thermre frail, he may) 

One comfort yet^hall cheer thine aged heart ; * 

•Howe’er he slight thee, thou host done thy part. 

“ Oh, barbarous ! wouldst thou with a Gothic hand • 

'* Pull down the schools — what! — all the schools i* the land j 
** Or throw them up to livery-nags and grooms, ^ 901 

** Or turn them into shops apR auction-rooms ? 

*** A captious question, sir, (and yoftrs is <Sie) 

X 
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Deserves an answer similar, or none. 

Woifldst thou, po^asor of a flock, employ ^ 

(Apprised that ne is such) U carel'sss boy, 

And feed him well, and give him handsome jsy, 

Merely to sleep, a^ let them run astray ? 

Survey our schools and college and see 
A sight not much unlike my simile. 910 

From education, os the loading cause, 

The public character its colour draws ; 

Tbence the prevailing manners take their cast, 

Extravagant or .sober, loose or chaste. 

And thouglii 1 would not advertise them yet, 

Nomwrite on eacu — “ This building to^be /rf,” 

Unless the world were all prept^red to embrace 
A plan well worthy to supply their place ; 

Yet, backward as they are, and long have been, 

To cultivate, and keep tho moj^LS clean, 920 

(Foigive the crime) 1 wish them, I confess, 

Or better managed, o« encouraged less. 


THE DIVERTING HISTORY 

OF 

JOHN GILPIN: 

SHOWING HOW HE WENT FARTHER THAN HR INTENDED AND CAME SAFE HOME AGAIN. 


John Gilpin was a citizen 
or credit and renown, 

A tiain-band captain eke was he 
Of famous London town. 

John Gilpin's spouse said to her dear, 
“Though Vedded we have been 

These twice ten tedious years, yet we 
No holiday have seen. c 

“ To-morrow is our Adding-day, 

And we will then repair . 

Upto the Bell at Edmonton, 

All in a chaise and pair. 

• 

" My sister, and my sister’s child, 
Myself, and children three, 

Will All ^e chaise ; *60 you must ride 
On horseback aftw we.” • • • , 


He soon rqilied, *' 1 do admire 
Of womankind but one, 

And you are she, my dearest dear, 
Therefore it dial! be done. 

“ I am a linen-draper bold, 

As all the world doth know. 

And my good friend the calender 
Will Im his horse to go.” 

•Quoth Mil. Gilp^ ** That’s well saic 
And for that wine k dear. 

We will be iunushed with our own, 
Which k both bright and dear.” 

John GHpin kissed hk loving wife ; 
O’eimed was he to find, 

^ That thei^h on pleasure she was bent 
She had a mind. 


V.' 
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Away went Gilpin — who but he? 

11 is fame soon spread around ; 

** i Ic carries weight 1 ** ** He ridei' a 
race ! *' 

** ’Tis for a thousand pound i " 

And still, as fast as he drew near, 

‘ ’'fwas wonderful to view, 

How in a» trice the turnpike-men 
'Fheir gates wide o[>cii threw. 

4. 

Anri now, as he went bowing down 
1 1 is rcekin^Micad full low, 

The bottles twain behind his back 
Were shattered at a blow. 

Down ran the wine is.‘o theVoad, ’ 
Most piteous to be seen, 

\Vhich made his horse’s flanks to 
smoke 

As they had l^asted been. 

Tint still he seemed to carry weight, 

With leathern girdle braced ; 

For all miglU sec the bottle-necks 
Still dangling at his waist. 

' r 

Thus all through merry Islington 
'riicse gambrds he did plav, 

Until he came unto the Wash 
(^f Edmonton so gay ; 

And there he threw the Wash about 
On both sides of the way. 

Just like unto a trundling mop, 

Or a wild goose at play. 

At Edmonton his loving wife 
From the balcony spied 
llcr^ender'husbaiid, wondering much 
To see how he did ride. 

“ Stop, stop, John Gilpin ! — Here’s Ae 
house ! ” 

They all at once did cry ; 

dinndr waits, and we are tired — 
Said Gilpin — “ So am 1 1 ** 

But yet his horse»was not a whit 
Inclined to tarry y>ere 1 
why ? — his owner had a house •* 

Full ten miles o(C at Wate 


So like an ai'/ow swift he flew, ’ 

Shot by a» archer strong ; 

1 S 0 did he fl/ — which brings me to 
The midj^ae of my song. 

Away wey . Gilpin, out nf breath, 

And s(H e against his will. 

Till at his friend the calender’s 
ills horse at last stood still. 

The calender, ^mazed to see 
ills neighbour in such trim, 
laid down his pipe, flew to the gate. 
And thus accosted him : 

“ What news? what news? your tidings 
tell ; 

Tell me you must and shall — 

Sav wliy bareheaded you are com'*. 

“ Or why you come at all ? ” 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit, 

And loved a timely joke ; 

And thus unto the calender 
In merry guise he spoke : • 

“ I came because your horse would come, 
And, if I well forebode, 

My4:at and wig will soon bebere, — 
They are upon the road,” , 

I 

' The calender, right glad to find 
His friend in merry pin, 

Keturned him not a single word, 

But to the house went in ; 

Whence straight he came with hat and 
wig; 

A wig tjiat flowed behind, 

A hat not much the worse for wear, 
Each comely in its kind. 

He held them up, andjn his tprn 
Thus showed his ready wit, 

** head is twice as big as yours, 
„They therefore needs mur>t fit. 

N. 

** But let me scrape the dirt away 
That hangs upon your &ce ; , 

Aifd stop and eat, for well you may 
Be in a hungry case.” 
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Said Jolin, “ It is my wcd&ng-day, 

And all the world i»oul<lslare, # 
li wife should dine at Ednmloni 
And 1 should dine at Wal&" 

So turning to Ins horse, he s.^d, 

1 am in haste to dine ; 

’ Twas for your pleasure you came here, 
You shall go hack for mine.” 

• 

Ah, luckless speech, andbootless boast ! 

For which he paid full dear ; 

For, while he spake, a braying ass* 

Did sing most loud and clear ; 

Whereat his horse (fid snort, as he 
Had heard a lion roar, • 

And galloped off witli all his might, 
lie had done before. 

Away went<lilpin, and away 
Went Gilpiri^s hat and wig : 

He lost them sooner than at first ; 

For why ? — they were too big. 

Now Mistfoss Gilpin, when she saw 
Her husband posting down 
Into the country far away, 

Site pulled out half-a-crou n ; 

And thus unto the youth she said 
Tlfiit dr#ve them to the Bell, 

“ Tliis shall be yours, when you bring back • 
My husband safe and well.” ! 


But not performing what he meant, 
lAnd gladly would have done, 

The frighted steed he 1 righted muic, 
And made him faster run. 

Away went (BIpin, and away 
^ Went ]>ostbuy at his heels, 

The postboy’s horse right glac^ to lnl^s 
The lumbering of Jjhe wheels. 

• 

Six gentlemen upon the v)nd, 

Thus seeing Giljnn fly, 

With ])ostI)oy scam])ering in the rear, 
They raised the hue and cry : 

“Stop thief! stop thief !~a liighway* 
tnanl” 

Not one of them was mute ; 

And all and each that passed that way 
Did join*!^ t))e pursRit. 

And now the turnpike gates again 
Flew open in short space ; 

The tolbmcn thinking, as before. 

That Gilpfo. rode a race.* 

And so he did, and won it loo, 

For he got first to town j 
Nor stopped till where he had got u)> 
He did again get down. 


'I'he youth did ride, and soon did meet 
John coming back amain : 

^\ hom in a trice he tried to stop, 

By catching at his rein ; 


Now let us sing, Long live the king ! 

And Gilpin, long live he ! 

And When he iicvt doth^ide abroad 
May I be there to see ! 




POEMS 

ADDED BY TH£«AUTHOR IN SUBSEQUENT EDITIONS OF I^SVORKS. 

ON THE DEATH OF 
MRS. THROCKMOjlTON’S BuIlFINCH. 


Yk Nymphs, if e’er your eyes were red 
With tears o*cr hapless favourites shed, 
Oh share Maria’s grief A * 

Her favourite, even in his cage 
(Wihat yrill not hunger’s cruel rage ?) 

Assassined by a thief. 

% 

Where Rhenus strays his vines among 
The egg was laid from which he sprung ; 

And though by nature mute, 

Or only ^ith a whistle blessed, 
WclUtaught, he all the sounds expressed 
Of flageolet or flute. 

The hogours of his ebon poll 
Were brighter than the sleekest mole, 
*llis^som of the hue 
With which Aurora decks the skies, 
When piping winds shall soon arise 
To sweep away the dew. 

Above, below, In all the house, 

Dire foe alike of bird and mousey 
No cat had leave to dvwll ; 

And Bully’s cage supported stood 
On props of smoothest-shaven wood, • 
Large built and latticed well 

Well latticed; — ^but flie grate, alas f 
Not roijgh with«wire of steel or brass^ 
For Bully’s plumam sake, 

But smooth with wandsTrom*Ouse*sside, 
With whkh, when neatly peeled euid 
' dried, 

The swains their baskets make 

Night veiled the pole; all seemed secure; ^ 
When, led* by instiiict sharp and sure, 
Subsistence to pgivide. 


A beast forth sallied on the scout, 

I^ng backed, long tailed, with whiskered 
siAut, ^ 

4nd badger-coloured hide. 

He, entering at the study door, 
lU ample area ’gan explore ; 

And ^^aihfiig m the wind 
Conjectured, sniffing round and round, 
Better than all the books he found, 
Food chiefly for the mind. 

Just then, by adverse fat^impressed, 

A dream disturbed poor Bully’s rest ; 

In sleep he seemed to view 
A rat fast clinging to the cage, 

And screaming at tlie sad presage, 
Awoke and found it true. 

For, aided both by car and scent, 

Right to his mark the monster went, — 
Ah, Muse ! forbear to speak 
Minute the horrors thas ensued ; 

His teeth were strong, the cage was 
wood, — 

He left poor BulIy’sH^pak. ^ 

Oh, had he made that tdo his pr^ ! 
That beak, whence issued many a Lay 
Of such mellifluous tone, 

Might have repaid him well, I wote, 
For silencing so sweet a tlyoat. 

Fast stuck within his own. 

Maria weeps,— the Milises mourn 
So^ when oy Bacch^alians torn, 

On Thracia% Hebrus’ side 
The tree-^chanter Orpheus fell, • 

Hi! head mone remained to tell 
The cruel death he died. • 
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THj£ rose. 

Tiir rose had been washed, just wash 
Winch Mary to Anna conveyed, 

The idcntiful moisture encumbered th 
And wciglicd down its beautiful head. 

The cup was all fdled, and the leaves were all* wet/ 
And it seemed, to iKJ^ciful view, 

To weej> for the buds it mHl left with regret* 

% On the /loiirishing bush where jt grew. 

c 

I hastily seized it, unfit as it was 

Kor a nosegay, so dripping and drowned ; 

And hwiiigingjt rudely, too rudely, alas I 
I snafr^^ed it — it fell to tlie ground. * 

“And such,” I exclaimed, “is the pitiless par? 
Some act by the delicate mind, 

Rvgar^llcss of, wringing and breaking a heart 
Already tt sorrow resigned ! 

“ This elegant rose, had I shaken it less. 

Might have bloomed with its owner awhile ; 

And the tear that is wiped with a little address 
May be f(;^iowcd perhaps by a smile.” 


eg in a shower, 
(f flower. 


ODE TO ATOLLO. 

ON AN INK-CLA.SS ALMOST DRIED IN THE SUN. 


Patron of all those luckless brains 
rhal, to the wrong side leaning, 
Indue much metre with much pains, 
Aiu] little ol no meaning : 

Ah why, since 'oceans, rivers, streams, 
Tint water nil the notions, * 

Pay tribute to thy glorious beams, 
in constant exhtUations; 

t 

Wlfy, stooping from the noon of day, 
Too covetous of drink, 

A polio, hast thou stolen away 
A poet’s drop oi ink ? 

ITp^omc into the viewless air, 
ll floats a vapour now', 


Impelled through regions dense and rare 
By all the winds that blow. 

, Ordained, perhaps, ere summer flics, 
Combined with millions moix.% 

To form an Ins in the skies, 

Though black ard foul before. 

Illustrious drop ! and happy th^n 
Beyond the happiest lot, 

Ol all that ever passed my p^n, 

So soon to be forgot ! , 

Pheebus, if such be thy design, 

To place it in thy bow, ' 

Give wit, that what is left may shine 
With equal grace below. 
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TO MRS. (AFTERWARDS LADY) THROCKMORTON, 


\RIA ! I have cveiy good 
For thee wisl^ed n^ny a time, 
li^th sad and in a cheerful mood, 
Rut never yet in rhy^ie. 

To wish thee fairer is no need, • 
More prudent, or more sprightly, 
( )r more ingenious, or more freed 
From temper-flaWs unsiglitly. 

What favour then not yet pJIsessed 
Can I for thee retmire, 


In wedded love already blessed 
To tliy whole heart's desire? 

None here is haupy^)ut in part ; 

Full bliss is bus's divine ; * 

There dwells some wish^in every heart, 
And doubtless one in thine. 

That wish, on some fair future day# 
AVhich/'atc ^Ml brightly gild, 

('Tis blameless7T)e it what it may) 

1 wfth it all iul Ailed. 


PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED.* 

A FABLE. 

m- 

I SHALL not ask Jean Jacques Rousseau 
If birds confabulate or no ; 

' Pis clear that tl^y were always able 
To hold discourse, at least in fable ; 

And even the child who knows no better 
Than to interpret by the letter 
A story of a cock and bull, 

Must have a most uncommon skull. 

It chanced then on a winter's day. 

Rut warm and bright and calm as May, 

The birds, conceiving a design 
To forestall sweet St. Valentifte, 

In many ai^ orchard, c«pse, and grove, 

Assembled on affairs of love, 

And with much twitter an^ much chatter 
RegAi to agitate the matter. 

•At length a BuIlAnclL who could boast 
More years and wisdom than the most, 

Entreated, opening wide his beak, 

A moment's liberty«to speak ; 

And, silence publicly enjoined 
Delivered briefly thus his mind : 

* It wa.% one nf the whimsical speculations ol^tfais philosopl^r, that all fables which awribe 
rca&on and soisech to arfimats sliotild be withheld from children, as beingaonly vehicles of decep- 
tion. but wnat chijd was ever deceived by them, or c;in be, against tbe evidence of his senses t 
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“ My friends ! be cautious how ye t/iat 
The subject upon wtiich i#s meet ; / # 

I fear we shall have winter yet.” / 

A Fincli, whose tongue knew no a>ntrol, 
With golden wing and satin poll, / 

A last year’s bird, who ne’er had trrd 
What marriage means, thus pert replied : 

‘*Methinks the gentleman,” quoth she, 

^ Opposite in the apple tree, 

l)y good will would keep us single 

Till yondejr heaven and earth shall mingll ; 

. Or (which'is likelier to befall) » 

Till death determinate uS all. 

I marry without more ado ; 

My dear Dick Reficap, what say you ?” ' 

DArJ^ herf.d, antl^’twealling, oglip^^ bridling, 
Turning short round, strutting, and sidling, 
Attested, glad,* his apprf)bation r 

Of an immediate conjugation. 

,,Their sentiments so well expressed 
Infiucrcurrmighlily the rest ; 

All paired, and each pair built a nest. 

But though the birds were thus in haste, 

The leaves came on not quite so fast, 

And Destiny, that sometimes bears 
An aspcG^-steni on man’s affairs. 

Not altogether smiled on theirs. 

The wind, of late breathed gently forth, 

Now shifted cast, and east b/ nortii ; 

Bare tree.s and shrubs but ill, you know, 

Could shelter them from rain or snow : 

Stepping into ihcir ne.sts, they paddled, 
Themselves were chilled, their eggs were addled 
Soon every father-bird and mother 
Grew quarrelsome, and pecked each other, 
Parted without the least regret, 

Except that they had ever met, 

And learnt in future to be wiser 
Than to neglect a good^adviser. 


9 

' MORAL, 

Misses ! the tale tbkt 1 relate 
This lesson seems to carry—* 
Choose not alone a j^roper mate^ 
But proper time to marry. 
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THE \0G AND THE WATER-LILY, 

NO FABLE. 


The noon was shady, and soft airs 
Swept Ouseiji silent tide, 

^^'lien, 'scaped from literary cares, 

[ wandered on his ^de. 

My spaniel, prettiest of his race,* ^ 

And high in pedigree, 

(Two nymphs* adorned with every grace 
That spaniel fofind for me) 

• • 

Now wantoned, lost in flogs and reeds, 

^Now starting intcF sight. 

Pursued the swallow o’er the meads 
With sc^lrce a slower flight. 

It was the time when Ouse displayed 
HLtlilies newly blown ; 

Their beauties I intent surveyed 
And one 1 wished my own. 

With cane extended far, I sought 
To stfier it close to land ; 

But still the prize, though nearly caught, 
flfecap^ my eager hand. 

Bmu marked my unsuccessful pains 
With fixed considerate face, 


And puzzling set his puppy biains 
To comprehend the case. • 

But with a cheiiip clear and strong 
Dispersing all his dr^in, * 

I thence wiUidrew, ana followed long 
The windings of the stream. 

My ramble ended, I returned ; • 

•BM//,drottigfr far lieforc. 

The floating wreath again discerned, 
Aiftl plunging left the shore. 

I saw him with that lily cropped 
Impatient swim to^cet 
My quick af proach, and soon he dropped 
The treasure at my feet. 

Charmed with the sight, “The world,” 
I cried, 

“ ShalMtear of this thy deed : 

My dog shall mortify the j>ridc 
Of man’s superior breea : 

But chief myself 1 will enjoin, 

Awake at duty’s call, 

To show a love as prompt as thine 
To Him who give5*\ne alL” 


CATIIARINA. 

• • 

ADDRESSED TO MISS STAPLETON (AFTERWARDS MRS. COUKTENAY)." 


She came — she is goife— we have met — 
And !«eet peihaps newer again ; • 

'I'he sun of that moment is 
^ And seems to have risen in vain. 
Catharina Has fled like a dream — • 

^ (So vanishes pleasure, alas I) 

But has left a regret and estleem 
. ffhat will not so suddenly pass. • 


The last evening lamble we made,— 
Catharina, Maria, and I, — 

Onr progress vm often delayed 
By the nightingale warbling nigh.* 
Wc paused under man); a tree, 

And much she was (^harmed with a ton 
I,.ess sweet to Maria and me, 

Who so lately flhd witness^ her own 


‘ Sir Robert Guiming't daughters. 
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THE MORALIZER CORRECTED. ' 


My numbers that day she had sun^;, 
And gave them a grace so divine, 
hi* only her musical tohgue 
Could infuse into numbers of mine. 
'J'lie longtf- I heard, 1 esteemed 
'rhe work of my fancy the more, 

And c*en to myself never hceincd 
So tunch'l a poet before. 

Though the pleasures oS I-ondon exceed 
In number tlie days of the vear, 
Catliarina, did nothing impede, 

Woulil feel her.'sclf happier here: 

Kor the closc-\v(jven arelics of limes 
()i» the banks of our river, I know, 
Are sweeter to her inan^Vw^imca^ 

Than all that the city can show. 

So it is, when the mind is emlucd 
With a well -judging taste from above, 
'rhen, whellier enibcllishdsMir rude, 

’Tis nature alone that we love. 


The achievements of art may amuse, 
‘May even qs w'»nder excite ; 

But groves, l/ 11s, and valleys, dilfuse 
A lasting,|ii sacred delight. 

Since then jp the niral recess 
Catharina alone can rejoice. 

May it still l)e her lot to possess 
'l*he scene of her sensible choice ! 

To inhabit a mansion remote 

From thcclattct of street-pacing stei.<U, 
An<l by Piiiloniers annual note 
To measure the life that she leads. 


With her lx)ok, and her voice, and her 
- 

To wing VllI her moments at home ; 
And with scenes that new rapture inspire. 
As oft as it suits 'ner to roam ; ^ 

She will have just the life she prefers, 
With little to hope or to fear, 

And ours would be pleasant as hers, 
Might we view her enjoying it lieix*. 


TIIK MORALIZER CORRECTED. 

A TALE. '' 


A HERMIT (or if *chance you hold 
That title now too trite and old), 

A man once young, m'Iio lived retried 
As hermit could have well desired, 

His hours of study dosed at last, 

And finished Iiis* concise repast, 
Stoj-kpled his cruse, replaced his hook 
Within its customary nook. 

And, t'taff im'iand, sot forth to share 
^ The sC»ber cordial of sweet air, 

Hike Isaac, with a mind applied , 
To serious thought at evening tide. 
Autumnal rains had rnade it chill. 

And from the trees that fringed his hill 
Shades slanting at the close of d.ay 
C.hilled more his else delightful way. 
Distant a little mile he spied 
A western bank\s still sunny side, 

And right toward the/avoured place 
l^oceeding with his nimblest pace, 

Tn hope to bask a liule yet, * 

Just reached it when the sun was set. 


Your hermit, young and jo\ual sirs ! 
learns something from whatever occurs. 
And “Hence,” he said, “my mind com- 
putes 

The real worth of man\s pursuits. 

His object chosen, wealth or fame, 

Or other sublunary game, 

Imagination to his view 
fclVescnts it, decked with every hue 
That can seduce him not to spare 
His powers of best exertion there, 

But youth, healtli^ vigour to expend 
On so desirable an end% , 

Ere long approach life's evening shades, 
The glow that fancy gave it fades ; 
And, earned too late, it* w'ants the 
grace \ 

That first en^ged him in the chase.*’ 

“ Tnie^” answered an angelic guide, 

. Attendant at the senior's side, — 

“ But whether all the lime it cost 
To urge the fruit^iess chase be lost, 



THE FAJTIIFUL BIRD. 
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Must be deckled by the Vortli 
or that which called hislrdoiir forth. 
Trifles pursued, whafte’ervhe evei^, ^ 
Must cause him shame oraiscontent ; 
A vicious object still is w<wse, 
Successful tlwre, he wins sPeurse; 

Hut he whom, e’en in life’s last stagey 
Endeavours laudable engage, 


Is paid at least in peace of mind, 

And sense of having well designed 
Xnd if, ere he attain his end, 
llis sun precipitate descend, 

A brighter prize than that he meant. 
Shall recompense his mere iwtent. 
No virtuous wish can bear a date 
Either too early or too late.” 


THE FAITHFUL BIRO. 


The greenhouse is my summer seat ; 

My shrubs flisplac^d from that retreat 
Enjoyed the open air ; 

Two goldfinches, whose spi^ghtly song* 
Had been their mutual solace lung, 
^L'ved happy prisdhers there. 

They s.ing%s blithe as finches sing 
That flutter loose on golden wing. 

And frolic where they list ; 

Straiijfers to liberty, ’tis true. 

But that (Relight they never knew, 

And thereh)re never missed. 

But nature works in every breast, 

VVirti force not easily suppressed ; 

And f)ick felt some desires, • 

Tha^ after many an effort vain. 
Instructed him at length to gain 
A pass between his wires. 


The open windows seemed to invite 
The freeman to a farewell flight ; 

,But Tom was still confined ; * 

And Dic'(, altlfOugh his way was clear. 
Was «nuch too generous and sincere 
To leave his friend behind. 

So settling on hti^ica{^, by play, 

And chirp, oanrl kiss, lie seemed to say, 
** You must not live alone — 

Nor w'ould he quit that chosen stand 
Till I, with slow and cautious hand, 
Returned him to his own. 

O ye, who never taste the joys 
Of friendship, satisfied with noise, 
Fandango, ball, and rout ! 

Blush when I tell ^ou how a bird 
A prison with a friend preferred 
To liberty without. 


THE NEEDLESS ALARM. 

A TALE. ‘ 

There is a field through which 1 often pass, 

I'hick overspread with mos^nd silky grass, 
Adjoifling close to Kilwick’s echoing wood, 

^yhe^e oR the bitch-fox hides her hapless brood. 
Reserved to solace mafly a neighbouring sc^uirc, 
That he may^follow them through brake and brier. 
Contusion Imzarding gf neck or spine^ 

Which rural gentlemen call sport divine. 

A narrow brook, by rushy banks concealed, 

Runs in a botcom, and divides the field ; 

Oaks intersperse it, fhat )Ad once a head. 

But now wear crests of oven-wcRxl insfbad ; 
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THE NEEDLESS ALARM. 


And where the land slopes to its watery bourn" 

' Wide yawns a gulf beside a ragged thorn ; , , 

Bricks line the sides, but shivered loii({ ago, ^ 

And horrid brambles intertwine below ; 

A hollow scooped, X judge, in ancient time,h 
c For baking earth, or burning rock to lime. > 

Not yet the hawthorn bore her berries rcijl, 

With which the fieldfare, wintry guest, is fed ; 
v»Nor Autumn yet had brushed from every spray. 

With her chill hand, the mellow leaves away ; 

But corn w?s housed, and beans were in the stack ; 

Now therefore issj|ied forth the spotted pack, 

Witri tails high mounted, ears hung low, and throats 
With a whole gamut fill^ of heavenly notes, 

For which, alns ! my destiny severe, 

Tlioiigh ears she gave me two, gave me no ear. 

The sun, ''ocomplishing his c irly march. 

His lamp now planted on heaven’s topmost* arch. 

When, exercise and air my only aim. 

And heedless whither, to that held I came, 

Ere yt;t with ruthless joy the happy hound 
Told hill andidaic that Keynard’s track was found, 

Or with the high-raised horn’s melodious clang 
All tCilwick* and all Dinglederry* rang. 

Sheep grazed the field ; some with .soft bosom pressed 
The herb as soft, while nibbling strayed the rest ; 

Nor noise was h' '^rd but of the hasty brook, 

Struggling, detained in many a petty nook. 

All seemed so peaceful, that from them conveyed, 

To me their |)eace by kind contagion spread. 

But when the huntsman, with distended cheek, 

’Gan make liis instrument of music speak, 

And from within the wood that crash was heard, 

'Xhough not a hound from W'hom it burst appeared. 

The shoe]) recumbent and the sheep that grazed, 

All huddling into phalanx, stood and go^, 

Adniiring, terrified, the novd strain, 

Then coursed tlie field around, and coursed it round again ; 
But recollecting, with a sudden thought, 

Ttmt flight in circles urged advanced them.pought. 

They gatliered close around the old pit’s brink. 

And thougfu again — but ki?ew not what to think. 

The man to solitude accustomed long 
Perceives in every thing that lives a tongue ; 

Not animals alone, but shrubs an^ trees 
Have speech for him, and understood with’ease ; 

After long drought, when rains abundant fall. 

He hears the herbs and flowers rejoicing all ; 

Knows w-htit the freshness of their hue implies, 

How glad*^liey catch the largess of skies ; 

••Two woods belonguig lo John Throckmorton, Esq. 
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But» with prt|ision nicer still, the mind 
He scans of elery locomotive kind ; 

Birds of sdl feMlier, b^uKof ev^y name, 

That serve mabcind or shun them, wild or tame ; 

The looks and lestures of their griels and fears 
Have all articulation in his ears ; 

He spells them tfue by intuition’s light. 

And needs no glossary to set him right. 

This truth premiseil was needful as a text, 

To ^in die credence to what follows next. 

Awhile ^ley mused ; surveying every face, 

Thou hadsr supposed them of superior met ; 

Their periwigs of wool* and fears combinecf 
Stamped on each countenanCe such marks of mind. 
That sage they seemed, as lawyers o’er a doubt, 
Whichf^puzzling long, at last they puzzle out ; 

Or academic tut<^ teaching you As, ^ 

Sure ne’er to want them, mathematic Jruths ; 

When thus a mutton statelier than the rest, 

A Ram, the ewes and wethers sad addressed : 

• “ Friends ! we have lived too long. I never hg{ird^ 
Sounds such as the^: , so worthy to be feaA<A 
Could 1 believe, that winds for ages pent 
In earth’s dark womb have found at last a vent, 

And from their prison-house below arise, 

^ With all these hideous bowlings to the skies, 

1 could be much composed, nor should appaar. 

For such a cause, to feel the slightest fear. 

Yourselves have seen, w'hat time the thunders rolled 
* All night, me resting qffiet in the fold. 

Or heard we that tremendous bray alone, 

*1 could expound the melancholy tone ; 

Should deem it by our old companion mode. 

The Ass ; for he, we know, has lately strayed. 

And being lost, perhaps, and wandering wide. 

Might be supposed to clamour for a guide. 

But ah ! those dreadful yells what soul can hear 
That owns a carcass, and not quake for fear? 

Demons produce them doubtless, bmen-clawed, 

And fanged with ^jrass, the demons are abroad ; 

I hold it therefore wisest and most 6t 
Tha^ life to save, wa leap into thf pit.” 

Him anstered then his loving mate and true, 

^ But mere discreet than he, ^ Cambrian Ewe : 

** How ! leap into the pit our life to save? 

To save our life lelp all into the grave? 

Ivor can we find it less? Contemplate first 
The depth how awful ! *ialUng there, we burst : 

Or should the brambles interposed our fidl 
In part abate, that happiness were small ; 

For with a race like theirs no cnance I see , 

Of peace or ease to creatures clad as fire. 
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W Receipt of my mother 's picture. 


Metyitime, noise kills not Be it Dapple's bmy, 

Or be it not, or be it whose it may, M 

And rush those other sounds, ihltt spm by jingoes 
Of demons uttered, from whatever lungs, 

Sounds are but sounclh, and, till the cause | 

We have at least commodious standing here 
Come fiend, cmne fury, giant, monster, bltst 
From earth or hell, w’cean but plunge at last.’* 
While thus she spake, 1 fainter heard the peals. 
I^r K^nard, close attended at his heek» 

By pantinpdog, tired man, and spattered hors^ 
'ri^|ough mere gijod fortune took a different course. 
1'he tioek grew calm again, and I, the road 
F»)lIowing, that led me to my own abode, 

Much woiulcicd that the silly sheep had found 
Such cause of terror in an empty sound. 

So sweet toiiiuntsftnan, gftitieiftan, and hound. 


MORAL. . 

Beware of desperate steps. The darkest day, 
• Live tilH^-morrow, will have passed away. 


ON THE RECEIPT OF MY MOTHER'S PICTURE 
r OF NORFOI.K ; 

THE GIFT OF MY COUSIN^ ANN DOD^AM. 

<^ir THAT those lifis had language ! Life has passed 
With me but roughly since I heard thee last. 

'riiosc lips are thine — thy owm sweet smile I sec. 

The same that oft in childhood solaced me ; 

Voice only fails, else how distinct they say, 

“ (Jjjicve not, my child, chase all thy fears aw'ay ’ '* 

'fhe meek intelligence of those dear eyes 
fBlc^scvi be the art that can immortalize, 

'Uie art that baffles tyrannic claim 

^ o cpicnch it) here shines on me still the ^ime. 

^''aithful remembrancer of one so dear, 

O welcome guest, though ainexpectcd here ! 

Who billet me honour with an artless song, 

.\ffectionate, a mother lost so Icyig, 

J will ol)ey„not willingly alone, 

Bu» gladly, as the precept were her own : 

And, while that face renews my MUd grief, 

Fancy shall w*cave a charm for my relief, 

Shall^teep me in Elysian reverie, 

A momei#ary dream that thou art^e. 

My mother ! j^'hen I learnt 4hat thou wast dead. 

Say, waat thou conscio^ of the tears 1 shed ? 1 
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oy RECEIPT OF MY MOTHER 'S PJCJVRE. 


Hovered thy s|iril o’er thy sorrowing son, 

>V retch even tkn, life’s joupev begun? 

Perhaps tHbu Avest mA tKougn unfelt, a kiss : 
Perhaps a tear, V souls can weep in bliss — 

Ah, that matemfl smile t It answers — Yes. 

1 Hbard the Ml tolled on thy burial day, 

I saw the hearse iliat bore thee slow away, 

And, turning from my nursery window, drew 
A lo\)g, Iqpg sigh, and wept a last adieu f 
But was it such?— It was. — Where thou art gone , 
Adieus and^arewells are a sound unknown. • 
May 1 but meet thee on that peaceful shor^ 

The parting word shal]*pass my lips no more I 
Thy maidens, grieved thems^ves at my dbneem, 

Oft gave me promise of thv quick return. 

What aAleiitly I wished 1 loi^ lielieved. 

And, disappointed still, was £ll deceivedf 
By expectation every day beguiled, ^ 

Dupe of t^-marrow even from a child. 

Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went, 

‘fill, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 

I learnt at last submission to my lot ; ^ • 

But, though I less deplored thee, ne’er forgot. 

Where once we dwell our name is heard no more, 
•Children not thine have trod my nursery floor ; 

And where the gardener Robin, day by day. 

Drew me to school along the public way, mR 
Delighted with my bauble coach, and urrapped 
In scarlet mantle warm^and velvet capped, 

’I'is now become a histoiy little known, 

•That once we called the pastoral house our own. 
Short- lived possession ! but the record fair 
That memory keeps, of all thy kindness there, • 
Still outlives many a storm that has effaced 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced. 

Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, 

That thou mightst know me safe and warmly laid ; 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home, 

The biscuit, or confectionary plum ; 

The fragrant waters on mv clfeek bestowed 
By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glowed ; 
All this, and more endearing stilkthan all, 

Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall, 

Ne^er toughened by those cataracts and brakes 
That humour intewosed too often makes ; 

All this still legible in memory’s page, 

And still to be so tu mv latest age, 

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
Such honours to thee as my numbers may; 

Perhaps a frail memorialMbut ^cere, 

Not scorned in heaven, tnout^ little notice^ hera. 

' Could Time, his flight reversed, restore the hoan^ 

A ^ V 
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Wl^en, playing with thy vesture's tissued (lo^yers, 

The violet, the pink, au4 jessamine, 

I pricked them mto paper with a pin r * 

(And thou wast happier than myself the wVile, 

Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my hea^and smile), 
Could those few pleasant days aran appear, 

Might one wish bring them, would 1 wish' them here ? 

1 would not trust my heart->the dear delight 
- Seems so to be desired, perhaps 1 might — ^ , 

Lut no — what here we cali our life is such 
So little tc< be loved, and thou so much, 

Tljpit I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bond^ again. 

Thou, as a galUnt bark from Albion's coast 
(The storms all weathered and the ocean crossed) 

Shoots into port at some weil*havened isle, ^ 

Where spi(xi]r bret^the, and brikhter seasonn smiley 
There sits quiescent on the floods that show 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below, 

While airs impregnated with incense play 
Around Ijer, fanning light her streamers gay ; 

So thou, with .aVis how swift 1 hast reached the shores 
“ Where tempests never beat nor billows roar,'** 

And thv loved consort on the dangerous tide 
Of life long since has anchored by thy side. 

But me, scarce hoping to attain that rest. 

Always from po*: withheld, always distressed— 

Me howling blasts drive devious, tempest tost, 

Sails ripped, scams opening wide, ipid compass lost. 

And day by day some current’s thwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosperous course. 

Y et, oh, the thought that thou art safe, and he ! 

That tlioup;ht is joy, arrive what may to me. 

My boast is not, that 1 deduce my bhth 
From loins enthroned and rulers of the earth ; 

Bu^ higher far my proud pretensions rise — 

The son of parents passed into the skies I 
And now', farewell — Time unrevoked has run 
If is wonted course, yet what 1 wished b done. 

%y contemplation’s help, not liougfat in vain, 

1 aeem to have lived my childhood o'er again ; 

To have renewed the joys^hat once wroe mine^ 
Withoutethe sin of violating thine : 

And, while the wings of Fancy ^till are free, 

,And 1 can view this mimic show of thee, , 

Time has but half succeeded in hb theft — 

Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left. 


• Garth. 




THE POPLAR FIELD. 
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y THE POPLAR FIELD. 

The poplars atV felled ) farewell to the diade, 

And the whispAne sound of the cool colonnade 
Tl|p winds play lio longer and sing in the leaves, 

Nor Ouse on his^som their image receives. 

Twelve years have elapsed since I first took a view 
Of ipy fa^urite field, and the bank where they grew 
And now in the grass behold they are laid, 

And the tr^ is my seat that once lent me a shad|g ! * 

The blackbird has fied^to another retreat, • 

Where the hazels affoM hiima screen from the heat,' 
And the scene where his melody charmi^ me before 
Resounds with his sweet-flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive yeaiware all hasfing away, ^ • 

And 1 must ere long lie as lowfy as t^ey, 

W'ith a tifK on my breast, and a stone at my head, 
Jire another such grove shall arise in its stcM. 

'Tis a sight to engage me, if anything caid ^ ^ 

To muse on the penshing pleasures of man ; 

Though his life ^ a dream, his enjoyments, I see. 
Have a being less durable even tlm he.* 


IDEM LATINE REDDITUM. 

PoPULEiC cecidit gratfisima copla silvae, 

I Conticu^re susurri, omnisque evanuit umbra. 

Nullae iam levibus se miscent frondibus aurse, 

Et nulla in fluvio ramorum ludit imago. 

Hei mihi ! bis senos dum luctu torqueor annos. 

His cogor silvis suetoque carere recessu. 

Cum Serb rediens, stratasque in gamine oqrnens^ 

Insedi arboribus^ sub quels errare solebam. 

Ah ubi nunc menilse cantus? Felxcior ilium 
Silva tegit, duraetoondum pehnissa btpenni ; 

Scilicet exustos colies campot^ue patentes 
Odit, ct iq^ignans dt non redituaus ahiviu 

Sed qui succisa-s doleo sueddar et ipse, 

Et pnhs httic parilis qukm*creverit altera silva ^ 

Flelx>r, et, ex^iflis parvis donatus» habebo 
dDefixum Ibidem tnmuliqiie enbantis acervnm. 

• ■ • 

* AV«r £if. 1803. Mr. Cowper afterwards altered thblast sunia m the following manner i 
The change both my heart and mv fancy enndova 
I reflect on the fkailty of flam and hb joys: ^ 

SlM-lived aa we are, yet our pleaaurefl, we aee. 

Have a stfll shorter date, and db floonflraflD we. • 
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EPITAPH ON A HARE. 


Tam subit6 periisse videns tarn digna mane 
Ag^nbsco humanas series et tristia fata — 

Sit lic^t ipse brevis, voluenque Slmi^imus utj.hrx^ 
Est homini brevier citiiisque obituratvolupb 
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INSCRIPTION FOR THE TOMB OF MR. HAMILTON. 

Pause her^, and think : a monitory rhyme 
Brands one moment of thy fleeting time. 

(%nsult lifers sifent clock, thy bounding vein ; 

Seems it to say, “ Health here has long to reign ** ? 

Hast thou the vigour of thy youth ?— an eye 
That beams delight ?— a heart untaught to sigh ? 

Yet fear. Yquth, ofttimeli healthful and a^ease, 

Anticipates a day it never sees ; 

And many a tomb, lil^e Hamilton’s, aloud 
Exclaims, “ Prepare thee for an early shroud.’* 


EPITAPH ON A HARE. 


Here lies, whom hound did r'^’.er pursue. 
Nor swiiler greyliound follow, 

Whose foot ne’er tainted morning dew, 
Nor ear heard huntsman’s halloo; 

Old Tiney, surliest of his kind. 

Who, nursed with tender care, 

And to domestic bounds confined, 

Was still a wild Jack hare. 

Though duly fram my hand he took 
His pittance every night, 

He did it with a jealous look, 

And, wh^*he could, would bite. 

diet was df wheaten bread, 

And milk, and oats, and straw ; • 

Thistles, or lettuces instead. 

With sand to scour his maw. 

On tn-i^ of'*hawthom h*e regaled. 

On pippins’ nisset peel. 

And, when his jtiicy salads failed, 

Sliced carrot pleased him well 

A Turkey carpet was his lawn, 

^Vhereon he loved to boudd. 


To skip and gambol like a fawn, 

And swing his rump around. 

His disking was at evening hours, 

For then he lost his fear, t 
But most before approaching Showers, 
Qr when a storm drew near. 

Eight years and five round-rolling moon: 

He thus saw Meal away, 

Dozing out all his idle noons. 

And every night at play. 

I kept him for his humour’s sake, 

•• For he would oft beguile 
My heart of thoughts that made it ache, 
And fbree me ^ a smile. 

Ilut now beneath this walnut shade 
He finds his long last home. 

And waits,* in snug concealment laid, 
Till gentler Puss shall coAe. 

He, still more ag^, feels the shocks 
From which no care can save, 

An4 partner once of Tiney's box, 

Must soon oaitake his craveL 



EPITAPH ON A HARE. 




I^ITA^HIUM ALTERUM. 

^ Hie etiam jacet, 

(Jbi totum novennium vixit, 
Puss. 

Siste paulisper, 

Qui pneteritunis es, 

Et tecum sic reputa— 
Hunc peque canis venaticutt, 
Nec plumbum missile 
Ncc laqueus, 

Nec imbres niniii, 
Cor^c^ra: ^ 

Tamen mortuus est-— 

£t moriar ego.* 




POSTHUMOUS POEMS' 

OP 

MIDDLE AND LATER LIF^ 

( This division includes some pieces published* anonymously during 
Author's lifetime.) 


A TALE, FOUNDED ON A FACT 

WHICH HAPPENED IN JAN U AST g ^79. • 

Where Humber pours his rich commercial stream 
^ There dwelt a wretch, who breathed but to blaspheme; 
In subterraneous caves his life he led, 

Black as the mine in which he wrought f yj iread. 
When on a day, emerging from the deep, 

A Sabbath-day, (such sabbaths thousands keep !) 

, The wages of his weekly toil he bore 

^To buy a cock — whose blood might win him more; 

As if the noblest of the feathered kind 
Were but for battle and for death designed ; 

As if the consecrated hours were meant 
For sport to minds on cruelty intent ; 

It chanced (such chances Providence obey) 

He met a fellow-labourer on the way, « 

Whose heart the same desires had once inflamerl ; 

But now the savage temper was reclaimed. 

Persuasion on his lips had taken place ; 

For all plead well who plead the cause of grace. 

His iron heart with Scripture he^sailed. 

Wooed hiA to hear a sermon, and prevailed. 

His faithful bow the mightv preacher drew; 

Swift as the lightnlng-gfimpM the arrow flew. 

He wept ; he trelhbled; cast his eyea around, * 

^o find a worse than he ;,bat none he found. 

He felt his sins, and iPondered he should feel ; 

Grace made the wound, and pace alone could heaL 
Now farewell oaths, imd blasphemies, and iiey 
He quits the sinner’s forthe jflhityris prize. 

That holjr day was washed with many a tdur. 

Gilded wit^ hope, yet shaded, too, by fear. 
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TO THE REV. MR, NEVrTOH. 


The ;next, his swarthy brethren of the mine / 

Learned, by his altered speech, the change dfvine ! 
Laughed when they should have we/t, and ^ore'thc day 
Was nigh when he would swear as wst as they. 

“ No,” said the penitent, — “such words shill share 
' This breath no more ; devoted now to .prayer. 

“ O I if Thou seest (Thine eye the future /jes) 

** That I sliall yet again blaspheme, like these, 

* “ Now strike me to the ground on which I knecl,i 
***£re yft this heart relapses into steel : 

Now takt me to that heaven I once defied, « 

“ Thy presence, I'hy embrace!” — He spoke, and died! 


TO THE REV. 

ON HIS l^ETURN 

That ocean you of late surveyed, 
Those rocks, 1 too have seen, 

Rut I afilicted anil dTsmay^l> 

You tranquil and serene. 

You from the flood-controlling steep 
Saw stretched before your view. 

With cos...vloqs joy, the threatening deep, 
No longer such to you. 

October, 1780. 


JdR. NEWTON, 

FROM RAMSGATE. 

t 

To me the waves that ceaseless broke 
Upon the dangerous coas^. 

Hoarsely and ominously spoke 
Of all my treasure losL 

Your sea of troubles you have past. 
And found the peaceful shdre ; 

I, tempest-tossed, and wrecked at last, 
Come home to port no more. 


MONUMENTAL INSCRIPTION TO WILLIAM NORTHCOT. 


Hic sepultus est 
Inter suorum lacrymas 
GUL1F.LMUS NORTHCOT, 

GULIELMI et MARIiC filius 
Unicus, unic^ dilectus, 

Qui floris ritu succisns est semihiantis^ 
Aprilis diefseptimo, , 

1780, i£t. la 

Care, vale I Sed non aetemiim, cate, valeto\' 
Nadique iteriim tecum, sim mod6 dignus, ero, • 
Turn nihil amplexus potent divellere nostros, 

Nec tif marcesces, nec laciymabor 

TRANSLATION.^ 

Fa^iewell I •* But not for ever,” Hope replies ; 
Trace hut his steps and nyet him in the skies ! 
There nothing shall renew our parting pain ; . 
Thoii*shalt not wither, nor I weq;»^ again. 


TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS, 
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\ ^iddLe. 

^ I AM just two and two, I am warm, I am cold/ 

And the parent of numbers that cannot b|^told, 

I am lawful, tinlawful — a duty, a fault, — 

I am often sold dear, good for nothing when bought j 
An ei^traordinary boon, and a matter of course. 

And yielded with pleasure when taken by forces 

178a 


TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 

Dea^ President, whose art sublimC 
Gives perpetuity to Time,® 

And bids transactions of a day. 

That fleeting hours would wait away 
To dark futurity, survive, ^ 

And in unfading beauty live,— * 

You cannot with a grace decline 
A special mandate of the Nine — 
Yourself, whatever task you choose. 

So much indebted to the Muse. 

Thus say the sisterhood ^'^'e come- 
Fix well YOur pallet on your thumb, 
Prepare th« pencil and the tints — 

We come to furnish you with hints. 
French disappointment, British glory, 
Must be the subject of the story. 

First strike a curve, a graceful bow, 
Then slope it to a point below ; 

Your outline easy, airy, light; 

Filled up becomes a paper kite. 

Let Independence; san^ine, horrid. 
Blaze, like a meteor in the forehead : 
Beneath (but lay jiside your mces) 
DraVsix-and-twenty rueful mces, 

Each wi{h a staring, steadfast eye, 
•Fixed on his great adh pxyd ally. 

France flies the.kite— **tis on the wing-*- 
Britannia*s lightning cuts the string. 

The wind that raisra it, ere it ceases, 
Just rends it igto thirteen pieces, 

Takes clu^ge of every fluttering sheet, ’ 
And la^ them all at George’s met 
Ibena, trembling from auur, 

Renounces tfee cowederate war ; 

Her efforts and hhr arts e'ercome, 

France calls her diattered navies home { 


AJ^TI-THEL yPHTHORA. 
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Repenting Holland leams to mour|t 
The sacred treaties sh|: has tom ; 
Astonishment and awe* profound 
.. Are stamped upon the nations roand ; 
Without one friend, above all fo^ 
Britannia gives the world repose. 


IMPROMPTU Off IIEADING THE CHAPTER ON ’POlVgAMY, IN 
MR. MADAN’S THELYPHTHORA. 

If John marries Mary, and Mary alonc^ 

'Tis a very good match between Mary and John. 

Should John wed a score, oh, the claws and the scratches I 
It can't be a match — 'tis a bundle of matches. ^ 

1780. 


ON A REVIEW CONDEMNING THELYPHTHORA. 

0 

I If AV% read^l^ Review ; it is learned and wise, 

Clear, candid, and witty — ^Thelyphthora dies. 


0;N MADAN’S ANSWER TO NEWTON’S COMMENTS 
' Oir THELYPHTHORA. 

M. quarrels with N., because M. wrote a book 
And N. did not like it, which M. coulft not brook ; 

So he called him a bigot, a wrangler, a monk. 

With as many hard names as would Une a good trunk. 

And set up his back, and clawed like' a cat ; 

But N. liked it never the better for that. 

Now N. had a wife, and he wanted but one, 

Whicly stuck in M.'s stomach as cross as a bone: 

It has always been reckoned a just cause of strife 
For a man to make free with another man's wife ; 

But {he strife is the stran^st that ever was known, 

If k man must be scolded for loving his own* 


ANTI-THELYPHTHORA. 

A TALB, IN VBOSB. 

Ah miser, 

QuanU laboras in CharyVdi 1 

Hor. Oh. i. 87 

Airy Dfx Castro was as b<dd a knight 
As ever earned a lady’s lone in Mit 
Many he sought, but^onealibve the rest 
His tehder heart victoriously impressedL 
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In fairy-land was bom the matchless dame. 

The land of dreams, i}^poth|sis her name. 
There*Fancy nurs^ her m ideal bowers, 

And laid he/ soft in amaranthine flowers ; j 
Ddighted with her babe, the enchantress smiled 
And graced with all her gifts the favouritmchild. 
Her wooed 5ftr Airy, by meandering streuns, 

In daily musings and in nightly dreams ; 

4Vith#ill the flowers he found, he wove in haste 
Wreaths for her brow, and girdles for her waist^ 
His tiAe, his talents, and his ceaseless care,* - 
All consecrated to adorn the fair ; • 

No pastime but uflth hcg he deigned to take, 

And if he studied, studied for her sake. 

Aigl, for Hypothesis was somewhat long, 

Nor soft enough to suit a lovgr*s ton^e. 

He called hflr Posy, wim an amoro£ artf 

And craved it on a gem, and woge it next his heart. 

Btft she, inconstant as the beams that play 
On rippling waters in an April day. 

With many a jieakish trick deceived his pain% , 
To pathless wilds and unfrequented^ltias 
Enticed him from his oaths of knighthood far. 
Forgetful of the glorious toils of war. 

*Tis thus the tenderness that Love inspires 
Too oft betrays the votaries of his fires ; 

Borne far away on elevated wings, • ' ^ 

They sport like wanton doves in aiiy rings, 

And laws and dv^es are n^lected tnings. 

Nor he alone addressed the wayward fair. 

Full many a knight had lieen entangled there ; 

But still, whoever wooed her or embraced. 

On every mind some mighty spell she cast. * 
Some she would teach (lor she was wondrous wise, 
And made her dupes see aU things with her eyes) 
That forms matenal, whatsoe’er we dream. 

Are not at all, or are not what they seem ; 

That substances and modes of ev^ kind 
Are mere impressions on the passive mind ; 

And he thsft splits his &anium, breaks at most 
A ftincied head against a fancied post : 

Othess, that ^th, ere sin find drowned it all, 

.Was smooth and even as an ivory ball; • 

That all the various beauties we survey, ' 

Hills, valleys, rivers, and fhe boundless sea, 

Are but de^rtnres ^m the first design. 

Effects of i^ni^mlnt and wrath divi^ 

She tutored some in Dredalus’s art, ^ 

And promised they should act his wildgooM part. 
On waxen pinionvsoar erithout a IpU, * 

Swift as the proudest ftander pf fton a)L 
But fiite reserved Sir Airy to maintain * 
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The wildest project of her teeming brain ; — 

That wedlocK is not r^^orous, a& supposed, 

But man, within a wider pale erclosed, 

Mi^y rove at will, where appetite sliall L tad, 

Frc^ as the lordly bull that ranges o'er the mead; 
That forais and rites are tiicks of human law, 

As idle as the chattering of a daw ; 

That lewd incontinence, and lawless rape. 

Are marriage in its true and proper shape ; s, « 
That man by faith and truth is made a slave. 

The riifg a bauble, and the priest a knave. 

« “ Fair fall the deed the knight exulting cried, 

“ Now is the time to make the maid a bride T* 

T'was on tnc noon of an autumnal day, 

October hight, but mild and fair as May ; 

When scarlet fruits th- russet hedge adorn. 

And floai'lng films envelop eveiy tnom , 

When gently as ir June the rivers glide, 

And only miss the flowers that graced their side ; 

The linnet twittered out his parting song, 

With many a^^horister the woods among ; 

On south6*fi Banks the ruminating sheep 
Lay snug and warm ; — 'twas Summer’s farewell peep. 
Propitious to his fond intent there grew 
An arbour near at hand of thickest yew, 

With many a boxen bush close dipt between. 

And phillyre^W a gilded green. 

But what old Chaucer’s merry page befits. 

The chaster muse of moilem dayf omits. 

Suffice It then in decent terms to say. 

She saw, — and turned her rosy cheek away. 

Snuill need of prayer-book or of priest, I ween^ 
Where parties are agreed, retired the scene. 

Occasion prompt, and appetite so keen. 

Hypothesis (for with suen niagic power 
Fancy endu^ her in her natal hour) 

From many a steaming lake and reeking bog. 

Bade rise in haste a dank and drizzling fog, 

That curtained round the scene where they reposed. 
And wood and lawn in du^y folds endoM. 

Fear seized the trembling sex ; in every grove 
They wept the wrongs honourabfe love : « 

" In Vain,** they criM, are hymeneal rites, 

** Vkin our delusive hope of constant knights ; 

** The marriage bond has lost its power to bind, 

** And flutters loose, the sport of every wind. 
y The bride, while yet her bride*o attire is on, 

** Phall mourn her absent lord, for he is gone, 

Satiate of her, and weary of the same, 

** To distant wilds, In quest of Either game: 

•• Ye fair Ciitassians ! aB four lutes employ, • 

** Seiaglios sii^;^ and harems dance for joy ) 
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** For British nymphs whose lords were lately tnie, 

** Nymphs quite as fair, and happier once than you, 

** Honour, esteem, and oonfideAce forgot. 

Feel all the meann<|5s of your slavish lot . 

O curst Hypothesis ! your hellish arts / 

^ Seduce our husbands, and estrange their h^rtsT 
** Will none no knight who still retains 

“ The blood of ancient worthies in his veins, 

** To assert the charter of the chaste and fair, ^ 

** Find out her treacherous heart, and plant a dagger thex? 
** A knig|)t (can he that serves the fair do less?J - * 

** Starts at the call of beauty in distress ; 

“ And he that does not, whatsoever occurs, 

“ Is recreant, and unwortlfy of his spurs.” * 

Full many a champion, l^nt on hardy deed. 

Called for his arms and for his princely steed. 

So swarmed tl)^ Sabine youth, and graKperl^he shield. 
When Roman rapine, by no laws withheld, 

Lest Rome should end with her first founders* lives, 

Made half their maids, sa»s ceremony, wdves. 
t But not the mitn few ; the soul their charge. 

They left these bodily concerns at larger • ^ 

Forms or no forms, pluralities or pairs, 

Right reverend sirs ! was no concern of theirs. 

The rest, alert and active as became 
A courteous knighthood, caught the generous flame ; 

One was accoutred when the cry bega% . 

Knight of the Silver Moon, Sir Marmadamt 
Oft as his patroness, who rules the night. 

Hangs out her lamijffn yon cacrulean height. 

His vow was (and he well performed his vow). 

Armed at all points, with terror on his brow, 

To judge the land, to purge atrocious crimes, • 

And quell the shapeless monsters of the times. 

For cedars famed, fair Lebanon supplied 
The well -poised lance that quivered at his side ; 

Truth armed it with a point -so keen, so just, 

No spell or charm was proof against the thrust. 

He couched it firm upon his puissant thigh. 

And darting t])rough his helm an eagle’s eye^ 

On all the wings oi chivalry advanced 
To where the fond Sir Airy la^r entranced. 

He dreamt not of a foe, or if his fear ^ 

FcAetold one, dreamt nqjt of a foe so near. 

Far other dreams his feverish mind employed, 

Of rights restoi-ed, variety enjoyed ; 

' Of virtue too well fenced to tear a flaw; 

Vice pa.ssing curreift by the stamp of law; 

Large population on a liberal pla^ 


* When a knight was degraded, his spats ygna chopped oft 

t ** Monthly Review " for Oaoberii78o]. • 


3-34 


LOV£ ABUSED. 


lAnd woman trembling at the foot of man ; 

How simple wedlock fornication works, 

And Christians marrying mSy convert the Tir^ks. 

Jhe trumpet now spoke Man ladan at hand, 

A \nimpet that was heard through all t!he land. 

His hign-bred steed expands his nostrils wide, ' 
And snot^s aloud to cast the mist asi(V* ; 

But he, the virtues of his lance to show. 

Struck thrice the point upon his saddle-bow; 

Three sparks ensued that chased it all away, ' 

AnU ^t the unseemly pair in open day. 

“ To horse he cried, “ or, by this good right hand 
“ And better spear, I smite you r/here you stand.” 

Sir Airy, not a whit disdiayed or scared. 

Buckled his helm, and to his steed repaired, 

Whose bridle, while he cropped the grass below'. 
Hung nol far off upon a n yrtle bough 
He mourns at once, — such confidence infused 
The insidious witdh that had his wits abused ; 

And she, regardless of her softer kind, 

Seized fkst the saddle and sprang up behind. 

”‘Oh^ shajpn^ knighthood !” his assailant cried ; 

” Oh, shame ! ” ten thousand echoing nymphs replied. 
Placed with advantage at his listening ear, 

She whis()cred still that he had nought to fear. 

That he was cased in such enchanted steel. 

So |X)lishcd ai:/! compact from head to heel, 

** Come ten, come twenty, should an army call 
Thee to the field, thou shouldst withstand them all” 
” By Dian*s lieams ! ” Sir Marl.'iadan exclaimed, 

” The guiltiest still are ever least ashamed 1 
** But guard thee well, expect no feigned attack ; 

” And guard beside the sorceress at thy back 1” 

He spoke indignant, and his spurs applied. 

Though little need, to his good palfrey^s side : 

The barb sprang forward, and his lord, whose force 
Was eaual to the swiftness of his horse, 

Rushed with a whirlwind’s fury on the foe, 

And, Phineas like, transfixed them at a blow. 

Then sang the married a;id the maitkn throng. 
Love graced the theme, and harmony the sung ; 

The F auns and Satyrs,^ lascivious ««ce, 

Shrieked at the sight, and, conscious, fled tAe place : 
And^Hymen, trimming his dim torch anew, • 
His snowy mantle o’er his sh'oulders threw; 

He turned, and viewed it oft on every side^ 

And reddening with a just and generous pridc^ 
Pleased the glad beams of that prbpitious day, 

'l'hF:f spot he loathed so much for ever cleansed aiyay. 
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LOVE ABUSED. 

• ^ • 

What is then in the vale of life 
Half so delightful as a Wife, . 

When friendship, love, and peace combine 
To stan^ the marriage-bona divine )r 
Tlie strSm of pure and genuine love 
Derives its current from above ; 

And earth a second Eden shows, 

A^ere’er the healing water flows : 

But ah, if, from the dykes and drains 
Of sensual nature’s feverish veins* 

Lust, like a lawless*hcadstrong4lood| 
Impregnated with ooze and inud^ 

• Descending fast on every side. 

Once n^^es with tfie ^red tide, ^ 
Farewell the soul -enlivening scene ! 

The banks that wore a smiliffg green, 

With rank defilement overspread. 

Bewail their flowery beauties dead. 

The stream pollute^ dark, and tkiU^ 
Diffused into a Stygian pool, 

Through life’s last melancholy years 
Is fed with ever-flowing tears : 

Complaints supply the zephyr’s part, 

And sighs that heave a breaking, heart 


IN SEDIltONEM HORRENDAM, 

CoIkuPTELIS CALLICIS, UT FERTUR, LONDINI NVPER ^ORTAM. 

Perfida, crudelis, victa et lymphata furore, 

Non arm is, laurum Gallia fraude petit. 

Vcnalem^pretio plebem conducit, et urit 
Undique privatas patriciasque domos. 

Nequicqukm conata sud, foedissima sperat 
Posse tamen nostri nos superaxe mann. 

Gallia, vana struis 1 Preeibus nunc utere I Vinces 
Nam mites timidis supplicibusque sumus. 

- • 

* TRANSLATION. « 

FXi.SE, cruel, disappointed, stung to the heart, f 
France quits tiie warriors for the assassin’s ^Murt, 

To dirty han£ a dirty bribe conveys. 

Bids the low streetand lofty palace blaze. 

Her sons too wealc to vanquish us alone. 

She hires the worst and baMt of our own. 

Kneel, France t a sqppliaigt conquers us witIPeaae, 

We always spare a coward on knecn. 

17S0L • 


‘ 336 


WN THE HIGH PRICE OF FI SH 


A CARD. 

Poor Vestris, grieved bevond all measure, 
Vo have incurred so much displeasure, 
Although a Frenchman, disconcerted. 

And tlfjugh light-heeled yet heavy-hearted, 
Begs humbly to inform his friends. 

Next hrst ot April he intends 
To take a boat and row right down 
Xo Cuckold’s- Point from Richmond town ; 
And as he goes alert and gay, 

Leap all thA‘ bridges in his way. 

'Die lioat, borne downward wfth the tide. 
Shall catch liim safe on Pother side. 

He humbly hopes by this expedient 
'Fo prove himself tjieir most obedient, 
(Whicl shall be always ^uis endeavo»*r,) 

And jump intCLthe former favour. 

1781. 


. ON THJP HIGH PRICE OF FISH. 

(TO MRS. NEWTON.) 


Cocoa-nut naught. 
Fish too dear, 
Iwuw'Viust be bought 
For us that are here : 

No lobster on earth. 
That ever I saw. 

To me would be worth 
Sixpence a claw. 

Avg. 1781. 


So, dear Madam, wait 
Till fish can be got 
At a reasonable rate, 

Whether lobster or not. 

Till the French and the Dutch 
® Have quitted the seas, 

And then send as much • 
And as oft as you plea&e. 


TO MRS. NEWTON. 

Sift. x6, 1781. 

A noble theme demands a noble verse ; 

In such I thank you for your fine oysters. 

The barrel was magnificently large, 

But, being sent to Olncf at free chaege, 

Was not inserted in the driver’s list. 

And therefore overlcmked, foigotf or miss^ ; 

Fo», when the messenger whom we despafehed 
Inquired for oysters, Hobjiis noddle scratched,* 
Denying that his waggon or his wain 
Did any such commodity contain. 

In conse<]uence of which yaur welcome boon 
Did not arrive till yesterday atSioon ; 
in consequence of which some chanced to die^ 

And some, though very sweqf;, were vciy dry. 

Now Madam says, (andwhat she says must still 
Deserve attention, say she what she will,) 



1 'hat what we call the Diligence, be-case 
It goes to London wjth a swifter pace, 

\V<fuld iK'tter suit tHe carriage of your gift, 
Kotuming down|i^atxi with a pace as swift s 
And therefore recommends it with this aim-^ 

'I'o save at least three days, — the price J^c same ; 
l‘'or thougli it will not carry or conveyar 
Kor less than twelve pence, send whale’er you maj 
/ For oysters, bred upon the salt sea>sht)re, 

Packed in a barrel, they will charge no more. 

h^wa have 1 none that 1 can deign to vuit?, 
Save that it rained prodigiously las^ night. 

And that ourse^Ves wgre, at the seventh hour. 
Caught in the first beginning of Hie shower ; 

Ihit walking, running, and with much ado, 

^fot home — ^just time enough to be wet through. 
Yet both ^re well, anA, wondrou$^to b^told, 
Soused as we were, we yet ha^* caught no cold ; 
AikI wishing just the same gorS hap to you, 

We say. good Madam, and good Sir, Adieu ! 


A POETICAL EPISTLE TO LADY AUSTEN. 


Dkar Anna— between friend and friend, 
Prose answers every common end ; 

Serves, in a plain and homely wafv 
To express the occurrence of the day ; 

Our health, the weather, and the news, 

Wliat walks w<rtake, wdiat books w'e chusc 
And all the floating thoughts we find 
Upon the surface of the mind. 

but when a |)Oct takes the pen, 

Far more alive than other men, 
lie feels a gentle tingling come 
Down to his finger and his thumb, 

Derived from nature’s noblest part, 

The centre of a glowing Tieart ; 

And this is what the world, w’ho knows 
No flights^alxive the pitch of prose. 

His more sublime vagaries slighting, 
De^ininatcif an itch for writing. 

No wonder I, who scribble rhyme 
To catch the tri Hereof the time, 

And tell t]^em truths divine and clear, , 
Which, couched in prose, they will not hear ; 
Who labour hud to allure and draw 
The loiterers rtiever saw, 

Should feel that itching and that tingling 
With all my purpose igjtermingling, 4 
Tp your intrinsic merit true, , 

When called to address my^ to you. 
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POETICAL EPISTLE TO LADV jl 
T 

Mysterious arc His ways, whose power 
' Brings forth that unexpected hour, 

When minds that niver met l)efore, 

Wha'J meet, unite, and part nc^more : 
iV^s ihc allot nient of the skies, 

'1‘lic h^id of the Supremely Wise, 

That gukles and governs our affections, 
And plans and orders our connexions : 
Directs us in our distant road. 

And marks the lx)unds of our abode, 
'l^nup* we were settled when you found us, 
Peasants aiy:i children all around us. 

Not dreaming of so <le.ar a fricxd. 

Deep in the dbyss of SihW-End. 

Thus Maltha, even against her will. 
Perched on the top^f yonder hill ; 

And y<¥,», th&ugh you nnfcit needs pn^fer 
The fairer sccn<^ of sweet Sancerre, 

Arc come from distant Loire to chusc 
A cottage on the hanks of Ouse. 

Tlvs page of 1‘rovidence quite new, 

And nov'*jif»'i opening to our view, 
l^mph^ys our present thoughts and pains 
'i o guess and spell what it contains : 

But day hy d.ay, and year hy year, 

Will make the dark enigma clear ; 

And fumislw \ perhaps, at last, 

1 dke other scenes already past, 

'With proof, that we, and onr affairs, 

Are part of a Jehovah’s cares ;* 

For Go<l unfolds by slow degrees 
The purport of His deep decrees ; 

Shc<ls every hour a clearer light 
In aid of our defective sight ; 

And spreails, at length, before the soul, 

A beautiful and perfect whole, 

Which busy man’s inventive brain 
Toils to anticipate, in vain. 

Say, Anna, had you never known 
The beauties of a rose full blown, , 
Could you, though luminous your eye, 

By looking on the bud, descry, 

Or ^uess, with a prophetic power, 

Tke future splendour of the flower? 

Just suthe Omnipotent, who turns 
The system of a world’s concerns, 

From mere minutise can educe 
Events of most important use, *■ 

And bid a dawning sky display 
The tsLaze of a mcridtao day.„ 

The works, of man tend, -one and all, 
As^uecds they must, from great to small ; 


USTEN. 

-i— 
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Ana vanity absorbs at length 
The monuments of hu^an strength. 

But vho can tell how^vast tlft: plan 
SVhich this day’s incident began ? 

Too .sinnll, perhaps, t)ic slight occasion 
For our dim-sighted observation ; 

It passed ut^oticed, as the bird 0 

Tliat cleaves the yielding air unheard, 
^And vet may prove, uhen understood, 

A harbinger of endless good. 

Noktluat I deem, or mean to call, 
Frienu.>hip a blessing cheap or small^* 
But merely to rciHark, ^h.at ours, 

Idke some <»f Nature’s sueetest flowers, 
Rose fr<jm a sei‘d of tiny size, 

'J'^at seemed to promise no S|ich prize; 

A transient^isit iiilcrveHing, • g 

And made almost without a metyiing, 
(IIa»ity the effect of inclination. 

Much lessor ))lcasing expectation,) 
IVoduced a 'iiendship, then liCgun, 

That has cemented us in one ; •• % 

And placed it in our |>ower to prove. 

By long fidelity and love, 

'llial Solomon has wisely spoken, — 

** A threefold cord is not soon broken.” 
ij/h Dec. 1781. 
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THE FLATTING MILL. 

AN ILLUSTRATION. • 

When a bar of pure silver or ingot of gold 
Is sent to be flatted or wrought into length, 

It is passed l>etween cylinders often, and rolled 
In an engine of utmost mechanical strength. 

Thus tortured and squeez^, at last it appears 
Like a loos^heap of rimx^n, a glittering show, 

Like music it tingles and rings in your cars, , 

And vanned by the pressure, is all in a glo>^ 

Tffis process achieved, 14 Is doomed to sustain ^ 
The thump gfter thump of a gold-beater*s«mallet, 

And at last is of service in sickness or pain 
To cover a pill f<^ aMdicate {>alate. 

Alas for the poet ! who dares undertake 
To urge reformations of lutional ill — . 

His head and his heart are TOth likely ache 
With the double employment df n^et and null. 
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^ TO THE REV. MR. NEWT^H. 
r — 

If he wish to instruct, he must learn to delight ; 

, Smooth, ductile, and evi^n, his fancy must How, 

Must tinkle and glitter like {'old to the sight. 

All 1 catch in its progress a sCensible glow. 

After he must beat it as thin and as fine * 

As tl^dcaf that enfolds what an iiY/alid swallows ; 
For tnith is unwelcome, how'ever divine. 

And unless you adorn it, a nausea follows.^ 

« I 

TO TI^E REV. .MR. "NEWTON, 

RECTOR OF ST. MARY WOOLNOTII. 

Says the Pii>«. to the Snu*iT-boit, “ I can’t understand 
What the ladies an^ gentlemen see in your face, 

That you are in fashion all over the bnd, • 

And 1 am so much fallen into disgrace. 

< 

“ Do 'buf see a pretty contemplative air 
I give to the company, — [^ray do but note ’em, — 

You would think that the wise men of Greece were all there, 
Or, at least, would suppose them the wise men of Gotham. 

*^r'fy breath is as^^veet as the breath of lilown roses. 

While you arc a nuisance where’er you appear; 

There is nothing but snivelling and blowing of noses. 

Such a noise as turns any man’s stiLnach to hear.” 

Then, lifting his lid in a delicate way. 

And opening his mouth with a smile quite engaging. 

The Ilox in reply was heard plainly to say, 

“ What a silly dispute is this w'e are waging! 

“ If {-oil have a little of merit to claim, 

You may thank the sw'ect-sineUing Virginian weed ; 

And I, if I seem to deserve any blame. 

The before-mentioned drug in apology plead. 

* • • 

** Thus neither the praise nor the blame is our own. 

No room for a sneer, mu«b less a cackinnus ; ^ 

We are v«|iicles, not of tobacco alone, 

Rut ofi^ny tiling else they may^choose to put in us.”* 

A/jy aS, 178a. ' 


A SIMILE LATINISED. 

SORS adveiv gcrit stimulum, sed tendit et alsis : 
Puagit api similis,*sed velut ista fugit. 
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VERSES *TO THE ^M^MOrV OF DR. 

SPOKEN AT THE WPISTMINSTER ELECTIOnA«X'] 
AFTER Ills DECEASE. 

Abut scncx ! pcriit scncx amabilis ! 

I Quo non luit jucutidior. 

Lugcte VOS, aetas <(uibus maturior 
• Senem colcndum prsnstitit ; 

Seu quandf^ viribus valentioriltus 
Firmoque friitus pectore,, 

P'lorentiori vos juvcntuto cxcolens 
I Cura fovcbat patrid ; 

Seu miaiido, fracas, jwnque ^lonatus rude 
%ultu scd u.squc blaiidulo, # 
Misccre gaudebat suas faaatias 
* Mis annuls lcj>oribus. 

Vixit ’irobus, puracjue simplex indole, 
lliandisquc coinis moribijnj^ ^ • 

Et dives x'qua meiitc — charus onmibus, 
Uniust auctus inunerc. 

Itc titiili ! meritis licatioribus 
Aptatc laudes debitas 1 
Ncc invidebat ille, si quibus favens 
Fortuna plus arriserat. ^ 
riacide scncx 1 levi quicscas cespite, 

Elsi sjipcrbura nec vivo tibi 
Decus sit inditum, ncc mortuo 
Lapis notatus nomine. 


THE SAME IN ENGLISH. 

Our good old friend is gone, gone to his rest, 

Whose social converse was, itself, a feast. 

O ye of rijicr age, whfe recollect 

How once ye loved, and eyed him w'ith respect, 

Bo^^ in the firmness of Ifis better day, 

While yet he ruled you with a fathers swaf, 

And when, impaired by time and glad to r^t. 

Yet still ^ih looks in mild compIacenc|! drest, 

- • 

* 1 make no apology for the introduction of the following lines, though F have never leai^ed 
who wrote them. 1 oeir elegance will .sufficiently recommend them to persons of classical taste 
erudition, and 1 shall m happy if the English version that the^have received from me be 
found not to dishonour them. Anectionsfor thm memory of the woitlly man whom they celebig^te 
alone prompted me to this endeavour.— W. CewPBR. . * 

t He wasUsher ana Under-master of Westminster dearly fifty years, pnd retired from his occu- 
pation when he ngM near seventy, with a handsome pension from the king. [Hayley.] . 
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file took his annual scat and minf;led here 
Uis sprightly vein wi^h yotiV^ — now drop a tpar. 
rt myrals blameless as in manners meek, 
lu^^ktew no wish that he mighf blush to speak, 
lUit; hV,my in whatever state below, 

And ricVjr than the rich in being so, 

Obtained the hearts of all, and such i meed 
At length from one,* as made him rich indeed. 
Hence, then, yc titles ; hence, not wanted hire ; ' 
( ioi ganii.di merit in a brighter sphere, ^ 

The brows of those whose more evaltcd lot * 

' He could corigratulate, but cnvi«>d not. 

Light lie the turf, goo<l Senior! on thy breast, ’ 
And tranquil as thy mind was be thy rest ! 

Though, living, thou hadst more desert than fame. 
And not a stoi^e now«chro{xiclcs thy name. 


... FRIENDSHIP. 


What Virtue, or what mental grace. 
Hut men unrtualilied and base 
Will boast it their po-^sessiou ? 
Profusion a(Tl*»‘ the noble part* 

Of Liberality of heart, 

And Dulness of Discretion. 

If every polished gem we find, 
illuminating heart or mind. 

Provoke to imitation. 

No wonder friendship iloes the same, 
'Phat jew'cl of the purest flame, 

Or rather constellation. 

No knave but l>oldly will pretend 
The requisites^ that form a friend, 

.\ real aiwl a sound one ; 

NorVmy fool be would deceive, 
lUil prove as ready to believe, o 

And dream that lie had found one. 

f 

<'.indid, an4 generous, ^nd justi 
Boys care but little whom they trust, — 
An error soon corrected ; 

For who but learns in riper years 
That man, when smoothest he appears, 

^ Is most to be suspected? 


But here again a danger lies, • 

I.cst, having misapplied our <jycs, 

And taken trash for treasure, 

Wc should uiuvarily conclude 
Friendship a fal.se ideal good, 

A mere Utopian pleasure, 
t) 

An acquisition rather rare 
Is yet no subject of despair ;* 

Nor is it wise complaining, 

If cither on forbidden ground, 

Or where it w’as not to be found, 

Wc sought without attaining. 

No Friendship will abide the test 
I'hat stands on sordid interest, 

Or mean self-love erected ; 

' Nor such as may a w'hile subsist 
Between the sot and sensualist. 

For vfeious en^'s connected. 

Who seeks a friend should come dts 
pos^l 

To exhibit, in full bloom disclosed, 
•The graces and the beauties 
That form the character he seeks 
For 'tis a union tliat bespeaks 
l^eciprocated duties. 


See the note to the Latin cop^. 
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Mutual attention is iniulied. 

And equal truth on (|itner side, • 

Ar^ constantly supported ; 

'Tis senseless arrogance to accuse * 
Another of sinister views, 

Our own as much distorted. 

\ 

But will Sincerity suffice? 
is indeed ahftvc a'4 jirice, 

And must be inadti the basis ; 

But every virtue of lire soul 
Must constitute the charming wl)ple, 

All shining in their places. • 

A fretful temper #111 divide 
The closest knot that may be tied, ^ 
lly ceaseless sharp corro^on ; 

•A temper passioiiat^ and fierce 
May Suddenly your joys disperse 
At one iinmense explosion. 

In vain the talkative unite 
In hojjes of permanent delight ; 

riie secret just commilted, 

Forgettflig its important weight, 

'i’hey drop through mere desire to prate, 
And by themselves outwitted. 

riow'Tiright soe’er the prospect ^'cms, 
All^ thoughts of friendship are but 
dreams, 

If Envy chance to creep in ; 

An envious man, if you succeed, 

M.ay prove a <langerous foe indeed, 

But not a friend worth keejiing. 

As Envy pines at good possessed, 

So Jealousy looks forth distressed 
On good that seems approaching, 
And if success his steps aUend, • 
Di^corns a rival in a friend, 

And hates him fo^encroactiing. 

Hence^ulhors*of illustrious name, ^ 
Unless belied by common Jame, 

Are sadly prone to quarrel. 

To dceiii®the wit a friend displw • 

A tax upon their own just praift, 

^ And pluck each other’s laurel. 

A man renowned for repartee • ^ • 

Will seldom scnifile to make free 
Wth Friendship's finest feeling; 


Will thrust a d.iggcr apyour breast, 
^nd say lie wounded jou in jest, • 
By way of ba^i Um healing. 


Whoever kcc|j^fr open car • 

For tattlers, jjnll be sure tofie-nr 
The trum^t of contention ; , 

Aspersion is the liabblcr's trade, 

To listen is to lend him aid * 

And rush into dj^seiisiAu 


A Friendship that in fnequent fits 
Of con|n>versial rage emits 
The sparks of disputation, 

Like 1 land-ill- Hand insurance plates, 
Most imavoidahly creates * 

The ihou^it of conflagration. * 


• 

Some fickle creatures boast a soul 
I'rue as a needle to the pole, 
Thei^Ji^iour yet^so various — 

They maniffst their whole life ihiough 
The needle’s deviations loo. 

Their love is so precarious. 


The great and small bu| rarcl'wnieel 
On teftiis of amity complete ; 

Plebeians must surrender. 

And yield so much to noble folk. 

It is combining fire w'ilh smoke, 
Obscurity with splendour. 


Some arc so placid and serene 
(As Irish lw>gs are always green) 
They .sleej* secure from waking ; 
And are iiiderd a bog, that bcais 
Your uiqiarticipated cares, 

Unmoved and without quaking. 

Courtier and j^ilriot cannot mit , 

^ Their heterogeneous politics 
Without an effervescence, 

Like that of salfi with lemon-juice. 
Wliich docs not 4et like that produce 
A friendly Coalescence.^ 


Religion should cktipguish strife, 

And make a calnVif human life ; 

But friends lhat chance to dificr 
On points which God has left at large, 
liow fiercely will they meet and cliarge ! 
No comba(an& are stiffer. 
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'I'o al my main intent 
jNcc'U no expense of ai^umcnt, 

No ciitliiij' anoLamtrivinj; - ^ 

Si'fkinjr a mil friAulAwc si'cni 
'I’p adopt llic chymi^lJ^oldeii dream. 
With still less hope thriving. 

Son n limes the fault is all our own, 

S >1110 hk-ihish in due time made known 
IW lres])ah^ or oi^iission : 

Somelipics (iccasion l>f‘inj;s to light 
Our iVieiul’s ilcfjct, long hi<l torn sight, 
And even from suspicion. 

Then judge yoiu*scIf,and ]>r<ive your man 
As circumspectly as you can, ** 

And, having made tlec^.oii, 
lie ware no negligence of you is, • 

Such ns a fricml Init ill cmlures, 
Ifnifeeblc his affection. 

• * 1 

'riint secrets arc a sacrcil fnist, 

'I'hat friends should be sinaTc and just, 
That constancy befits thorn. 

Arc obscrvalioiiN on the ca.^e 
'riuit snf^our Ilia'll of common|^acc, 
And all the world admits lliom. 

lUil 'tis not timber, Ioa<l, and stone, 

An architect rc»iuiros alone 
'I'o finish a fine buil<ling — 

'fho palace wore but half complete, 

]f he couM possibly forgot 
'I'Jic carving and the gilding. 

The man that hails you Tom or Jack, 
And proves by thuinjis upon your back 
How he cstofms your merit, 

Is sucliva friehd that one had need 
lie veV)' much bis friend indeed, 

To pardon or to bear it. • 

% 

As simibrity of mini. 

Or soniethinj; not to be defined, 

First fixes our attention ; 

173a. 


So manners decent .and polite, 

The same we practised al first siglit, 
‘'Must save it froin declension.^ ^ 

f 

Some act upon this pnidcpt plan, 

“ Say little, and hear all you can ; ” 
Safe poU but hateful. 

So baricn sands imbibe the shower, 

But lender ncither-^niit'nor flower, — 
Unpleasant and ungrateful, ' 

t 

The man I trust, if sliy to mo, 

^hall Inid me as reserved as he, 

No subtcifugo or pleading 
Shall win my confidt^ice again ; 

1 will by no means entertain 
^ A sjiy oniuiy jnocecdmg. 

These samples— fof alas I at last ' 
These arc but samples, and a taste 
Of eviK yet umnenlioned 
May prove the task a task mdoed. 

In which *tis much if we succeed, 
However well-intentioned. ' 

r 

Pursue the search, .and you w'ill find 
Good sense and knowledge of mankind 
To be al least expedient, 

And, after summing all ilie rest,* 
Religion ruling in the breast 

A principal ingredient « • 

The noblest Friendship ever shown 
The Saviour’s history makes known, 
Thougii some have turned and turned 
it ; 

And, whether being cra 7 cd or blind. 

Or .seeking with a biassed mind, 

Have not, it secnis, discerned it. 

• » 

O Friendship ! if my soul forego 
Thy deai^dclightSKwhile here below, 

I'o mortify and grieve me. 

May I myself at last ap*pear 
Unworthy, base, and insincere. 

Or may my friend deceive pe I 
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.TO THE rev: wii%liam bull. 

My* dear Friend, • Beats all Anticj^’s prclcnccs 

If rea'linji vorse be your delight, To disengage •ncunibt red senses.* 

*Tis mine as jniicli, or more, to write; Oh Nympho! transatlantic fame, 

But what we would, so wealds man, Where er Ihffie haunt, whate’er thy • 

Ides oft remote fioin what we can. name, 

For instance, at this^ery time ^ Whether reposing on the tyde 

lied a wish by cheerful rhyme ‘ Of Oroonoquo’s spacious ti<le, 

To soothe my iriend, and, had I power, Or listening witliTddight not siikII 

To cheat him of an anxious hour^ To Niagara's distant fal^, 

Not meaning (for 1 must confess, • *Tis thii\je to cherish and to feed 
It w^e Init lolly to sii|)press) The pungent nose-refreshing wcixl, 

His ideasure or hi«good alone, Which, whether pulverised, it gain. 

But s«iuinting j^artly at my own. ^ ^speedy p.issage to the brain, 

liut though the sun is llamilfg high Or whetner, <buched with fiie, it rise 

Jn the Centre of yon arclf, the sky. In cifcling ethlies to the skies. 

And he had tmee (ami who but Im?) Does thought more quicken and refiiic 

The name selling gemius fiec, • T han all the bieath of all the Nine — 

Yet whether tioets of jjast da,. . l‘‘orgive tliejxinl, if Wd he be. 

Yielded him undeserved praise, Who once toT» wantonly made lice, 

And hq by no unct»mmon lot To touch with a satiric w'ipe 

Was famed for virtues he had not ; That symbol of thy power, the pipe ; 

Or wdictlfer, which is like enough. So may no blight infest thy plains, 

His Highness may have taken hulT, And m^unscasonable rai^.>, 

So seldom sought with in vocal itm, And so may smiling peace once more 

Sincoklj^has been the reigning fashion Visit America's sad shoie ; 

To disregard his inspiration, — • Ami thou, secure from all .alaims 

I sce^i no brighter in my wits ,Of thundering drums and gliltcring 

For all tli^ radiance he emits, arms, 

Than if 1 saw’, through midnight vapour, Rove imconfincd beneath the shade 
The glimmering of a farthing taper. Thy wide cxjianded leaves have made ; 

Oh for a succcd.ancum, then, So may thy votaries increase, 

To accelerate a creeping pen ! And fumigatifin never cense. 

Oh for a ready succedaneum May Newton w ith rcnL^ved delights 

Quod caput, cerebrum, ct cranium Perform thy odoriferous riles, 

Pondcrc liberet exoso, W'hilc clouds of incense half divine 

Kt morbo jam caliginoso ! , Involve thy disajipcaring'shrine 

'Tis here ; this oval box, w'ell fdlcd And so may’smoke-inhahng Bull j 

W'ith best tobiicco fiiic^ milled* *ilways filling, never full. 

yufu 22, 1782. 


*TO I.ADY AUSTEN. 

ON A VlOOD at OLNEY. 

To watch the stormy, and hear the sky 
Give all our aimauaclcs the lie ; 

' To shake with cold, and the plains 
« In autumn drowned with wintrv rains s 


THE COLUBR/AD, 


'Tis thus I spend my moments here, 
And wish mys<^f a l^tch mynheer ; 

then sliould have no ncc<l of wit, 
Vor lumpish Ifidlnndcr ufifit ! 

• ^ir should I then repine at mud, 

( )\aicsi(lows dcluf^cd with a flood ; 
Ihinn a bojT live well content, 

And fiiul it just my element : 

Sliuuhi he a clod, and not a man ; 
Ntir wish in vain for Sister Ann, 
^Vith cliaritahle aid to drag 
My inirttl out of its projicr^ptag ; 
SliouM luivc the genhis of a boor, 
And no ambition to have more. 

yf/zj' 1782. 


TIl^J COLUBRIAD. 

Cr.osK by the threshold of a dd4»r nailed fast 
Three kill^»< cut ; each kitten looked aghast. 

I, passing swift and in.attcniivc by. 

At the three kittens east a careless eye ; • 

Not nnieh concerned to know what they di<l there ; 
Not deeming kittens worth a poet's care. 

^J)Ut presently aj'‘*ud and furious hiss 
Caused me to stop, and to e.\claim, “ What’s this?’* 
When lo ! upon the threshold met my view, 

With head erect, and eyes t>f fier^ hue, 

A viper, long as Count dc Grasse’s queue. 
l'\)rtii from his head his forked longue he throw.s. 
Parting it full against a kitten’s nose ; 

WIio li.iviug never seen, in field or house, 

The like, sat still and silent as a mimsc ; 

Chily projecting, wdlh attention due, 

I fer whiskered face, she askfxl him, “ Who are you ? ’* 
On to the hall went I, with oacc not slow, 

,lhit swift as lightning, fora long Dutch hoe: 

‘ With which well .arme<l I hastened to lljc spot, 

To find the viper, but I found him not. 

And turning up the leaves and shnib^ arouni^ 
FoumWonly that he was not to be found. 

But sf|ill the kittens, sitting as,)x:fore, 

, Sat watching close the Iniltom of the door. 

“ I hope,” said I, ” the villain I would kill 
Has slipi>cd bctw’cen the door and the door-sill; 
Aft«l>f I make despatch, and folloW hard, 

No doubt but I shall find him in the yarti : ” 

For long^re now it should^have j>een rehearsed, 

’T was in the garden that I found him first. 

K*en there 1 found h?hi, there the full-grown cat 
His head, with veh'ct paw, did gently pat ; 



SONG ON PEACE. 


V7 


As curious as the kittens erst hat! been 
To lc\Yn what this phgftomenAn might mean 
Filled with heroic aniour at the sight, 

And fearing every Aoment he would bite, 

And rob our household of our only cat 
'J'hat was of atje t«» combat with a rat, ^ 

Willi outstreAked hoc I slew him at the door. 

And taught him never to come there no more. 

*1782. I , 

* TO A YOUNG LAO\;, 

WITH A TRESEXT f)K TWO C<V:KSCOMnS. 


Two Cocksctmihs wait at your c«>niinand. 
Ana, what is strange, b•»th ilv^scd by Nature* hand ; 
1 .ike other f<i|is they dreJd a hastv sfiowit, 

And beg £• refuge in y<mr closest iower ; 

Sliowt like them, like them they yield no fruit, 
ibit then, to make apiends, they both aic mute. 

... • . 

, SONG ON PKACE. 

Air—** My fond Shrf herds 0/ late,** 


No longer 1 follow a sound ; 

No longer a dream I pursue ; 

Oil ItMipiness ! not to be found, 
Unattainable treasuro, adieu ! * 

1 have sought thee in splendrnir and dress, 
In the regions of pleasure and taste ; 
.have sought the*?, and seemed to possess. 
But have proved thee a vision at Ia.sl. 


( An hui^blc ambition anS hope 

The voice of true Wisdom inspires ; 
*Tis siilTiciLMit, if Fcacc he the scope. 
And the summit of all our desires. 

Peace may be the lot of the. mind 
That seeks it in meekness and love ; 
But ra)iturc and bliss^arc confined 
To the glorified spirits above. 


SONG. 

Air— « The Lass o/PaitUs MittP 


When all within is peace, 

I low Nature seextifi to smife ! 
Delights that never cease 
TheJivcIon^ day Ijeguile. • 

From morn to dewy eve, , 

With open hand she showers 
Fresh billings to deceive ^ • 

And soothe the silent boars. 

H is content of heart 
Gives Nature power to please f , 
The mind that fe^ls no smart 
Enlivens aU it seeS| 


Can make a wintry sk^ 

• Seem bright as smiling May, 
And evening’s ctosing eye 
As peep of Q^\y day. 

The vast majestic globe, * 

So beautcou.s1y, arrayed 
In Nature's variq|Ls 1'obc, 

AVith wondrou^ skill displayed, 
Is to a moumar’s heart 
A dreary wild at best ; 
Il*fluttefc to depart, 

And longs to be at rest 
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t:ie loss of the royal gj^irce.) 


THE LOSS OE TH6 ROYAL GEORGE. 

^KITTEN WHEN THE NE^l’S AURIVU). 

To the march in ** Sci/io.” 


Toi.r. for the brave ! 

'J'lic brave lliat are no more ! 
AH sunk b.'ucatli the wave, 

Fast by llicir iialjvc shore I 

ICij^ht hiiiiHred the bravt, 
\Vh(»se courage well was irietl, 
Hail niade the vessel heel, 

Anil laid her on her side. 

A land-breeze shook thv shrouds, 
And she was overset ; 

Down went the Koval (leort^o, 
With all her crew complete. 

Toll for the brave ! 

llravc Kempenfclt is pone; 

His la^it sca-fipht is foiiplit ; 

His woik of glory done. 

It was not Th the battle ; 

No tempest gave the shock ; 
Sc/t. 178a. 


She sp .iiig no fatal leak ; 

Slie lan upon no rock. 

His sword was in its sheath ; 

1 1 is fingers iic Id the pen, 

Wlvn Kein])enlilt went down 
With twice four hundred men. 

Weigh the vessel ep, 

Once (headed by our foes ! 

And miitj^le w ith our cup 
'J'he tears that Kiiglaud owes. 

Her timbers yet arc sound, 

And she may lloat agai.i 
Full charged with Knglanirs thunder, 
And i>lough the distant main. 

But Keinpcnfelt is gone, 

His victories are o’er ; 

And he and his ciglit hundred 
Shall pli>ugh the wave no more. 

e 


IN SUBMERSIONEM NAVICII CUI, GEORGIUS REGALE NOMEN, 

INDITUM. 


rLANCfiMUS fortes. Periere fortes, 
Patriurn proptcr‘periere liltiis 
Bis ipiater centum ; subit6 sub alto 
.lEquorc niersi. 

o 

Navi^’ innitens latcri, jacebat, 

Malus ad sutnmas trepidabat undas. 
Cum Icvis, fanes quatiens, ad imuin ^ 
Det>ulil aura. '• 

Plangimus fprtes. NTmi^ heu, caducam 
Fortibus vitein voluere ])aTcre, 

Nec sinunt ultra tilii nos rcccntes 
Nectcre 

M.igne, qui nomen, liert incanoram, 
T^aditum ex multis atavis tulisti ! 

At tuos olim memorabit xvubi 
* Omne triumphos. 


Non hyems illos furibiinda mersit. 

Non mari in clauso scopuli latentc.s, 
Fissa non rimi^ abics, nec atrox 
Abstulit ensis. 

'NavitJC sed. turn nimium jocosi 
Voce fallebant hilari lalx)rem, 

£t quiestebat, c.’^^amoque dextram im- 
pleverat heros. 

Vos,qnibuscordi est grave opuspiumque, 
Humidum *ex alto spnilium levate, 
Etrputrescentes sub aquis aiflicos 
**Reddite amicis 1 

Hi quidem (sic dts placuit) fuSre : 
,Sed*'ratis, nondum putris, ire possii 
Kiirsus in bellum, Britonumque nomen 
Tollere ad astrau. 



DISTRESSED TRAVELLERS, 


THE DISTRESSED TRAVELLER^/ 

OR, LABOUR IN VAIN. / * 
A to a Tunt never sung before. 

• • *• 

I SING of a journey fo Clifton 

\\\ would have perfonned if we could, ' 
^VilluJUt cart or*barrow to lift on • 

Poor Mary and me through thc.niud. 

Sloe bla slud, 

I .Stuck in the mud. 

Oh it IS pretty to wade thn^ugh t Hood.! 


So away we went, slipping and sliding, • 

Hop, hop, li /« Mo^/e de deux frogs, 

’I'is near u good walking as riding 
When ladies are dressed in their clogs. 
Wiieels, no doubt, 

(fO briskly about, 

Jut they clatter and rattle, and make such a rout 1 


“ Well ! now I protest it is charming ; 

How finely the weather improves ! 

That cloud, though, is rather alarming, 

How slowly and stately it moves ! ” 

HE. 

“ Pshaw ! never mind, 

*Tis not in the wind, 

\Vc arc travelling south and sludl leave it behind." 


•"I am glad we are come for an airing, 

For folks may be {>ounded and pennetL ' 
Until they^ow rusty, not caring 
To stir half a mile to an end." 


" The longer we«tay, 

The longer we may ; ^ • 

It's a folly to think about weather or way." 
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5‘ 

SHK.* 

nVt now I begin to !»e frighterl ; 

I IV what a way I Miouhl roll ! 

I ain^ad that the bridge was indicted, — 

Stop : stop ! I am sunk in a hok^l ” 

HE. 

“ Nay, never care : 

’Tis a coinnmn affair ; • 

Y >u']l not be tlr* last that will set a, foot there." 

6 . 

SHE. 

“ Ia‘t riK* brekthe now a ’.ittle, and pemder 
i)n what it were lK*tU*r to do ; 

I'hat terrible lane I see yonder, 

1 think we shall never get through." 

^ HE. 

So think 1 : - 
Ihit, by the bye, 

^Ye never shall know, if we never should try." 

7 - 

SHE. 

** Ihit should we get there, how shall \vc get home? 

Wliat a terrible deal <if twd road wc have past ! 
Slipping and sliding ; and if w'c should come 
To a didicult stile, I am ruined at last ! 

() this lane ! 

Now' it is plain 

Til, at struggling and siri>iiig is labour m vain." 

8 . 

- ' HE., 

** Stick fast there while 1 go and look — " 

*• 

SHE. 

%Don't go away, for fear I should fall ! " 

HE, ^ 

T have examined it every nooHi, 

And what you have liere is a sample of all. 
Come, wheel roi^nd, 

'J'he dirt we have found 
Would >ie an estate at 'a farthing a pound." 
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0-v 77/4 s/fo/irxjsss of human 


L/fF. 


Now, sihter Anne, the. guitar you must take, 

SuT it, and sing it, hnd nulke it a song ; 

I have varied the vtrJ'C for variety’s sake, 

And cut it off short — because it was I ' 

"I'is hobbling and lame, 

Whiok critics won’t blame, ^ 

For the sense and Tne sound, they say, should be the same. 


[ take, 
ng; i 

■y. 


TN BKEVITATEM^VITAC SPATII #IIOMlNIliU« 
CONWESSI. 

^ U Y I> R. J O R T 1 N. 

IIei mihi ! iege ralA sofoccklil alqiie roturglt, 
l.unacjue nAital.e reparat di.s|>endi:« foini.c, 

Aslra<j^i‘, ]iurimrei tcHs extincta diei, 

Rursus noi'tc \igeiit. . Ilumiles tclliirts alumni, 

• (iranuni!i licrba \ irons, et llormn picta proj)agr),, 

Quos crudcli^ i ^eins Ictliali tabc porecTft,** 

Cum /ojjhyri vox bUinda vocat, rediiupie sereni 
Tempcrics aflni, fiecimdo h cesjiitc surgunt. 

Nos doniiiii rerum, nos, magna ci pulchra ininnti, 

Cum breve vor vil;e robustaf|uc trausiit aLlsis, 

Deficimus; noc nos or<lo revolulnlis^urns 
Keddit in .'othercas, tumuli ne<|uc claustra resolvit. 

• 


ON THE SHORTNESS OF HUMAN IdFE. 

TRANSLATION OF THE FOREGOING. 

Sons that set, and moons that wane. 

Rise and are restored again ; 

Stars that orient day sulxlues, 

Night at her return renews. 

Ilerlis ^nd nuwers,«the beauteous birth 
Of the genial womb of earth, 

SiifTer but a transient death 
From the winter’s cruel breath. 

■ Zephyr Kj^caks ; s^rener skies 
Warm t]ie glcl)C, and they arise. 

We, alns ! earth's hauf^ity kings. 

We, that promise mighty things, 

] .osing soon fife’s happy prime, 

Droop, and fade, in little time. 

Spring rcturns,^hut our bloom ; 

Still ’tis winter in the tomb. , 

* y«*». 1784. 
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THE VALEDICTION. 

FAREJ^yEl.l., false hearts ! whose best affections fail, 
Jyik^ shallow brooks which summer suns exhale ! 
Kor{;etfuk/pf the man whom once ye '-hose. 

Cold in his cause, and careless of h.^ woes, 

1 bid you both a long and last adieu, 

Cold ill my turn, and unccncerned like you. 

r'i***t, farewell Niger ! wlumi, now duly [ .xived, 

,, 1 distegard much as once I lt»ved. 

Your brain well furnished, and four tongue well taught 
To press with energy your ardent thought. 

Your senatorial dignity of face, 

Sounrl sense, intrepirl spirit, manly grace. 

Have raiv'<l you high as tldciits can a>cend. 

Made you a peer, but spoilt you for a fri'Mid ! 
l^retcml to all that parts have e'er acipiired ; 

He great, be feare<l, be envied, be admired ; 

'io fame as lasting as the earth pretend, 
lint not, lierLci-ftcr, to the name of frientl ! 

I sent you verse, and, as your lonlship knows, 

Hacked with a modest sheet of humble prose ; 

Not to recall a promise to yv>ur mind, 

Eulfillcil with ease had you been so inclined. 

Hut to comply ‘ ith feelings, and to give 
proof of ail old afTectiou still alive. 

Your sullen silence serves at least to tell 
Your altered heart ; and so, my'iord, farewell ! 

Next, busy actor on a meaner stage, 
Aniiisemeiii-nionger t»f a trifling age. 

Illustrious histrionic patentee, 

Tereniius, once my fiiciid, farew'ell to thee! 

In thee some virtuous cpialitics combine 
To fit thee for a nobler part than thine, 

\Vho, btirn a gentleman, hast stooped too low. 

To live by buskin, sock, and raree-show. 

Thy schoolfellow, and partner of thy jdays. 

Where Nichol sw'ung the birch and twined the bays. 
And having known thee lieardcd, and full grown. 

The weekly censor of i, laughing town, 

I thought the volume I presumed to send, 

Gra^pd with the name of a long-al>sent friend. 

Might prove a welcome gift, and touch thine heart. 

Not hard by nature^ in a feeling part. 

But thou, it seems, (what caniiot grandeur do, 

ThjSHigh but a dream !> art grown disdainful too ; 

And strutting in thy school of queens and kings. 

Who ff-it their hour and rwe forgotten things, 

Hast caught. the cold distemper of the clay, 

AncK like his lordship, cast thy friend away. 




THE VALEDTCTIOH 
\ 

Oh, Friendship ! cordial of the human breast ! 

So little felt, so fervently professed ! 

Thy blpssoms deck ourtunsusp^cting years ; • 

The promise of delicious fruit appears : 

We the hopes ot constancy and truth, 

* Such is the folly of our dreaming youth ; 

Hut soon, ala^ detect the rash mistake ^ 

That sanguinAnexperiencc loves to make ; 

And view with tears the ex()ected harvest IcMit, 
l^ecayid by time, or withered by a frost. 

Whoever undertakes a friend*s great part 
Should be renewed in nature, pure in ^cart, ‘ 
Prepared for martytdom, and Ktix>n^ to prove 
A thousand ways the^fordh of genuine love. 

Ife may be called to give up health and gain. 

To (^change content for troubj^, ease for pain, 

To echo sigh /or sigh, and groan for groa|^ 

And wet h^ fteeks with sorrows not his own. 

The hfvirt of man, for such a task too frail, 

When most relied on is most sure to fail ; 

And, summoned to p&rtakc its fellow’s woe, 

Starts from iu >«tTice like a broken boM 
Votaries of business and of pleasure Drove 
Faithless alihe in friendship and in love. 

Retired from all the circles of the gay. 

And all the crowds that bustle life away. 

To scenes where coip[if>etitton, ciivy^trife. 

Beget no thunder-douds to trouble life, 
l.et me, the charge of some good angel, find 
One who has know.1 and has escaped mankind ; 
Polite, yet virtuous, who has brought away 
The manners, not the morals, of the day j 
With him, perhaps with her^ (for men have knowii 
No firmer friendships than the fair have shown,) 
Let me enjoys, in some unthought-of spot, 

All former friends forgiven and foi^ot, 

1 )own to the close of life’s fast fading scene. 

Union of hearts, without a flaw between. 

’Tis grace, ’tis Ixiunty, and it calls for praise, 

If God g^.ve hnlth, that ssnshine of our days I 
And if He add, a blessing shared by few. 

Content ^ heart,«more praiset still are due : 

But if He grant a friend, that boon possessed t 
Indeed is treasure, and (;fowns all the rest ; ^ 

And giving on^ whose heart b in the skies, , 

Bom from abo^, and made divinely wise^ 

He gives, what bankrupt Nature never can. 

Whose noblest coin Is lieht and brittle man, ^ 
Gold, purer far than C^nir ever knew, 

A soiil, an image of QimseV’f snd thcarefbre tme 


353 

^ • 




A A 


354 


TO 4 V AFFLICTED PROTESTANT' LADY. 

I • 


TO AN. AFFLICTED PROTESTANT LADY IN* FRANCE. 

M Alt AM, — A stranger’s purpose in these layjT 
Is t A congratulate and not to praise. 

To^We the creature the Creator’s due 

Wercsin in me, and an offence to you. ‘ 

From ma^ to man, or even to woman paid. 

Praise is the medium of a knavishiL».ade, 

A coin by craft for folly’s use designed, 

Spurious, and only curren/i with the blind, f 
The path of sorrow, and that path alonet* 
f Leads to thi: land where sorrow is unknown ; 

No traveller ever reached that blest abode. 

Who found not thorns and briers in his road. 

The world may dance along the flowery plain. 

Cheered as they go |>y many a sprightly strain*. 

Where Ijfatuns has her mossy velvet spread. 

With unshod feet they yet securely treaijl; 

Admonished, scorn the caution and the frieni, 

Rent all on pleasure, heedless of its end. 

But lie who knew what human hearts would prove. 

How filoiV'to'^lcarn the dictates of His love, 

I'hat, hard by nature and of stubborn will, 

A life of ease would make them hardei> still, 

In pity to the souls His grace designed 
To rescue from the ruins of mankind. 

Called for a cir tid to darken all their years. 

And s.'iid, ** Go, spend them in the vale of tears.” 

O balmy gales of soubreviving air I 
O salutary streams that miirmui^'there ! 

These flawing from the Fount of Grace above. 

Those breathed from lips of everlasting love. 

The flinty .soil indeed their feet annoys. 

Chill blasts of trouble nip their springing joys ; 

An envious world will interpose its frown, 

(.To mar delights superior to its own. 

And many a pang experienced still w'ithin 
Reminds them of their hated inmate. Sin ; 

But ills of every shape and everv name, 

Transformed to blessings, caniss their gruel aim ; 

And every moment’s calm that soothes the breast 
Is given in earnest of internal rest * ^ 

Ah, be not sad, although thy lot be cast 
Far, from the flock and in a, boundless waste ! 

No shepherds’ tents within thy view appear. 

But the Chief Shepherd even there is near ; 

Thy tender sorrows and thy plaintive strain 
Flomr in a foreign land, but not fh vain ; 

Thy tears all issue from a source diving 
And cftiery drop besipeai^ a Saviour thine. 

So once in Gideon’s fleecy the dews were found 
And drought on all the drooping herbs around. 



TO A LADY. 
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TO THE IMMORTAL MEMORY OF TH^ HALIBUT 

WHICH I DINED xfllS DAY, MONDAY, APR),. ^ 1784. 

Whrre hast^ou floated ? in what seaar pursued' 

Thy pastime ‘7^ When wast thou an egu new spawned, 
^Obt in the immensity of ocean's waste? 

Koarlis they might, th# overbearing winds 
That if>ckeu the deep, thy cradle, thou. w;i8t%aTe — 

And in t)iy minikin and embryo stat^ 

Attached to the fiTm le^ of some salt weed, 

Didst outlive tem])csts, such as wruhg and racked 
I'h^ joints of many a stout and gallant bark. 

And whelmed them in the ui^pxplorcd^abyss. 

Indebted to^o magnet dhd no chai/, « 

Nor tiiide§ guidance of the polar^ire, 

'Fhouswast a voyager on many coasts, 

(irazing at large in meadows submarine, 

Where flat ilatavia, just emerging, peeps , 

Above the br.».c, — where Caledonia’f)*r(lfak8 * 

Beat back the surge, — and where Hibcniia shoots 
Her wondrous causeway far into the main. 

Wherever thou hast fed, thou little thought'st, 

And 1 not more, that 1 should feed on thee. 

Peace, therefore, and good 'health,4|md much goor'. fish, 

To him who sent thee ! and success, as oft 
As it descends into the billowy gulf. 

To the same drag That caught thee ! — Fare thee well ! 

Thy lot thy brethren of the slimy fin 

Would envy, could they know that thou wast doomed 

To feed a bard, and to be praised in verse. 


TO A LADY 

WHO WORE A LOCK OF HIS HAIR SET WITH DIAMONDS. 

The «tar that beillns on Anna's breast 
Conceals her William’s hair, 
y was laflrly severed from the rest 
To be promoted there. 

The heart that beats beneath that brettig 
Is William’s well I know, 

A nobler prize and richer far 
Than India ^uld bestow. 

She thus hS favoured lot* prefer 
To make her William shine ; 

The omamei^ indefd is hers, 

But all the honour mine. 

• 

• ^fcr^, lock. 

A A 3 



3S6 Tim A^nilOR OF 


"LETTERS ON LITERATURE." 
1 


WRITTEN Or^ A PAGE OF “t«E MONTHLY REVIEW,' 

WHICH HAD*\jPOKEN OF MR. NEWT^n’S OPINION^ AS CANT. 

These crimes, who to faith no quarte^grant, 
liut call it mere hypocrisy and cant ' 

To make a just acknowl^gment of praise, 

And thanks to God for governing our ways, ( ' 

Apprqye Confucius more, and Zoroaster, ^ 

^Than Christ's own servant, or that servant’s Master. 

1784. 


EPl^TAMI ON DR. JOHNSpN. 

Here Johnson 1 ies| a sage bv all allowed, o 
Whom to have bred may well make England proud ; 
Whose prose was eloquence, by wisdom taught, 

Tht' gracefql*vehicle of virtuous thought ; 

Whose verse may claim, grave, masculine, and strong, 
Superior praise to the mere poet’s song ; 0 
Who many a noble gill from Heaven possessed, 

And faith at last, alone worth all the rest. 

K) man, immortal4^y a double prize, 

Hy fame on earth, by gloiy in the skies ! 

Jan . 1785. 


ON THE AUTHOR OF “I.ETTERS ON LITERATURE.”* 

‘ The genius of the Augustan age 

PI is head among Rome's mins reared, 

And bursting with heroic rage, 

When literary Pleron appeared, 

• f 

" Thou hast,’* he cried, ‘Mike hijn of old 
Who set the Eph^ian dome on fire, ^ 

^ being scandalously bold, 
vAttained the mark of tliy desire ; 

• 1 

“ And for traducing Virgill^ name 
. Shalt share his merited reward 5 
A Mrpetuity of fame, 

T))at rots, and stinks, and is abhorred.” 

< * . 

* Nonunaliy bf«RobeR Heron, blit vpr k te u by John Pudeerton. 8vo. 1785; 
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Td MISS C- 


ON ftER BIRTHIjIaY. 


1786. 


How many between east and west « 
Disgrace their parent earth, 

deeds constrain us to detest 
Tne day that ^ve them biith ! 
Not so when ^tdla*s natal morn 
Revolving months restore. 

We can rejoice that she was born, 
And 4 ^'ish her bom onceanore 1 


GRA*riTUPE, 

ADDRESSKD TO LADV IIESKKTH. 


This cap.^hat so stately anr/oare, 

With ribbon •bound tassei on high, 
Which seems by the crest that it rears 
Amnitious of brushingThc sky : 

This to my cousin I owe, 

She gave it, and cave me beside, 
Wreathed into an elegant Ijow, 

The ribbon w’ith which it is lied. 

• 

Thi^ wheel -fooled studying chair, 
Contrfl'cd both for toil and renose. 
Wide-elbowed, and wadded wiln hair. 
In which I both scribble ami doze, 
Bright-studded to dazzle the eycj^ 

And rival in lustre of that 
In which, or astronomy lies, 

Fair Cassiopeia sat : 

These carpets, so soft to the foot, ^ 
Caledonia’s traffic and ptide ! 

Oh spare them, ye knights of^thc boot. 
Escaped from a erdts-enuntry ride ! 
This table and giirror within, 

Secuif from collision and dust, ^ • 

At whidi I oft shave cheefoand chin. 
And periwig nicely adjust : ^ 

• 

This movable stnicture of shelves, 
iPoT its beauty admired and its use, 
And charge with octavos and twflvcs, • 
The gayest 1 had to produce ; * 

1786. 


Where, JJaiying in.scarTet and gold 
Afy poems enchanted I view, 

And hope, in due lime, to l>ciioUl 
Afy Iliad and Odyssey too : 

This china, that dccks^hc nlco*JC, «>• 
W'fftch here people call a boufet, 

But w hat the gods call it aliove 
Has ne'er been revealed to us yet : 
These curtains, that keep the room warni 
C >r cool, as the season demands : 
These stoves, that ft>r pattern and form 
Seem the labour o^ Mulciber's hands : 

All these are not half that I owe 
To one, from our earliest youth 
To me ever ready to show 

Benignity, friendship, and truth ; 

For Time, the dcstroyet ^clared 
And foe of our perishing kinfl,» 

If even her face he has1ipared« 

* Much less could he alter her mind. 

Thus compassed «bout with the goods 
And chattek of leisure and ease, 

I indulge my poetical moods 
In man^ such lancyEs as these ; 

And fancies 1 feai*they will seem — 
Poets* goods are not often so fine; 
The poets wil1%wear that 1 dream • 
'^Vfien 1 sing of die splendour of mine. 
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THE YEARLY DL^TRESS; 

O'r, tithing time at stock, in ESSEX. 

I 't’fsfs addressed to a eeuutry Clergyman^ complaining ^the disagreeahUness of ike day 
, annually appointed far receiving the dues at the Varsonage. 


Come, ponder well? fer 'tis no jest, 

'I'o laugh it y^ould t^e wrong, 

'1 he troubles of a w<»rthy priest, 

'I'hc burden of my song. 

T’hh» priest he merry is and blithe ^ 
'I'hrec quarters of a yey, * 

Rut oh 1 it cuts him like a scythe ^ 
When tithiiig-tinie draws near. 

1 Ic then is full of frights and fears, 

As one at point to die, 

And long before the day appears 
1 fe heaves up many a sign. 

Yor then the farmers come jog, jog, 
Along the rrnry road, 

Ivaeh heart as heavy as a log, 

'I'o make their payments good. 

Jn sooth, the sorrow of such days 
Is not to be exi^ressed, 

When he that takers and he that pays. 
Are both alike distressed. 

Now, all unwelqome at his gates 
The clumsy swains alight. 

With rueful faces and bald pates — 

He tremble^ at the sight. 

t '' 

And' well he n\ay, for w^ell heknovrs 
Each bumpkin of the clan, < 

Instead of paving what he owes, 

Will cheat him if he can. 

« 

So in they come-^each makes his leg. 
And flings his head before. 

And looks os if he came to beg. 

And not to quit a score. 

• 

** And how does Miss and Madam doL 
ThelHaeboyand.al]?'* 


n t , 

“ All tight and will. And how do you. 
Good Mr. What-d’ye call ? ” 

*The dinner comes, and down they sit ; 

Were e*er such hiyigry folk ? 

There’s little talking* and no wit ; 

* It is no t^me to joke. 

t 

One wipes his nos^.* upon his sleeve, ' 
One spits upon the floor, 

^ ct. not to give offence or. f.rieve, 
Holds up the cloth before. 

The punch gr-^es round, and thcy»are dull 
And lumpish still as ever ; , 

Like barrels with their bellies full. 

They only weigh the heavier. 

At length the busy time begins : ' 

" C^ome, neighbours, we must w'ag” — 
The moneychinks,downdrop theirUiins, 
Each lugging out his bag. 

One talks of mildew and of frost, 

And one of storms of hail. 

And one of pigs that he has lost 
By maggots at the tail. 

Quoth one. “ A rarer man than you 
< In pulpit, none shall hear : 

But yet, methinks, to tell you true. 

You slU it plofuy dear.” 

Oh, why are farmers made so/'oarse. 

Or clergy made so fine ? 

A kick that scarce would move a horse, 
Ma;|r kill a sound divine. ^ 

Then let the boobies stay at home ; 

’l^would cost him, I daie say, ^ 
jLest trouble taking^ twice the sum, 
Without the clovras that pay. 
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tlMES COMPOSfeD FOR A MEMOrAl OF ASHI^Y COWPER, ESQ. 

IMMBDIATBLV AFTBR HIS DEATH. • 

BY HIS^‘#PHEW WILLIAM OF wfsTON. 

F/RBWELL t endued^ith all that could engage 
Alltiearts to love thee, both in youth and^ge ! 

In prime of life, for sprightlincss enrolled 
Among the ga/, yet virtuous os thS old ; 

In life's last stage, (O blessing rarely found !) 

Pleasant as youth with all ^s blossoms crowned f 
Through grvery periudFof this chaf)ge(i^l state 
Unchaaged thyself — wise, goc^, anicctionate ! 

Marble may flatter, and lest this should seem 
O'erchargO'^ ’vith praises on so dw a theme, 

Although thy worth he more thanlialf suppre*^!, 

Ix)vc sh'.ll be satisfied, and veil the rest. 

• 

yuue 1788 . 


SONNET, 

ADDRESSED TO lIEN!tY COWPER, ESQ. 

()h his cmfthatical and interesting delivery 0/ thr defence of IV arren Hastings^ Esq. 

in the House of LcriU. * 

CowPER, whose silver voice, tasked sometimes hard, 

Legends prolix delivers in the ears * 

(Attentive when thou readest) of England's peers. 

Let verse at length yield thee thy just reward. 

• • 

Thou wast not heard with drowsy disregard, 

Expending late on all that length of plea 
Thy generous powers ; but silence honoured tiiee, 

Mtfte as e'er gazed on opitor or bard. 

• 

Thou art not voice alone, but hast beside 
Both heart and l^gad^ and couldst with music sweet 
Of Attic phrase and senatorial tone, • * 

Like thy renowned forefathers, far and wide 
Tlw (ame diffuse, nraised not for uttenmedimeet 
Of otherf speech, but ma^^ of awn. 



£;A' A/^S. AfOArrAGC/'S FEATflER-HAArcmCS. 


ON MR^p. MONTAGU’S FfcATIIER-HANGINGS. 

Tlis'liinls put off their every Sue, 

To dress a room for Montagu : 

The peaepek sends his heavenly dyc& 

Ills rainbows and his starry eyes ; ^ 

The pheasant plumes, which round infold 
liis mantling neck with dawny gold ; 

Tlfe godk his arched tail's azure show ; i 
^ And, river* blanched, the swan his snow ; 

All trilies beside of Indian namd, 

That glossy shine, or vivkt flame. 

Where rises and where sets the day, 

Whate’er they boast ^of rich and gay, 

Contribute to the gorgenjuf plan, ^ 
l*n>ud to advance it all they can. 

This plumage neither dashing shower, 

Nor blasts, that shake the diip|>ing bower, 

Shall drench again or discompose, 

IKiti screeif,:<i«from every storm that blows, 

It boasts a splendour ever new, 

Safe with protecting Montagu. « 

To the same Patroness resort, 

Secure of fav'uur at her court, 

Strong Cicnius, p‘om whose fi>rgc of thought 
. Forms rise, to quick perfcctitm wrought. 

Which, though new-born, with vigour move, 

Like Pallas springing armed froifi Jove — 

Imagination scattering round 
Wild n)ses over furrowed ground, 

Which Labour of his frown beguile^ 

And teach Philosophy a smile — 

Wit, flashing on Religion's side, 

Whose fires, to sacred Trutli applied, 

'i'lie gem, though luminous before. 

Obtrude on human notice more, 

, Like sunlxsams on the golden height 
Of some tall temple playing bright — , 
r Well tutored Learning, from bis books 
Dismissed with grave, tot haughty, docks, ^ 

Their onler on his shelves exact. 

Not mure harmonious or contact 
*]'han' that, to which he keeps confined^ 

The varibus treasures of his mind — 

All these to Montam’s repair,* 

Ambitious of a shelter there. ^ 

There Genius, Learning, Fan<^, \Vit, 

Tlieir rtflled plumage cal^ refi^ 

^For stormy troubles loudest roar 
Arou nd their 'flight who highest soar,) 



THE NEGROES COMPLAZNT. | 




And in her eye, and by her aid, 

Shine safe withoatt a fear to fade. 

» She thus maifitaiiis divided sway 
With yon bjjjight regent of the day ; 
The plume and ^)oet both, we know, 
Their lustre to Lis influence owe ; 

And ^^e the works of I^ha'bus aiding, 
Both pv^t saves and plume from fading. 


THE NEGUO’S COMPLAINT. 


l*'ORCEn from hnn^ and all its pleasures, 
Afric’s coast I left forlorn, ^ 

To incrca:,c a stranger’s trctsurcs, 

^ O’er the raging tullowf borne. 

Men from England bought and sold me, 
Paid my nricc in paltry gold ; 

But, thoiigirslave they have t ..lidletl me, 
M'.n'ds arc never to be sold. 

.Still iii*thought as free as f ver. 

What are Endand’s rights, I a.sk, 

Me from my delights to sever, 

Me to torture, me to ta^k ? 

Fleecy locks and black com])l«'xi<m 
Cannot forfeit Nature’s claim 
Skins may diOer, but aflection 

I)iX’ells«in white and black the same 

Why did all-crcating Nature 

Make the plant for which we toil ? 
Sighs must fan it, tears must water, 
Sweat of out's must dress the soil. 
Think, ye masters iron-hearted. 

Lolling at your jovial boards, 

Think how many backs have smarted. 
For the sweets your cane«afrords. • 

Is there, — as ye sometj^cs telkiis, — 

Is there One who reigns on high ? 
lias Heijid yowbuy and sell us, 
Speaking from his throne^ the sky ? 
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Ask Him, if your knotted .scourge^ 
•Matcljps, blood -extorting screws, 

Are the medhs that duty urges 
Agents of his w'ill to use ? 

Hark ! He answers ! — Wild tornadoes 
Strewing vondcr, sea willi wrecks, 
WasliogtoCuis, plantations, meadows, 
Are the voice with which He speaks. 
He, foreseeing what vexations 
Afric’s sons should undergo, 

Fixed their tyrants* haUitntiuns » 
Wlflre his whirlwinds answer — “No.” 

By our blood in Afric wa.sted. 

Ere our necks yci'cived the chain ; 

By the miseries that wc tasted. 

Crossing in your barks the main ; 

By our sufferings, sinpe ye brought u.s 
To the man -degrading marl. 

All sustained by patience, taught us 
Only by a broken hiyirt ; 

Deem our nation brutes no longer, 

Till some reason ye sl^all find 
Worthier of regard and st^*ngcf 
Ilian the colour of oiir kind. * 
Slaves of gold, whose sordid dealings 
Tarnish all you’j boasted powers • 
Prove that you have human feelings. 
Ere you proudly questioi) ours 1 
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PITY FOR POOR AFRICANS. 


PITY FOR POOR i^FRICANS. 

Video meliura proboque, 

Deteriora scquor.— • 

• ✓ 

I OWN I am shocked at the purchase of slaves, 

,And fear those wIk) buy theij^and sell them arf^kihaves ; 
W haul hear of their hardships, their tortures, %ind groans 
Is almo.^ enough to draw pity from stones. 

• • 

I pity them greatly, but T muSt be mum. 

For how could we do without sugar and rum ? , 

ICspocially sugar, so needful we see ; • 

What 1 give up oiir desserts, •')ur coffee, ^d tea? 

Besides, if we do, tlfe French, Dutch, and t)aats, 

Will heartily thank us, no doubt, for our pains : 

If wc do not buy the poor creatufes, they will; 
And«tortures wi4^roaiis will be multiplied still. 

Tf foreigners likewise would give up the tr%dc, 

Much more in behalf of your wish might be said ; 

But while they get riches by purchasing blacks 
IV^y tell me why may not also go snacks ? 

Your scruples and arguments bring to my mind 
A story so pat, you may think it is Coined, 

On purpose to answer you, out of my mint ; 

But I can assure you 1 saw it in print. 

A youngster at school, more sedate than the rest. 

Had once his integrity put to the test; 

His comrades h.ad plotted an orchard to rob, 

AnJ asked him to go and assist in the job. 

was shocked, sir, like you, and answered — “ Oh, no ! 
•What ! rob our good neighlioar ? I pray you don't go ; 
Besides, the man's poor, his orchard's his bread : 

Then think of his children^ for they mftst be fa^." 

• 

** You speak very fine^ and you lopk very grave, 

.But apples we want, and apples we’ll have ; 

If yon will go with us, you shall have a snare ; 

If not, .you shall have neither apple por.pear.” 

They spoke, and Tom pondered—** I see they will go : 
Poor man it what a pity to injure him so ! 

Poor man ! 1 w^ld save him his fruit if I could, . 

But staying behind will do him no good. 
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** If the matter depended alone upon me, 

His apples might hang^till they dropped from the free ; 
But sj^ce they will take then^ I think I'll gcltoo; 

He will lose none by me, though l.get a few?' 

Ills scruples thus silenced, Tom felt more at case, 

And went with^his comrades the apples to seize.; 
lie blamed a^d protested, but joined iif the plan ; 
lie shared in tne plunder, but pitied the man. 


TIIEJVIORNING DREAM. 


'Twas in the glad .season of spring, 
Asleep at the dawn of the day, 

I dreamed what I*cannot but sing. 

So pleasant it seemed asel lay. * 
1 dreamed that, on oceam afloat, 

* Fat hence to the itestward I .sailed, 
While the billows higlidifted the boat. 
And the* fresh-blowing never 

failed. 

In the cteerage a woman % saw ; 

Such at least was the form that she 
wore. 

Whose beauty impressed me with awe, 
Never taught me by woman before. 
She sat, and a shield at her side 
Shed light, like a sun on* the 
• w.i^cs. 

And smiling divinely, she cried — 

“I go to make freemen of slaves.” 

Then raising her voice to a strain 
The sweetc.st that ear ever heard. 

She sang of the slave's broken chain 
Wherever her glory appeared. 

Some clouds, which had over us hung. 
Fled, chased by her melody clear, • 
And methought while she liberty sung, 
'Twas liberty only t^ hear. > 


Thus siViftly dividing the flood. 

To a slave-cultured island we came. 
Where a Demon, her enemy, stood — 
Oppression his terrible name. 

In hand, as the sign of his sway, 

A scourge hung with lashes he bore. 
And stocKl looking out for hiS prey 
From Africa's sorrowful shore. 

.»• « ^ m 

But soon as approaching the land. 

That goddess-like woman he viewed. 
The scourge he let fallj^rom his hand . 

W«lili blood of hi.s siTlljects itnoruceJ. 

I saw him both sicken and die. 

And, the moment the monster expired. 
Heard shouts tlu^ ascended the sky, 
From thousanefs with rapture inspired. 

Awaking, how could I but muse 
At what such a dream should l)ctide ? 
But soon my ear caught the glad news, 
Which served my weak thought for a 
guide,— 

That Britannia, renowne^ o'er the waves 
For the hatred she ever -has .shown 
To thi black-sceptred n|lcrs of slaves, 

• Resolves to have none of lier own. 


ON.A MISCHIEVOUS BULU 


WntcH THE OWNER OF^lM SOLD AT THE AUTHOR'S; INSTANCE. 


Go > thou art all unfit to share 
The pleasures of this place 
With such as its old tenants ate, 
Creatures of gentler race. 


The squirrel here his hoard provides, 
. Aware of wintry storms, ^ 

And woodpeckers explore the sidtii 
Of rugged oaks for worms. 
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ANNUS MEMORABILIS, 1789. 


The sheep he^e smootlis the knotted 
thorn 

With frictions of l.er fleece ; 

And here I wander eve and mom, 

Like her, a friend to peace. 

Ah i I could pity thee exiled 
From this secure retreat — 

I would not lose it to he styled 
The happiest of the great. 

I 


But thou canst taste no calm delight ; 

Thy pleasure is to show 
lliy msignanimit) in %ht, 

TJiy prowess ; therefore go ! 

I care not ^whether east or north, 

So I more may find thee ; 

The angry Muse thus sings thee forth, 
And claps the {jnte behind thee. 


ANNUS MEMORABILIS, 1789. 

WRITTEN IN COMMEMORATION OF HIS MAJESTY’S HAPPY RECOVERY. 


I RANSACKED, for a thcme of song. 
Much ancient chronicle, a* d long ; 

I read of bright embattled fields, 1 
Of trojihied helmets, spears, and shields. 
Of cliiefs, whose single arm could boast 
Prowess to dissipate. a host^ 

Through tomes o/* fable ar.cl ol dream 
I souglit an eligible theme, 

But none I fount 1 , or found them shared 
Already by some happier bard. 

.'’'s inoderi^ limes, with TnUh to 
guide 

My busy search, I next applied ; 

Here cities won, and fleets dispersed, 
Urged loud a claim to fie rehearsed. 
Deeds of un perishing renown, 

Our fathers’ triumphs and our own. 

Thus, as the liee, from bank to Ixiwer, 
Assiduous sips at every flower. 

But rebts on none till that be foun<l 
Where most necuireous swwts abound. 
So I from theme to theme displayed 
In many a page historic strayed, 

Siege after fight after fight, 
Coiitcifiplating with small delight 
(For feats of sanguinary hue 
Not always glitter in my view) ; 

Tiil settling on the current year, 

I found the fiir-sough' treasure near ; 

A theme foi poetry divine, 

A theme to ennokle even mine. 

In memorable £vdity«nine. 

The spnng of Ki^hty-nine shall be 
An era cherished long ^ me. 

Which joyful 1 w'ill oft*fecord, 

And thankful, at my fnigal board ; , 

For then the ckmds'bf Eighty-eight, 


That threatened England's trembling 
'' state 

With loss of hat slic least could spare, 
I ler sovereign’s tutelary care. 

One breath of Heaven, that cried — 
“ Restore ! ” 

Chased, never to assemble more : 

And far the ricliest crowui on earth, 

If valued by^lts wearer’s worth, 

The symbol of a righteous reign. 

Sat fast on Oeorge’s brows again. 

Then peace and joy again possessed 
Our Queen’s long-.agitated breast 4 
Such :py and peace as can be known 
By sufferers like herself alone. 

Who losing, or supposing losr,. 

The good on earth they v,alued most. 
For that dear sorrow’s sake forego 
All hope of happiness lielow. 

Then suddenly regain the prize. 

And flash thanksgivings to the skies ! 

O Queen of Albion, queen of isles I 
Since all thy tears were changed to smiks. 
The eyes that never saw thee, shine 
With joy net unallied to thine. 
Transports not chargeable with art 
Illume tfie land’i. remotest part. 

And strangers to the air of courts, 

Both in their toils and at theii sports, 
The happiress of answered prayers. 
That gilas thy features, shov* in theirs. 
If *they who on thy state attend. 
Awe-struck, before thy presence bend, 
’Tis but the natural enect 
Of grandeur that ensures respect ; 

'But she is something more than queen 
Who is beloved where never seen. 


• c 
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EPIGRAM. , 

(PRINTED IN THE “NORTHAMPTON MERCuIy.") 

To purify their wini some ^oplc bleed 
A lamb into the barrel, Rud succeed ; • 

No nostrum, planters say, is half so eo<^ 

To make fine - 4gar as a blood. 

{^ow lambs and ntgroes botli are harmless thinj^Sp 
And t^nce perhaps thi«^ondrous virtue springs. 

*Tis iiwhe blood of innocence alone — ^ • 

Good cause why planters never try their own.' 


HYMN, 

FOR THE US% OF THE SUNDAY SCUt)Ol^AT OLNEV. 


HEAR,,I.orcl, the song of praise and 
prayer, 

In heavei’alhy dwelling-place, 

From infants matle the public care, 

And taught to seek thy face. 

Thanks Tfor thy Word, and^for thy day ; 

An<l grant us, we implore. 

Never to waste in sinful play 
Thy holy sabbaths more. 

Thanks that wc hear, — but oh, intpart 
To ^ach desires sincere, 

That wc ntay listen with our heart, 

And Icam as well as hear ! 

1789. 


For if* vain thoughts the minds engage 
Of older far than we, 

What hope, that, at our heedless age. 

Our mindif should eaer be free ? 

• 

Much hope, if thou our spirits take 
Under thy gracious sway, 

Who canst the wisest vy^cr make — ^ . 
AndK>abes as wise as Acy. 

Wisdom and bliss thy word bestows, 

A sun that ne'ef declines. 

And be thy mercies showered on those 
Who placed us where it shines. 


STANZAS , 

SUBJOINED TO THE YEARLY BILL OF MORTALITY OF THE PARISH OF 
ALL SAINTS, NORTHAMPTON ; 


, FOR THBiVSAR S767, 

Pallida Mon|squo pulsat p^e pauperum tabenias 
^egumque turres.— HoIacb. 

Pale Death with equal foot strikes wide the doo 
Of royal halls and ooroU of the poor. 


While thirteen moons saw sfiiootbly nm 
The Nei/s barge-laden wave, • 
All these, life’s rambling jonrncylione^ 
^ave foimd their home;, the grave. 

Was roan (frail always) made more%ail 
Than in forgoing years? 


Did famine or did plague prevail. 

That so much deatn appears ? 

9 * 

No : these were viRorous as their sires, 
Nor plague imr umine came ; 

This annual tribute Death requires# * 
And ne^ wahrq^ his claim. 
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Like crowded forest-trees we stand, 
And some are mai^ied to fall ; 

The axe will smite ai God's command, 
And soon shall smite us all 

Green as the bay-tree, ever green, 
.With its new foliage on, 

The gay, the thoughtless, have I seen ; 
I passed— and they were gone. 

Rc.'id, ye that run, the awful truth 
With which 'i charge my page ; 

A worm is in the hiul of youtJi, 

And at the root of age. 


No present health can health ensure 
For yet an hour to come ; 

No medicine, though it oft can cure, 
Cipi always balk the tomb. 

And oh ! that humble as my lot. 

And scq^ied as is my strain, 

These tdPihs, though known, too much 
forgot, 

I may not teaej^in vain. » 

So prays your Clerk w'ith all his heart, 
And" ere he quits the pen, 

Regs you for once to take his part, 

And answer all— “.Amen !’ 


ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR THE YEAR 1788. 

Quod adcbt, memento 
Componere a:i{uits. CaBter.ii fluniinis 
Kitu feruntur. — Horace. 

Improve ^l|^e present hour, or all beside 
Is 4 mere «eathcr on a torrent's tide. 

Could 1 , from heaven inspired, sure presage 
To whom the rising year shall prove his last. 

As I can number in my punctual page. 

And item down the victims of the p.'ist ; 

How each would trembling wail the mournful sheet, 
On which the press might stamp him next to die ; 
And reading here his sentence, how replete 
W'ith anxious meaning, heavenward turn his eye ! 

Time then would seem more precious than the joys 
In which he sports away the treasure new ; 

And prayer more seasonable than the noise 
Of drunkards, or the mtisic-drawing 'bow. 

Then <(loubtlcss many a triHer.. on the brink 
Of this world's hazardous and headlong shore, 
Forced to a pause, would feel it good to think, 
Tojd-that his setting sun must Kseipo more. 

Ah, self-deceived t Could I, prophetic, say 
Who is fated, and who next/ to fall. 

The rest mighib then seem ptrivileged to play ; • 

But rntming non^ the Voice now speaks to all. 
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ObseiVc the dappled foresters, how light 
They hound, and airy, oier the sunny glade — ^ 
One falls — the rest, wide-scattesed with affright 
Vanish at once into the darkest shade. 

« . 

^ lad we their wisdom, should we, often warned, 
Still nee<l repeated warnings, and at last,^ 

A thousand awuA admonitions scorned, 
l^e self-accused of life run all to waste ? 

Sad wa^e ! for which no after-thrift atones : • * 
The grave a/lmits no cure for guilt or ; 
Dewdrops may declc the ^rf that hides the bones, 
But tears of godly grief ne*cr flow within. 

• 

Learft then, yc living I by the gioutlis be taught 
Of all those sepulchres, iiflitructors trife, ^ 

That, s<}on late, death also is y<yir lot. 

And the next opening grave may yawn for you. 


ON«A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR THE YEAR X789. 

Placidaque ibi demum morte quieviK-^ViRCil.. 
There calm at length he breathed his suul away. 


** O MOST delightful hour by man 
Exp^ienjed here l>elow. 

The hour that terminates his span, 
llis folly, and his woe ! 

Worlds should not bribe me back to 
tread 

Again life’s dreary waste, 

To see again my day o’erspread 
With Si the gloomy past. 

• 

“ My home henceforth is in the skies — 
Earth, seas, and sun adieu ! * 

All heaven unfolded to my eyes, 

I have ncasight tor you.” « 

• 

So spake AsQpio, Arm possessed 
Of faith’s sup}X>rting rod, ^ * 

^Then breathed his soul into its rest, 
Th^bosom of his God. 

• 

He was a man among the few 
^ Sincere on Virtue’s side ; 


And all his. strength from Scripture 
drew, 

To hourly use applied. 

That rule he prized, by that he feared, 
He hated, doped, and loved ; 

Nor ever frowned, or sad»appeared. 
But when his heart had roved. 

For he was frail as thou oi*I. 

And evil felt within : • • , 

But when he felt it, heaved a si^h, 
fVnd loathed the thought of sin. 

• 

Such lived Aspasio ^ and at last. 
Called up from, earth to heaveiti 
The gulf of death triai^phant passed, 
By gales of blessing driven. 

• • 

”//f> joys be OTfffie,” each reader cries, 
• ” When my lastahour arrives ! ” 

“ They shall ^ yours,” my Verse repUdr 
" Sudi only be yous lives,” 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, ^ 

FOR THB TEAR 1J*90. 

Ne commonentcm recta speme. — B uchanan. 


Denpue not 

Up: who sits from day to day 
Where the prisoned lark is hung, 

Heedless of his loddost lay. 

Hardly knuevs that he has^ung. 

Where the watchman in his round 
Nightly lifts his voice on high, 

None, accustomed to the sound. 

Wakes the sooner for Irs cry. 

So your verse-man I, and clerk, 

Yearly in my song proclaim 

Death at hand— yourselves hia mark — 
And the foe’s unerring '^im. 

Duly At my time I come, 

Publishing to all aloud — 

the grave must be your home, 
And your ohly suit a shroud. 

Put the monitoiy strain, 

Oft repeated in yo’ir ears^ 


y good counsel, 

} Seems to sound too much in vain, 

A Wins no notice vrakes no fears. 

Can a truth, by all confessed 
Of *such magnitude and weight, 
'^Grow, by being oft expressed, 
Trivial as a parrot's prate? 

TMeasure's call attention wins, 

Hear it often as we may ; 

New as ever acem our sins. 

Though committed every day. 

Death and Judgment, Hea/en and 
Hell- 

These alone, so often heard, 

No more move us than the bell 
When some stranger is intc Tcd. 

Oh then, ere the turf or tomb 
Cover us from every eye, 

Spirit of instniction ! come 
Mdae us learn that we must die. 


ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR THB VBAR 1 799 . 


Felix, qui potuit reniin cogno^cere cxiisas, 

Atque metus omnes et inexorabile fatum 

Subjccit pedibua, strepitumque Achcrontis avnri !— V irg* 

Happy the mortal who has traced effects 
To their first cause, cast fear beneath tiis feet. 

And death, and royuring hell’s voracious fires ! 

»• V 


TkANKhEss for favours from on high, 
Man thinks he fadjes too soon ; 
Thougli *tib his privilege to die. 
Would he improve 3ic boon. 

But he, not wise enough to scan 
His best concerns ari^t, 

Would gladly stretch li&s little span 
To ages, if he njght 


To ages in a worid of pain. 

To ages, where he ^ocs 
Galled oy Affliction's heavy chain, 
And hopeless of repose. 

Strang fondness of the human heart, 
Enamoured of its harm ! 

Strange world, that costs it so mu.,h 
smart. 

And still has power to charm. 
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Whence has the world her magic power? 

. Why deem wc Death a foe ? , 

Recoil f.oin weary lije’s best hour, • 
Aiid covet longer woe ? 

The cause i*^ Conscience Conscience 
oft 

Her talc of guilt renew's : ^ 

Her voice is terrible, though soft, 

. And dread oT Dci^h ensues. 1 

Then, anxitius to be longer spared, 

Man mourns his ilecting breath : 


And evils then seem lifdil. compared 
With the apprt^eh m Dcnth. • 

*Tis judgment shakes him ; there’s the 
fear , 

That pioinpts the wish to^tay : 

He has inemred a long arrear, 

And must despair to pay, * 

t 

y’rfr /—follow Christ, nnd^ll is paid : 

His death yoiii«pT‘ace ensures ; 

Think on the grave whcYC /A* \As laid, 
And calm descend 


A SIMILAR OCCASKfN, 

POR THH VKAft 1791. 

C^c sacris aiitem hacc sit una sententia, ut consc^enjur.— Cic. /.rjf 

hut let IIS all concur in this one sentiment, that things 1».)crcd he inviolate. 


Ilii liv& who lives to Co(l| alone, 

And afl are dead beside ; 

For other source than God is none 
Whence life can be supplied. 

To live to God is to requite 
Hig love as best wc may ; 

To makeili'* precepts our delight, 

Ills promi-ses our stay. 

Rut life, within a narrow ring 
Of giddy joys comprised, 

Is faKcly named, and no such thing, 

But rather death disguised. 

Can life in them deserve the name, , 
Who only live to prove ■* 

F6r what poor toys thev can disclaim 
An endless life alx>vcf 

I 

Who, muJh diseased, yet nothing fed*; 
Much menaced, nothing clVcad ; 

Have wounds which only God can heal, 
Yet never ask His aid? 


Who deem His house a useless place, 
Faith, want of common sense, 

And jyrdour in the Chilian race 
A liypocrile’s jnelcnce? 

Who trample ord^T ; and the day 
Which tiod asserts His own 
Dishonour with iinhallowTd ]day, 

And worship Chance alone? 

• 

If scorn of Gorps commands, imprcs.sed 
On word and deed, yiiply 
The belter pail of man unblessed 
With life that cannot die ; 

« 

Such w'ant it : and that waiS, u^cured 
Till man lesigns his bveath, 

(peaks him a ciirninal, assured 
Of everlasting dfath. 

.Sad period to a peasant course ! 

Yet so will God renay 
Sabbaths profaned \^'ithout remorse, 
And Mercy cast twly. 
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OAT THE QUEEN'S VISIT TO LONDON. 


IMPROMPTU, 

ON WRlTim; A I.KTILU wrt llOUT* HAVING ANYTMNG TO SAY. 

So have 1 sci*n tlie m<aids ’ 

Tiiiiiblc aiiil ti-a^sc a tangled skein ; 

They '‘ite the lip and scratch the head, 

And cry, “ 'Phe deuce is in th<* 1 hicad !** 

'Phev ttiiUiie ii and jerk it round, 

'i'lll the light end nt'i£»<>t is found ; * 

*I'hon wind, and wind, and wind aw'ay,^ 

And w'lu^t wa** work is changed to play. 


ON Tlir: OUKKN’S VISIT TO LONDON. 


TIIK n'.’cHI 0 I‘ IIIK 

WliRNjong soc|UCstcicdfnun his thtune, 
George look his seal again, 

Ry light of woillp not hlopd alone, 
Knlitled hero to reign ; * 

Then Loyalty, with all hei lamps 
New tiiinined, a gallant show, 

Ch.M.i.’ig the d^iihness and ilic damps, 

Set London in a gl<»w. 

*Twas h.ird to tell of streets or scpiares 
Which foniicd thci^'lnef displa> ; 

These most leseinhling elusteiod stars, 
Those the long milky way. 

Bright shone the roofs, tlu* ilomes, the 

S])1ICS, 

And loekels (lew, self-<irivcn, 

To hang their momentaiy fires 
Amid the vault i>f hea\eii. 

^ f • 

So, tii;^ winh w.itcr to compare, 

Tiic ocean jjerves, on high 
Up-spoiitcd hy a wlialc in air, 

To exj)rcss unwieldy joy. 

Had all the pagcanl« of the world 
In one ]hocession jnioed. 

And .nil the InniVers In'cn unfurled 
That heralds e'Ci* dc-.igned. 

For no such sight had Knghind’s Queen 
« Forsaken her retrc-iy, ' ( 

W hercGeoige recovcicd mpde a scene. 
Sweet always, doubly sweet. 


171 II MARC A, 1789. 

Yet glad she came that night to prove, * 
A witness undcscricd, 

How much the objocl of hcr lo\c 
Was loved by all beside. 

Darkness thf skies had mantled o'er 
In aiil of luT design,— * 

UaikiKSs. ( ) <^)uecn ! ne’er called before 
To veil a deed of thine. 

On borrowed wheels away she flics, 
Resolveil to be unknown. 

And gratify ?u) curious eyes 
Tliat night, except her own. 

Ariivcd, a night life noon she sees 
Ami hears the million hum ; 

As all by instinct, like the l>ccs. 

Had known their sovereign come. 

Pleased she beheld alofl. pi^rtraycd, 

' On inniip a splendid wall, 

Emblems of health and heavenly aid. 
And Ucorge'.he theme of all : 

Unlike the enigm.'itic Bnc, t 
So difRoidt to spell, 

W’hich shook Belshazzar al^his wine 
*TIv 5 night hi.s city fell. ‘ 

Soon, watery grew her eyes and dim, 
Put with a joyful tear ; 

None else, except in prayer for him, 
George ever dr^- irom her. 



THE COCK-FfCHTER'S CARL A HD, 
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It was a scene in tfv'cry part 

Like those in fal)Ic* fcij'iicd, , 

And seemcti hy suni 4 ; nia^iciaii^s art • 
CAalcd and bUbtaiiied. 

• 

But other int"ic llierc, she knew. 

Had been exerted none. 

To raise such wonders in her view, 

Save love of CJcorj'e alone. 

That cordial thoiii:Thj||)cr spirits checrc^ 
And tlitou^h tiie eunihious throng'. 
Not else unwoiihy be feared,. 
Conveyed her calm along. 


So, ancient poets say, serene 
The sea-maid rides the waves, , 

4nd fearless of t* e billowy Sf>enc 
Her peaceful bosom laves. 

With more than Astronomi^eyes 
She viewed the sparkling show ; 

One ticorj5‘'n star adorns the skies,* 
She myriads found below. 

Yet let the glories ^)f a nTght 
Like that, tme^ seen, sunice 4 

Heaven grant ntf no sutli future sight, 
Sucli jirevious woe the price 1 


"ftlK COCK->lGIITKR\S GART-AND. 


MtiSE, hide his name of wh ir I sing, 
Lest his surviving hou^o thou bring 
For Jiis sake into scorn^ 

Nor speak the schoid In mi which he 
drew 

The much or litlle that he knew, 

Nor place wlici^ he was liorn. 

That such a man once was, majisecm 
Worjhy of record (if the theme 
Perchafice may credit win), 

For proof to man what man may prove, 
If grace depart, .ind demons move 
The source of guilt within. 

This man (for dnee the howling wild 
Disclaims him, man he must be styled) 
Wanted no good below ; 

Gentle he was, if gentle birth 
Could make him such ; and l^e had worthy 
If wealth can worth bestow. 

• . ’ 

In social talk and ready jest 
He shon«^superlt)r at the feast, 

And qualities of mind ^ 

Illustrious in the eyes of those 
Whose ga]f society he chose 
Possessed of every kind. 

M<Ahinks I see him powdered red. 
With bushy locks his well-dres''.edTicad 
Winged.broad oil cither side, 


The nio**y a^osebud not so sweet ; 

His steeds slipcrb, his carriage neat 
As luxury could provide. 

Can such be cruel ? Such can be 
Cruras hell, and soHlTaB he ; 

A tyrant entertained 
With barbaious sports, whose fell delight 
Was to cnroiiragc mortal fight 
’Twixt birds to* battle trained. 

One feathered champion he possessed. 
His dailiug far beyoqd the rest, 

Which never knew disgrace, 

Nor e’er had fought but he made flow 
The Hfc-b]o«)d of his fiercest foe, 

The Caesar of his race. 

It chanced at last, when*or«a dgy 
He pushed him to the desperate frJty, 
His courage diooped, he fled, 
j'he master stormi^l, the prize was lost. 
And, instant, frantic at the cost. 

He doomed hiatfavouritc dead. 

* • . 

He seized him fast, dhd from the pit 
Flew to the kitchc 4 ;i, «iiatched the spit, 
And “ Bring me cord ! ” he cried ; 
The cord was thought, and, at hUword, 
To that dire implement the bin) * ' 
Alive ahd struggling tied. 

■ 8 ^ 
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LmES AFTER THE MANNER OF HOMER, 


Tlu» liorrici sequel asks a veil, 

Aiul all the tert*ors of the tale 

'fhat ean be, shall^">c, sunk. ^ 
I.c<l by the sufferer’s screams aright, 

I Jis shocked companions view the sight 

And hinp with fur/ drunk. 

All, suppliant, bog a milder fate , 

I\>i the old variior at the grate : 

lie, deaf to pityV; ^all, 

■WhivlcM round him rajdd as a wheel 

II is culinary cAib of steel, * 

Death menacing on all. 

1789. 


But Vengeance hung not far remote, 
For while he stretciicd his clamorous 
. throat, , 

And heaven and earth defied, 1 
Big ^vith the curse too closely pent 
That struggled vainly fork vent, 
lie tottered, reeled, and died. 

*Tis not^'or ns, with rash surmise, 
i To point the jiulgments'of the skies ; 

'' But judgmcntsf^ilain as this, ’ 

That, sent for Man’s instruction, bring 
A wrifiten label on their wing, 

• ’Tis liard to read amiss. 


I,INE.S AFTER THE MANNER OF l/OMER 

H-KS^CRIPTI/E'OF TIIK OPENING OF A HAMPER. 

The straw-stuffed hamper with his nithV'ss steel 
lie opened, cutting sheer the inserted cords 
Which bound the Ihl an<l lip secure. Forth came 
* Ylie rustling pacUj'gc ; first, bright straw of wheat, 
Or oats, or barley ; next a bottle, green, 

Throat-full, clear spirits the contents, distilled 
Drop^fier drop odorous, by the jfrt 
Of the fair mother of his friend — the Rose. 

AV/r. II, 1789. 


ON THE 

BFNEFIX RECEIVED BV HIS MAJESTY FROM SEA-BATHINO 

IN THE YEAR 1 789. 

« * 

t) SOVEREIGN of an isle renowned 
• For undisputed sway,* 

Wherever o’er yon gulf profound* 

Her navies wing their way ; 

, * ^ 

With justcr claim she builds at length 
yer empire on the sea. 

And well may boastkbe waives her strength, 

^ Which strength restored to thee. 



INSCRIPTION FOR A STONE. 
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TO MRS. THROCKMORTON, 

ON HER BEAUTIFUL TRANSCR^^T OF HORACE’S ODE *'AD LIBRUM SUUM.” 

• 

Maria, could Horace have guessed 
Wha^^ionour awaited his ode* 

To his fiU’ii little volume addresseil, 

The honour ^^ch you have bestowed, 

Who have tracra it in characters herc^ • 

So elegant, even, and neat, 

He had lafighed at the erilicaf sneer 

Which he secitis to have Uembled to meet. 

** And sneer, if you ijjease,” he had said, 

* * J 1 ereafter a fiyinph shalh arise 
“^Vno shall give me, when yoirtire all dead, 

“ The glory your mali^ denies ; 

** Shall dignity give to my lay, 

“ Althougli l>ut a mere bagatelle ; 

“ An » ven a poet shall say,«« • • • 

“ Nothing ever was uritlcn so well,” 

/>A 1790. * 


INSCRIPTION 

rOR A STONE ERECTED jfx THE SOWING OP A GKQVE OF OAKS AT 
ailLLINGTON, THE .SF-AT OK^T. GIFFARD, IvSg. I79O. 

Other stones the era tell 
When some feeble mortal fell ; 

1 stand here to date the birth 
Of these hardv sons of earth. 

Which shall longest brave the slcy, 

Storm .and frost — these Oaks or 1 ? 

Pass an age ot^two away, 

1 ftiust moulder and decay ; 

But t^e years thaLcrumblc me 
Shall invigfiratc the tree. 

Spread its branch, dilate its size, 

Lift its sumitiit to the skies. 

Cherish honour, virtue, truth, ’ 

So shall th^u prolong thy youth : 

W^affting these, however fast 
Man lie fixed, and formed to last, 

He is lifeless even now. 

Stone at Reart, Iknd cannot grow. 

• • 

'yunf, 1790 
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TO MRS. KING. 


AyOTIlIIR, 

IfOR A STONE ERECT El) ON A SIMILAR OCC.V5ION AT THE SAME PLACE IN 
THE FOI-LOWINO YEAR. 

Ki nder ! beludil a inoiuimf at 
'I'hat asks no sigh or te.'ii, 

Tluiugh it pciputV;ie the event 
, ( )f a great burial here. 

UftHO IJiJt. 


TO MRS. KING, 

ON HER KINO PRESENT r»> THE AlfllloR, A P^'TCHWORK Ql'II.T OF 
IIEI* OWN MAKING. ' 


The Bard, if o’er he feel at all. 

Must sure be quiekyi.Ti.';d by ^.e*)!! 

Both on his heail and IicmI, 

To pay with tuneful thanks ilic care 
And, kindness of a lady fair 
Who deigns to deck his l)ed. 

A bed like this.'ui ancient time, 

On Id.i’s barren loj) snblinie, 

(As Homer’s Kpic shous), 
Composed of svveeleslrvernnl flow’crs, 
Without the aid of sun or slioweis. 

For Jove and Juno rose. 

Less bcniitifnl, however gay. 

Is that whicii in the scou'hing day 
Receives the wrary swain, 

Who, laying his long scythe aside, 
Sleeps on some bank with ilaisies pied, 
'nil roused ti>toil again. 

Augth./ 14 . 17 ^- 


What labours of the loom 1 see ! 

Looms numberless havegroahed for me! 

Should every maiden come 
'I'o scramble f^>r the patch that bears 
I'he impress in the n>be she wears, 

'I'lie bell would toll for some. 

And oh, what havoc wouM ensue ! 

This blight dis|>lay of every hue 
All ig .1 moment tle<l ! 

As if a sloim should strip the bow'crs 
Of all their lendrilsjeaves,and fiowc'rs, — 
Kach placket ing a shred. 

Thanks, then, to e-.ery gentle fair, 

W'ho will not conic to peck me bare 
As bird of borrow'd! feather. 

Awl thanks to one, above them all, 

'riie gentle fair of IVrtcnhall, 

Who put the whole together. 


STANZAS 

ON THE LATE INDECENT LIBERTIES TAKEN WITH THE REMAINS OF THE 
GREAT MILTON, A^NO I79O. 

'‘Me too, perchance, in future days, 

The sculptured stone shall show, 

“ With Paphian myrtle, o^with bays 
** Parnassian on my brow. 



I !>f MEMORY OF THE LATE JOHN TI/OR.VTON, ESl^. 

* A * 


♦ “ But I, or cic that season come, 

“ Mscapecl fio^m every caie, 

, Shall reach njy refuse in ihe tomh, 

“ And sleep securely iherc.*’* 

So sang, in Roman tone and style, 

The youthful hard, eie Jong 
Ordained lo grace his n.iti\e islC* 

With nor sublimest song. 

\Who then hut nltisl conceive disdain, 
Hearing the deed unhlcNt 
Of wretihss who have daied profane ' 

His dread sepulchral icst 

111 faie the hands that heavjul the stones 
Where Milton’s asl\^*s lay, 
Thai^lieinhled wfk to grasp Ifls l^>nes 
#Lnd steal his dust awa;^ ! 

O in-re<|uited hard ! neglect 
Thv lisiitg worth repaid, 

And 1 ..nd idolatr<>us lesprcl •• • • * 

As much affronts thee dead. * 

• ^ugt 4 s/, 1790 


IN MKMORY OF THK LATE JOHN THORN I’ON, ESQ. 

• 

Ports attempt the noblest ta'-k they can, • 

Praising the Author of all g*>cjd in man, 

And, next, commemorating worihio lost. 

The dead in whom that gotwl abounded most. 

Thee, tluTcfore, of commercial fame, hut inorj 
Famed for tliy juohity from shore lo shore ; 

Thee, Thoknto.n ! worthy in some pagi to shincp 
As honest an<l more eloquent than mine, 

I mourn ; or, since thrice happy thou must hc- 
The world no longer thj alnKle, not ihcc. 

Thee to dej3*t)re were gnef misspent indeed ; 

It were lo weeo that goodimss has its meed. 

That th^re is hTi*i.s prcparcoin yonder sky, 
j^nd glory, for the virtuous when they die. 

What pleasure can the miser’s fondled hoar^ 

Or spendthrift's prodigal excess afford, • 

Sweet as the privilege of healing woe 
By virtue sufferethc^bating brlow ? 

* Forsitan et nn^tros ducat de marmore viiUds 
Ncctcns aut Paphia ntprtt aitt Parnasiitrlc Idhri 
. Fronde comas — ^At ego securA pace qj^iescam 

ro.v ia M^nso. 
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THE FOUR AGES. 


That privilege was ihine ; Heaven gave thee means 
'f'o illumine with delight the saddest scenes, 

Till tl\y appearance cl};ised ilje gloom, forlorn, 

As midnight, and destiatring of a morn. 

'I'lioii hadst an iiulustiy in doingi^o<Kl, 
kestlet.s as his who toils and sweats for food ; 

Avarice in tliec was the desire of wealth 
]ly rii-it impel ishable or by stealth ; 

Ami if tlie genuine worth of gold depend 
.. On appIiLaiion to its nobleV* end, 

Thiiij.had a value in the scares of Heaven, ' 

, Surpassing all tliat mine or mint had given. 

And, tlxiugii Hod made thee of a 'nature prone 
'I'o distribution I oundless of thy own, 

Ami still by motives of religious force , 

Impelled thee imtrc to that heroic course, 

Yet wa<> thy lilniality uisciajt, 

N ice in its liJioice, and \>f a tempered h^at; 

And thoiigli in act unwcarieil, seciet still. 

As ill some solitude the summer rill 
Refreshes, where it winds, the fadeil green, 

Ami cheers lh»*'lroopiiig flowers, iinlicard, unseen. 

Such was'ihy charily; no smldcn st.\rt. 

After long sleep, of na.ssion in the heart, c. 
ilut steadfast piinciple, ami, in its kind. 

Of close relation to the Kternal Miiul, 

•itacod easily to ilrii»ruc source :il>ove. 

To Him whose works bespeak His nature Love., 

I’hy bounties all were C'hristian, and I make 
This record of thee f«ir the (lospel^a sake : 

That tfi e incredulou.s themselves may see 
Its use and power excm])lified in thee. 

i7yo, 

TO KliV. WALTER BAGOT. 

' EXCUSE EUR DELAY IN WRITING T'» HIM. 

It is a maxim of much weight. 

Worth conning pVr and o’er, 

He who has Homer to translate, 

* Had need do nothing mofe. 

February afi, 1791. 

, THE FOUR AGES ; 

A BRIE^ FRAGMENT OF AN FJkTENSIVE PROJECTED POEM.^ 

« 

“ I cov^w be well content, allowed Ihe use 
Of past experience, and the wisdom gleaned 
From wi^rn-oiil follies, no^^ acknowledged such, 

To recommence life’s trial, in the hope 
Of fc.wcr erroi%, on a second proof 
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THE JUDGMENT OF THE POETS, 

-1 • 

Thii.^, while grey evening lulled the wind, and called 
Fresh cKlours from the shrubbery at my side, | • 

Taking niy lonely winding walk,tT mused, 

An<i held accustomed conference with my heart ; 

Y^^hen from within it tfius a voice leplietl : 

Conldst thou in truth ? .nnd art thou taught at length 
This wisdom, and Imt this IVom all the pa>t? 

Is not the pardon |f thy long arrear. 

Time wasted, violated laws, abuse 
Of talen^, judgments, iiuynes, better far 
Than opportunity vouchsafed to err 
With less excuse, amj, hajdy, worse effe^;!?” 

1 heaid, and iic(|uiescetl i then to and fro 
Oft pacing, as the mariner iiis deck, * 

My gnaveily hounds, from self to human kind 
I passed, an«l next consideretl, ^Vhat is man ^ 

Knuws lie hi| origin ? cati he ascend* ^ 

Ity reminisceace to Ins cat best dnte^ 

Slept lie^n Adam? and in those fiom him 
Through mimcnnis genpratioiis, till he found 
•At length his destined moment to he born ? 

Or was he not, li«i jashnincd in the \voiff!>J • 

Deep mysteries both ! whith scliuohneii must liave toiled 
To unriddle, itid have left them mysteries still. 

It is an evil incident to man, 

And of the worst, tliat unexplored he loaves 
Truths useful and attainable witli Me, 

To search forbklden <leeps, where mystery lies 
Not to be solvc<l, and u>elcss if it might. 

Mysteries arc food for angels ; they rligesf 
I W'ith ea>c, and find them nutriment ; but man, 

While yet he dwells helows must stoop to glean 
His manna from the ground, or starve, and die. 

May, 1791. 

THE JUDGMENT OF THE POETS. 

Two nymphs, l>oth nearly of an age, •> The other was of gentler caMl, 

Of numerous charms jiossAiSfd, | From all such ftenzy c|/:ar, 

A warm dispute once cli^nceil t# wage ! ^er frowns were seldom l:ijown to last, 
Whose temper was the best. And never proved severe. 

• 

The worlh^f each had been complete* To poets of renowa in song 
Had both alike been mild ? The nyni[*hs referred the Aiuse, 

But one, although her smile was swee^ ho, strange to tell, aM judged it wrong, 

Frowned oftener than she siniM ; And gave mispla^^4appiausc. 

Anddn her humour, when she frowned. 

Would raise her voice, and roar, • 

^ And shake with fury <0 the ground 
* The garland t|^t she w'ore. 


They gentle caBed, and kind and softT"^ 
The flippant dhcl the scold, , • 
And though she changerl her mood so oft, 
That failing left untold, ^ 
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rrtR RETIRED CAT. 


No were e’er sA mad, 

(^r so lesolvc/i lo iv**! 

In short,- ‘lit; tharins ner sister had t 
They lavished all on her. 

'iHjni thus ^he ^“d, whom fondly they 
'I’lieir Krc.it ln^l^l^•r c.ill,^ 

Was hoard, olio KtMii.il suiuincr’s day, 
To rojuxniaud llicin all. 

i; ;*. 


■ “ Since thus ye havcicombined,” he said, 
“My l.iv»niiite iijiiipli to sliKht, 
‘KAdoiiiiiiK M:iy,,»hal |jeovi-*h maid, 

“ With j line’s iiiidoiibled riKhlj 
i 

“The iniii\ shall, for yoiit folly’s sake, 

I “.Mill piuve hol^elf a sinew, 

' “ Shall make ynur-eiibbliiiK lingers atlie, 
; “ Aiitf piiieii youi noses blue.” 


THE KEl-'USALOE THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD.TO SUHSCKIHE 
T(J ins tRAN.'lLAT-lON OF UOMKii. 

\ I 

Con 1. II IIonuT ertme himself. disire‘‘sed*andjjoor, , 

And luno hi^ h.irp .at Khcdycina’s iloor, 

'1 ho irIi old \ixon would excl.iiin (I lo.iO 
“,41v.‘K‘nie Vf iw^ irainper hiiihiiiK here ! ’’ * 


EUiTAPlT ON MI^.: M. HK’.CHNS, OF WESTON. 

l.M’RM s m.iy IhniriNli round the ci»nqnoioi’s tomb, 

Ihil h4p|)ie*»t ihoy who win the wiVld lo eomc : 
llolioNi Is lia\o a silont fiohl ic» fiKht, 

And thoir oxjdoiis aie voilcil fmin human ''iKhl. 

'I'liov in •.onio mh)k, whore little known tliev dw'ell, 
Kiuol, pi.iy ill faith, .and rout the lif»sl-> of lu ll ; 

Internal tiininplis en>wn their toiK divino, 

And all those inuinphs, M.aiy. now aic thine. 


THE RETIRED CAT. 


A ror.T’s c.at, sedate* and grave 
As poi t W'ell could wash lo have. 

Was ni'icli xddictod to inquire 
E'or nooks to wl/n^h '.he might retire. 
And wheio, sceurj} as mouse in chink, 
She might repose,* of sit aiul think. 
TTlnow not whore slie e.uight the trick, — 
Nffture perhaps herself <iad cast her 
In such a mould PHiLnsortti'^i’F., 

Or else she learned it of her master. 


I Sometimes ascendin", debonair, 

' An apple-tree, or loftv ]x*ar, • 

Loflgcd with con\enioncc in the fork. 
She w’.alchcil the gardener aj his work ; 
StfmcyJ,me.s her e.ase and solace sought 
In an old empty walering-poi ; 

There, wanting nothing sjive a fan^ 

» To S2cm some nvmph in her sedan, 
•Apparcllcil in ex.actest sort, 

And ready to be borne to court. 
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Hill love of change^ it Noeins, lias place 
Not only in our wi.scr race ; , 

Cats also feel, as well •is we, • 

'I'hat |tissii)n’:> lorcc, nnd so (li<l she. 

Her climhuig^she be^aii to liiul, « 
Exposed her loo much to the wind, 

And the ohl utensil of tin 
Was cold and coinfordess \\ithi'|: 

She therefore wy>hed instead of iliose 
Siirnc place of nuire sucmic repose. 
Where neither coUl ini'hl come, nor air"^ 
Too rudely wanton with lier hair, 

And sought it in the likeliest inode 
Within her master's snug al)()de. * 

A drawer, it chait^ed, at hoUoin lined 
. With linen of the ‘Oilcst kind, 

With such as nui chants intioducc 
From Inilia, for the ladiesguse - 
A drawer impending «#Vi the rest. 

Half open in the topmost ihest, 

Of dcj)th etu^ugh, and n*»nc to sj^are,* 
Invited her to .sIiiimIki ilieio , 

Puss with deliglil l)e)oml expression 
Surveyeikthe .scene, and tool^possession. 
KecumbotV at her ease ere long, 

And lullefl by her own humdrum song. 
She left the cares of lib* behinri, 

.ind slept as she w<i*ild sleej) her last. 
When in came, housewilely inclined, 

The chanibermaid, and sliut it fa.^f 
Hy nofnalignity impelled, 

Hut all unconscious win mi it held. 

Awakeneil hv the slnnk, cried Puss, 

“ Was ever cat attendi il ilnii ! 

“ The open drawer was left, I sec, 

“ Merely to prove a nest for me. 

“ P'or soon as 1 was well composed, 

‘ Then came the maid, and it was cic»sc*d. 

“ How smooth these ’kerchiefs, and how 
sweet ! 

“ Oh, what a delicate retreat ! 

** I will resign myself tr«'est • 

“ Till Sol, declining in the west, 

** Shall cal^to siij^per, when, no doubt^ 

** Susan will come and let me out.** 

The evening came, the* sun descended. 
And pu.ss reftiained still luiattendcy. • 
The night rolled tardily away, 

(Witj^her indeed ’tw'as never day,) 

The sprightly mom her course renen^d, 
The evening gray again ensued, 

^ *79** * • 


And PUS'S came into mind no*inore 
Than if entombed ^lic dhy bclore. . 
W^h hunger pinclieil, and pi^i^hed for 
loom. 

She now pre.saged approacliing doom,. 
Nor .slept a single Vink, or pained, 
Ccmscious oL jfopaidy incurred. 

'1‘l.al night, by chance, llic pdfct 
watclniig, 

Heard an inexplicable scrafchiiig ; 

Ills nobly hcaii w^ii^ pit a pal. 

And to biiy^clf |jc «-aid ‘i\\ hal\s that?” 
He drew the luitain at Ids side, 

Aiu\ foith he pet | cd, Inil iitMliing .spied ; 
Yet, by In** tai diKclttl, giie.s.std 
S^nethmg iiiipii*uiieil in llie ehest, * 
Aiitl, il<iii4nful what, with piiident eaie 
Kistilveil it lq*ouId etmliiiue there. 

At lengili, a vouc wliuh well he knew, 
A long and ini l.mcholy mew, 

Saluting his pot tic eais, 

( oiisolfd ‘(^n^ ami oi#j.clled his fears ; 
lie lell Ills Ik'I, he tiotl the lloor, 
j lie 'gan in haste the diaweis exjdorc, 

1 '1 he lowest fust, ami without slop 
i '1 he rest in onlei to jjfy^lop; 
j Et)r a trril) well Inioffn to most, 

I T li.al \\Ii.ilsiK\ei thing is h.sl, 
j \\cs<.ik If, < le it t c,me to light, 

• In evtry tiaimy \>\'^ the right, 
j I'urth skipp'd the tai, not iiow replete 
! As Cl si wiih .nr) ’‘elf-ioiueil, 

I Nor in hei own h-i.d apj)rehen*;ion 
1 A iheinc li;r all il,f wtuld's attention, 
j Hut mf*dt.st, sober, cured of all 
Her notif»ns liiptibiilierj, 

And wi lling fos a place til rest 
All) thing rather than a ihesl. 

'Plwfn stepped the poet iiift> bed, 

With this reflection in hi.s hdUi :« 

• 

Beware of too sublime a sense 
Of your own w'onff and consequence. 
The man who dreams himself sn gical 
And his importance of such weight, 
That all around in dll That’s ilonc 
Must move and^ct for him alone, 

•Will learn in schnol of tribulation 
The folly o( his expectation. * 
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YARDLEY OAK. 

^URV 1 V 0 R soie, and hardly such, of all 

That oticjj* lived here, tby brethren i —at my liirth 

(Since which 1 number threescore wintcis past) 

A shattered vctl^ran, hollow- trunked perhaps, 

As now, and with excoriate forks dcfor^.i, 

Relics of ages ! — could a mind, imbued 
VVith tPith from Heaven, creati l thing adore, 

1 might with reverence kneel and worship thee. 

1( seems idolatry w'ith some excuse 
When our forefather Druids in iheii oaks 
Imagined sanctity. The conscience, yet 
Unpuiified by an authentic act 
Of amnesty, the meed of iSloojJ divine, 

Loved not the ^’ght, but, gloomy, into glocra 
Of thickest sh.ades, lilne Adam aher taste <> 

Of fruit proscribed, as to a refuge, fled, 

7'hou wast a bauble once ; a cup and ball, 

Which babes m.ig)it play with ; and the thievish j.iy; 

Seeking her food, with case might have puiloiiied 
The auburn nut that held thee, sw'allowing dow'n 
Thy yet close fohled latitude of boughs, • 

And ail thine embryo vastness, at a gulp. 

Ihit f-r'i' thy growth dccrecti ; autiimual rains 
llc'neath thy i>arent trtv mellowed the soil 
Designed thy cradle ; and a skipping deer, 

With ])ointcd hoof dibbling the glebe, prepared 
The soft leccptaclc, in which, secure, 

Tliy rudiments should sleep the winter thiough. 

So fancy dreams. Disprove it, if ye can, 

Ye rcasoners broa<i aw*ake, whose busy search 
Of argument, employed too oft amiss. 

Sifts half the pleasures of short life away ! 

Thou fclFst mature ; and in the loamy clod 
Swelling with vegetative force instinct 
Didst burst thine egg, as theirs the fabled Twins, 

Now stars; two lolies, protruding, paired exact ; 

A leaf succeeded, and another' leaf. 

And, all the elements thy puny growth 
Fostering propitious, thou occamest a twig. • 

Who lived when thou wast such ? Oh, couldst thou speak. 
As in Dodona once thy kindred trees 
Oraculai, 1 would not curious ask 
The f**ture, best unknown, but at tby mouth 
lnc.insihve, the less ambiguous pakL , 

Isy Ih^c I might correct, erroneous oft, 

The clock of history, facts and events 
Timing molt punctual, unrcc^^rded 'facts 
Kecavering, and -misstated setting right — 

Desperate attempt, till trees shall speak again ! 



YARD LEY OAK. 
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Time nkade thee what thou wast, king of the woods, 

And Time hath made thee what thou art — a cave , 

For owls ic. roost in. Once* thy spreading boughs 
Overhung the champaign ; and the numerous flocks 
Th^t grazed it stood bSntath that ample cope 
Uncrowdcd, yet safe-sheltered from the storm. 

No flock frequents thee now. Thou hast outlived 
Thy popularity, and |rt become 
(UnloRs verse rescue thee awhile) a thing 
Foigolten, the foliage of iUy youth. 

While Uius through all the stages thou hast pushed 
Of treeship — first a seedling, hid in grass 
Then twig ; then sapling; and, us century rolled 
Slow after century, a giant-bulk 
Of girthienormous, with moss-cushioned root 
Uphcavt^l above the soil, and sides embossed 
With prominent wens globose^ — till at ih*/ last 
The rottenness, svmich Time is chargecj to inflict 
On other naghty ones, found also thee. 

* What exhibitions various hath the world 
Witnessed, of mutability in all 

That wc account m.'>i durable below I 
Change is the diet on which all subsist, 

• Created changeciile, and change at last 

• Destroys them. Skies uncertain, now the heat 
Transmitting cloudless, and the solar Ixram 
Now quenching in a boundless sea oMouds, — 

Calm and alternate storm, moisture and drought, 

Invigorate by turns the sprinp of life 
In all that live, plant, animal, and man, 

^nd ill conclusion mar them. Nature’s threads, 

Fine passing thought, even in her coarsest works. 

Delight in agitation, yet sustain 

The force that agitates, not unim|>aired ; 

But, worn by frequent impulse, to the cause 
Of their best tone their dissolution owe. 

Thought cannot spend itself, comparing still 
The great and little of thy lot, thy growth 
From almost nullity into a state 
Of matchless grarydeur, and declension thence. 

Slow, into suai magnificent decay. 

Time was wl'«n, setting on thy leaf, a flv 
Could shake thee to the root — and time has been 
l^en tempests could not ^At thy firmest age 
Thou hadst withii^ thy bole solid contents, 

That might have ribbed the sides and planked tfie deck 
(5f some flagged admiral ; nmd tortuous amis, 

The shipwright’s darlii^ treasure, didst present • ^ 

To the four-quartered winds, robust and bold, « 

Warped into tough knee^mbeg,^ many a load ! • ^ 

* Knee'tiqto is found in the crooked arms of nak, whieb^iby retfon of cheSr dkloitioD, tie 
cadiy adjiistM to the anale fonaed whore the deck and tha ship’s sidia oieac. 
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But the axe spared thee. In those thriftier days ^ 

OsAcs fcV not, hewn by thoiisaorls, to supply 
The bottomlc««K demands of contest wa^ed 
For Henatorird honours. 'I'hus to 'i'line 
The task was left to whittle thee at/ay 
I With hiif sly scythe, whose cver-iiibhliiig cclg< 

IMoiscless, an ^p>in, and an atom more, 
l^isjoinin|r fioin the rest, has, unobserved. 

Achieved a laVsnir, which hful, far ami wide, 

By man pci formed, made all The forest rin^. 

Knilft)evclle<l now, and of thy ancient self 
P«tsscssin^ nou^lu but the sroope<l imd, - that sccrris 
A lui};e throat calling to the cKiuds for drink. 

Which it would gi'e in rivulets to thy root, — 

Thou tcin]>t<;st none, but rather much forbiddest , 

The feller's toil, which t^ou couldst ill recpiite. • 

Yet is thy ront sincere, sound*‘as the rock,^ 

A quarry of sf^iit spuis an<l knotted fangs, ^ 

Which, crooked intu^i thonsaiitl whimsies, claspp 
Tlie stubborn soil, and hohl thee still erect. 

So stamls a kingdom, wlu>se foundation yet 
Fails*ii6t, in virttte aiul in wisdom laid. 

Though all the superstructure, by the tooth 
Pulveii/etl of venality, a shell c 

Stands now, and semblance only of itself ! 

l^ine arms have left ihec. Winrls have rent them off 
lAng since, and rovnj of the foiesl wild 
With bow and shaft have burnt them. Some have left 
A splintered slump, blcachcnl to a snowy white : 

And son^e ineiiiorial none, where ont.c they grew. 

Yet life still linger^ m thee, and puts forth 
Proof not coiuemptiblc of what she can, 

Kven where ileatli predominates. 'Fhe Spring ^ 

Finds thee nt^t Icns alive to her sweet force 
Than yonder upstarts of the neighbouring wood 
So much thy junior'', who their biitli received 
Half a millennium since the date of thine. 

But since, although w'ell qualified by age 
Tf teach, no stnrit dwells in thee, nor voice 
' May be expected from thee, ssaicd here 
On thy di.stortefl lool, with hearers none,* 

Or prompter, save the scece, I will (leiform 
Myself <he oracle, and will discourse 
In my own ear such matter as I^may. 

* One rftan alone, the father of**us all, ^ 

Drew not His life from woman ; never gazed, 

WiiH qnute unconsciousness of mSat he saw. 

On a^^l iLroiind him ; lt*arncd not by degrees. 

Nor owed qrticulation to his car ; 

But moulck^l by his Maker if^to m|in 
At once, u^istoci^ intelli^nl, ^rveyed 
All creatures, with preciAon underAood 



TO WARREN HASTINGS^ ESQ. 



Their piyport, use'll properties ; assigned 
'J'o each his luiiiie siguihcant, and, tilled 
With lovc^nd wUcloin, re^!iercd back to Heaven* 
In piai&e harmoiuuus the first air ne drew. 

He was excused the penalties of dull 
Afliioriiy. N‘o tutor charged his hand • 

Willi the thought-tiacing r|uill, or tasked his mind 
W'lth problems. Ihstory, not wanted yet,^ 
Leaded on her e'.bow, watching Time, whose cours 
Eventful, ^huuld supply her vAth a theme. 


1791. 


TO THE NIG^ITINGALE 

WHICH IHE AU'g^rt)R IIKAKD SING ON NEW^£AR*S DAY, I792. 


Whence is it, tliat amazed I hear 
From yot^lcr witlu icd spray, 

I'his foreiiuist morn of all th- >ear, 

The ineioily of May ? 

And wTi^, since thousands would be 
proud 

Of such a favour shown. 

Am I selected fronj the crowd, 

To witness it alone? 

Sing'st thou, sweet Philomel, to me, 
For thift 1 afso long 
Have practised in the groves like thee. 
Though not like llicc, in song ? 

179a. 


Or sing*st thou rather, under force 
^ Of some divine command. 
Commissioned to presage a course 
Of happiAr days at hand ? 

Thrice welcome then ! for many a long 
And joyless year l^ive I, 

As lUbu to-day, pul fortH my song 
Beneath a wintry sky. 

But thee no wintry skies can harm, 
Who only need’s! to sing. 

To make even January charm,^ 

And every season Spring. 


TO WARREN HASTINGS, ESQ. 

BY AN OLD SCHOOLFELLOW OF HIS AT WESTMINSTER. 

• • • 

IjASTiNtis ! T knew thee young, and of a mitft^ 

While young, humane^ conversable, and kinc^ 

Nor can 1 well Ivelieve Hietf. gentle then, , 

Noiv grown a villain, and the worst of men j 
But rather some i^spfct who have oppressed 
And worried tbee« as not themselYes the best 


179*^ 


3*4 


TO DR. AUSTEN^. 


* < LINES 

WRITTEN FOR INSERTION IN A COLLECTION OF HANDWRITINGS ATI) 
SIGNATURES, MADE BY MISS PATTY, 'SISTER OF HANNAH MOKE. 

In vain to live from age to age 
‘'While modern l>ards endeavour, 

I write iny name in 1‘alty s page, 

« And gain my*'point for ever. 

March 6 , 1793. ' \V. COWPER. 


TO WILLIAM WILBERFORCE. ESQ. 

Thy country, “Wilberfored, with just disdain. 

Hears thee by crijel men and impious crUed 
Fanatic, for thy zeal to loose the enthralled 
]*' rom exile, public sale, and slavery's chain. 

Friend of the poor, the wronged, the folter-galled, 

Fear not h^st tabour such as thine be vain ! 

Thou hast achieved a part ; hast gained the ear 
Of Britain's sen.xle to thy glorious cans . 

Hope smiles, joy springs, and though cold caution pause 
A^)d weave delay, the better hour is near 
‘“That shall rt*nuni..atc lliy toils severe 
By peace for Afric, fence<l with British laws. 

Fiijoy what thou hast won, esteem and love 
From all the just on earth and^all the blest above. 
.d/riV tC, XT9*- 


TO DR. AUSTEN, OF CECIL STREET, LONDON. 

AtTSTKN ! .accept a gi*ateful verse from me. 

The poet’s treasure, no inglorious fee. 

■ T.oved by (he Muses, thy ingenuous mind 
Pleasing requital in a verse may find ; 

Verse oft has dashed the scythe of Time aside. 
Immortalizing names ^''hich else had died 
An& oh 1 could I command the glittering wealth 
With which sick kings are glad to purchase health, 

^ Yet/ if extensive fame, and sure to live, 

W'ere ifi the 'power of verse like mine to give, 

P would not recompense his heart with less, 

Wi?'), giving Mary health, healaf^my distress. 

Friend of my friend I love thee, though unknown, 
And boldly call thee, being his, my own. 

JIfajf X79». 


Haylcy. 



2V W/LUAM IfAYL£Y, £SQ, 
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EPITArtI ON A FREE BUT TAME REDBREAST, 


A« FAVOURITE 0» MISS* SALLY IIURDIS. 


• 

Thesf. are ^ot dew-drops, thesa are 
tcani, 

And tears by Sally shed 
Fur absent Robin, who she fea^ 

With too inu^h cause, is dead. ^ 

(Tne mom he came n^ to her hand * 
As he was wont to come, 

And, on her finger perched, to stiind 
tricking his breakfast-crumb. * 

Alarmed she callej him, and perplext 
She sought him, but in vain ; • 

Tliat day he came not, n^ the next, 

• Nor ever came agajp. 

Marckf 


She therefore raised him here a toinb^ 
Though where he fell, ordiow. 

None knoii^ so secret was his doonu 

Nor where he moulders now. 

• 

Had half a score o( coxcombs died 
In social Kobin^ stead, • 

Poor SalW’s tears had s8on been dried. 
Or hajjiy never slied. 

But Bob was neither rudely 1x)ld * 
*Nor spiritlessly tame, 

Nor WAS, liKc theirs, his boaom cold, ,, 
BiH always in a flame. 


TRANSLATION OF A SIMILE IN PARADISI? LOST. 


• So wHIn, from mountain tops, the dusky clouds 

Ascending, &c.— <li. 48S ) 

Quales acrii montis de verti^ nulies • ( 

Cum surgunt, et jam Borea; tumida ora quierunt, 
Ciclum hilares nbtlit, spissd caligine, vultiis : 

Turn si Jucundottandem sul urodcat ore, 

£t croceo montes et pascua luminc tingat, * 
Cjaudent omnia, aves mulccnt conccntibus agros, 
Balatuque ovium colies vallcsque resultant. 


TO WILUAM HAYLEY, ESQ. 

Hayley, thy tenderness fraternal, .shown, 

In our first interview, delightful ^est ! 

To Mary, and me for ^er dear sake distressed 
Such as it is has made my heart thy own, ^ 

Though heedless now of npw engagements grown : 
For thUsesQoiie winters make a wintry breast,^ 

«And I had purpofied ne’er to go in quest 
Of Friendship more,* except with Gcxl alon^ 

But thou host won me : nor is God my foe, 

Who, ere this last afflictive scene began, 

Sent thee to mitigate the dreadful blow, 

My brother, hy whose sympathy I know 
Thy true deserts infallibly to scan, * 

Not more to admife the^ard than love tft Man. 

fune 3 , 

c c 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO DR. DARIVIN 


CATHARJNA : 

THE SECOND PART. 

ON HER MiVRRIAGE TO GEORGE COl'RTENAY, ESQ. 


Believe it or not, as you chusc, 

I'he doctrine is o;rtainly true, 

'i'liat the future is krrtiwn to the Muse, 
And pods a«e oracles too. ^ 

1 did })ul express a desire 
To see Catharina at home, 

At the side of my friend George’s fire. 
And lo— she is actually come. 

Such prophecy some may despise;. 

But the wish of a poet and friend 
Berhaps is approved in the skies. 

Ana therefore attains to its end. 
*Twas a wish that flew ardbiAly forth 
From a bosom effectually warmed 
With the talents, the graces, and worth 
Ol the person for whom it was funned. 
yunet 179a. , -v 


Maria* would leave us,- 1 knew, 

, To the grief ai/*! regret of us all, 

But less to our grief, could we view 
Catharina the Queen of the Hall. 
And therefore I wished as 1 did, 

And therefore this union of hands ; 
Not a whisper was lieard to forbid. 

But all cry. Amen ! to the banns. 

Since thcreior^ I seem to incur 
No danger of vdshing in vain, 

When making good wishes for her, 

1 will e’en to my wishes, again ; 

With one I have made her a wife. 

And now 1 will try with another. 
Which I car.not suppress for mv life, — 
How soon I can make her a mother 


LINES ADDRESSED TO DR. DARWIN, 

AUTHOR or 


Two Poets, t («poets, by report, 

Not oft so w'cll agree) 

Sw*eel 1 larmonist of Flora’s court ! 
Conspiie to honour thee. 

They best can judm a poet’s worth, 
\Vho oft themselves nave known . 
The pangs of a pootic birth 
By labours of their own. 

•I 

We therefore, pleased,* extot thy song, 
Though various, yet complete. 

Rich in embellisht^ent, as strong 
And learned as *tis sweet 


TIIK BOTANIC CARDEN.' 

No envy mingles with our praise. 
Though, could our hearts repine 
At 9ny poet’s happier lays, 

TTiey would, — they mu.st, at thine. 

But we, in mutual bondage knit 
Of ljriends))ip's closest tie. 

Can ^ze on even Darwin's wit 
With an unjaundiced eye ; 

And deem the bard, whoe’er he be. 
And howsoever known, 

would not twine a wreath for thee. 
Unworthy of his own. 


179a. 

* L^dy ThrockDMxttm. 

t Alluding to the poem fay Mr. Hayley, wfakb accompanied these lines. 



AN EPITAPH. 
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ON* HIS APPROACHING VISIT TO HAYLEV.'' 

'Through floods and flapies to yonr retreat 
I win my despAate way, 

And when we^meet, if e'er we meet, 

Will echo your huzza. 

July 99^ 179*. 

• . TO GEORGIi ROMNEY, ESQ. 

HIS PICTURE &F ME IN CRAYONS, DRAWN AT EAKiHAM IN THE .SIXTY- 
FIRST YEAR OF MY AG^, AND IN THE MONTHS OF AUVUST AND 
SEPTiytfBER, I79p. 

•Romney, expert infallibly to trace 
*On chart or canvas, not t#e form alone 
And sen^lance, but ^however faftit|^ shown. 

The Hand's impression too 0% every face, 

W^h strokes that time ought never to erase ; 

Thou hast so pencilled mine, that though I own 
The subject worthless. 1 have never jenown , 

The artist sfiining with superior * 

But this I mark, — that symptoms none of woe 
In thy iRcomparahle work appear. 

Well ; I am satisfied it shoula be so, 

Since, on maturer thought, the cause is clea|^.* 

For in my looks what sorroi^ouldst thou see * 

When I was Hayley's guest, and sat to thee ? 

OcitAer^ > 79 >> • 

AN EPITAPH. 

Here lies one who never drew 
Blood himself, yet many slew ; 

Gave the gun its aim, and figure 
Made in field,, yet ne’er pulled trigger. 

Armed men have gladly made 
Him their guide, and him obeyed ; 

At his signified ^estre, 

Would advance, present, and fire. 

Stout he was, and l|^ge of limb, 

Scores nave fled at sight of him ! 

And to all this fame he rose 
Only followinif bis nose. 

Neptane was he called ; not he 
Who controls^the boistexoaf sea^ 

But of happiCT commai^ 

Neptune of the furrowed hud ; 

And, your wonder vain to shorten,* 

Pmnler to Sit Jok% Th r oc k m o rton. ’ 

i79». 


CCfl 


EPITAPH ON MR. CHESTER, OF CHICHELY. 


' EPITAPH ON “FOP," 

I t 

A DOG BELONGING TO LADY THROCKMORTON. 

«> 

Though once a puppy, and though Fop by name, 
Here moulders one whose bones some honour claim ; 
No sycophant, although of spaniel a ce, 

And though no hound, a a^artyr to the chase. 

Ye spuirrcls, rabbits, leveretg, rejoice 1 r 
Your haunts no longer echo to his voice ; 

Vhis record of .his late exulting vifw, 

He died worn out with vain pursuit of you. 

“ V'es ” — the indignant shade of Fop replies—* 

** And worn with vain pursuit man also dies.'* <- 

August , 170*. 


ON RECEIVING HAYLEY'S PICTURE. 

In language warm as could be breathed or penned, 
Thy picture speaks the original my frieitd ; 

Not by those looks that indicate thy mind, 

They only speak thee friend of all mankind : 

* Expression here soothing still 1 sec, 

That friend of aii a partial friend to me, 
y^Muary, 1793 


TO HIS COUSIN, LADY HESKETH. 

REASONS WHY HE COULD NOT WRITE HER A GOOD LETTER. 

My pens are all split, and my ink-gloss is dry ; 

NcUiier wit, common sense, nor ideas, have I. 

10, 1793, 


EPITAPtt ON MR. CHESTER, OF CHICHELY. 

. V Tears do^, and cease not, where the ^opd man lies. 

Till ^J1 who know him follow to the skies. 

Tears therefore fall where Chest er's ashes sleep ; 
HimVtfe, friends, brothers, children, servants, weep; 
And justly-! -few shall ever him transcend 
As httsbakl, paxent, bxotheit master, friend. 



TO MY cousm, ANNE BODNAR. 
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ON A PLANT OF VIRGIN'S BOWER, 

* 

DESIGNED TO COVER A GARDEN-SEAT. 

• 

Thrive, fentle plant 1 and weave a bower 
For Mary and fortne, 

And deck with m^ny a splendid flower ^ • 
Thy foliage large and tree. 

• • 

Thou earnest from Cartham, and wilt shade 
(If truly I divine) 

* Some future day the illustrious head 
Of him who made thSe minew 
a • 

^oi9d Daphne show a jealflus frown^ 

And Envy seize the biay. 

Affirming none*so fit to crown 
Such li moured brows as the)^ * 

Thy c^e with zeal we shall defend, 

And with convincing power ; 

For why should not the Virgin’s Friend 
Be crowned with Virginfes Bower? 

S/nft^ of 1793. 


TO MY COUSIN, ANNE BODIIAM, 

ON RECEIVING FROM HER A NETWORK PURSE MADE BY HERSELF. 

Mv gentle Anne, whom heretofore. 

When I, was young,*and thou no more 
Than pishing for a norse^ 

I daMced and fondled of! mv knee, 

A kitten both in size and glee, — 

* 1 thank thee for^ny purse. 

• 

Gold pays the weytb of all things here 
But not of lone I^that gem’s too deur 
For richest rogues to win it : 

I therefore, as a proof of love^ 

Esteem thy premt above 

• The best thii^ within it 


TO JOHN JOHNSON. 
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• TO A YOUNG FRIEND, 

ON HIS ARRIVING AT CAMBRIDGE WET WHEN NO RAIN HAD 
FALLEN THERE.' . 

Ip Gideon's fleece, which drenched with dew he found, 
While moisture none refreshed the hffbs around. 

Might fitly represent the Church endowed 
' With,}ieavenly gifts to heathens not allowed ; . 

In ple^e, perhaps, of favours from on high, 

Thy locKs were «wct when others' l 9 ,cks were dry. 

Heaven grant us half the on^en, — may wc see 
Nut drought on others, but much dew on thee ! 

May, 1793- 

« ' 

' INSCRIPTION * ^ 

FOR A HERMITAGE IN THE AUTHOR'S GARIIEN. 

This cabin, Mary, in my sight appears, 

' Built 4s ft has been in our waning years, 

A rest afforded to our weary feet. 

Preliminary > 10 — the last retreat, r 
May, 1791. 

TO i3rS. UNWIN. 

Mary ! I want a lyre with other strings, 

Such aid from I leaven as some have feigned they drew. 

An eloquence scarce given to mortals, new 
And undebased by praise of meaner things 
That, ere through age or woe I shed my wings, 

I may record thy worth with honour due. 

In verse os musical as thou art true. 

And that immortalizes whom it sings. 

But thou hast little need. There is a book 
By seraphs writ with beams of heavenly light, 

, I On which the eyes of God not rarelv look, 

A chronicle of actions just and bright : % 

There all thy deeds, my faithful Mary, shine. 

And, ^nce thou own'st tnat praise^ 1 spare 0iee mine. 

May, 1793 . 

TO JOHN JOHNSON, 

ON ms PRksRNTING ME WITH AN ANtA^UE BUST OF HOMER. 

KiNSMAil(*beloved, and as a son, by me ! 

Wben 1 behold this fruit of thy regard. 

The scttlpturea form of my bid favourite bard, 

I ceverence fed for him and love for thee. 




TO WILLIAM HAYIEY, ESQ. 
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Joy/oo, and grief. Much joy that there should be 
Wise men and learned, .who grudge not to rei^'ord# 
Willi ^me applause ii\y bold attempt and hard, 
Which others scorn ; critics by courtesy. 

The grief is this, that sunk in Homer’s mine, 

1 lose my precious years, now soon to fail, • 
Handling nis gold, which howsoe’er it shine, 

Proves dfoss wl^n balanced in the Chnstian scale, 
ile'wiser thou !-~like our forefather Donne, 

Seek heavenly wealth, ana work for God alone. 

1793 - 


INSCRIPTION FOR THE SAME BUST. 

rii ra&riip ; K^tnhi^Mpot plivofi 6\ttA.ty. 
Oifyofui^*^lh‘os dy^p A^Btroy aUv Ix^* 


TRANSLATfON BY THE AUTHOR. 

The Sculptor r —Nameless, though dear {o*fame 
But this man bears an everlasting name. 


, ON A PORTRAIT OY HIMSELF,* * 

' (in a^letter to hayley.) 

Arbot is painting me so true 
'i'hat (trust me) you would stare. 

And hardly know at the first view, 

If 1 were here or there. 


THANKS FOR A PRESENT OF PIlEASANyS. 

In Copeman’s ear thft» truth let Echo tell,— 

** Immor&I bards like mortal pheasants well ; *' « 
And when hts clerkship'# out, I msh him herds* 

Of golden clients, for nU golden birds. * 


TO wiu.iAm hayley, ESq 

Dear architect of fine chateaux in agr. 
Worthier to stand for over, if they couM, 
Than any built of stone, or yet of #rood, 
^ For back of royal elephant to bear ; 
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A TALE. 


Oh for permisston from the skies to share, ' 
Muih to my own, though Uttle to thy good, 

With thee (not suliyxt to the jealous mood ') 

A partnership of literary ware ! 

But 1 am bankrupt now ; and doomed henceforth 
To drudge, in descant dry, on others' lays ; 

Bards, I acknowledge, of unequalled worth : 

But what is commentator's happiqf^t praise ? 

That he has (urnished lights for other L 7 es, 

W^ich they who need them use, and then despise. 

yuneufi^ 1793 !” 


A TALE.* 


In Scotland’s realm, where ttocs are few. 
Nor even shrubs abound ; 

But where, however bleak the view. 
Some better things are found : 

Fur hiLslxand theie and wife'^may boast 
Their union undetiled, 

And false ones aie as rare almost 
As hedge-rows in the wild : 

^ \ 

In Scotland's realm forlorn and baft 
'I'his history chanced of late, — 

1 his history of a wedded pair, 

A chaffinch an<l hissnate. 

The spring drew near, each felt a breast 
With genial instinct filled ; 

They paired, and would h.ive built a nest. 
But found not where to build. 

I'he heaths unaivered and the moors 
Except with snow and sleet, 

Sea -beaten rocks and naked shores, 
Could yield them no retreat 

Long time a bre'eding-place thj^ sought,^ 
Till lK>th grew vexod and tired ; 

At length a ship arriving brought 
The good so long desired. 


A shij> !— cOa^d such a restless tliiiig 
Afford them pl^c of rest ? 

Or was the merchant charged to brine* 
The homeless birds a nest ? 

I 

Hush !— silent hearers profit most — 
This racer of the sea 

Proved kinder to them than thc^coa'st, 
It served them with a tree. 

But such a tree ! 'twas shaven deal. 
The tree they callM mast. 

And hjfid a hollow with a wheel 
Through which the tackle passed. 

• 

Within that cavity aloft 
Their roofless home they fixed. 

Form’d with materials neat and soft, 
Bents, wool, and feathers mixe<l. 

Four ivory •.•ggs soon pave its floor, 
With russet specks bedight ; 

The vessel weighs, forsakes the shore, 

, And lessens to the sight 

I 

The mother-bird is gone to sea 
As she had changed her kind ; 

But goes the male ? F.ar wiser he 
' Is doubtless left behind. « 


* This tale it founded on an article of intellisence wlidi the author found in the '*Buclunghan- 
1 shire Herald, " for Sati.rd.iy, June 1, i79>fn the fotlowingtijrords 

** * 3 - 

In a block, or mtlley. neai the head of die mast of a g^hert, now lying at the BroomKlaw, 
theie is a dimnch h nest and four eggs. The ne^ was kuut while the vessel lay at Greenodc, and 
was followed hidier by both birds, ^ough the Mock is oocasamudly lowered for the inspeetkn of 
tfett curioos, the birds have not fbrdlken the nest. The cock, however, visits the nes( hat seldain * 
while d|e hen never leadbs it but when shrdescends to the hull for food.** 



OITA SPANTBL CALLED ^^BEAUr 


No : soon from^shore he saw 
The wingM mansion move, • 

lie flew to reach it, hy ^ law • 

O^nevcr-failing lovci 

Then perching at his consort’s side 
Was briskly borne along. 

The billows and the blast defied, 

And checretl her with a sonf. 

The seaman with sincere delight 
I lis feathered shipmates eyes, 

Scarce less exulting in the sight * 

Than when he tows a prize. 

For seamen much«bclieve in signs. 

And from a ch.^ce so new ^ 

Each some approaching go|jd divines,-- 
And may his hopes bAruc I 

jMe , 1793. 
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Hail, honoured land ! a des^ where 
Not even birdsc:an hide, • 

Y^t parent of this loving pair * 
Whom nothing could divide. 

And ye who, rather than rg^ign * 
Your matrimonial plan, 

Were not Afraid to plough the brines 
In company with man ; • 

• 

For whose lean country much disdain 
We English often sh^w, • 

Yet fronf a richer nothing gain 
But wftntonness and woe ; 

Be it your fortune, year by year, • 
a The same resource to prcivc, 

Anri ma^ sr>mctimes landing here, 
Instruct us how to love ! 


ON A SPANIEL, CALLED ‘"BEAU,” 

KILLING A YOUNG BIRD. 


A SPANIEL, Beau, that fares like you, 
Well fed, and his case, 

Should wiser l>e than to pursue 
Each trifle that he sees. • 

But ^ou Whve killed a liny bird 
Which flew not till to-day, 

Arainst my orders, whom you heard 
Forbidding you the prey. 

Nor did you kill that you might eat 
And ease a doggish pain ; 

Jufy 15, 1793. 


•BEAU’S 

Sir, whe% I fle^ to seize the bird , 

In spite of your commai^ 

A louaer voice than vours theard, 

And har&er to withstand. ^ • 

YoiBcried " Forbear! ’’—but in mv breast 
A mightier cried “ Proceed ! • s 

*Twaa Nature, sir, whose strong behest 
Impdktf me jo the deed. 


Fr^im, though chased with furious heat 
You left where he was slain. 

Nor was he of the thievish sort, 

Or one whom blood allures, 

But innocent was all his sport 
Whom you have tom for yours. 

My dog ! what remedy remains. 

Since, teach you all 1 can, 

I see you, after all my^ains, 

So much resemble man ? 


IkEPLY. 

Yet much as Nature I respect, 

I ventured opci to break. . 

(As you perhaps mav recollect) 

Her precept for ySir sake ; 

m • 

And when jrour linnet on a day, 
Passing his prison door, ^ 

Had flnttfred all his strength away. 
And panting pressed the fl<>or. 
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ON FLAXMAN'S PENELOPE. 


Well knowing him a sacred thing, 
Not destined to ii^,tooth, 

1 only kfHSied his ruined wing, 

And licked the feathen smooth. 

Let my (>l)e|licnce thei« excuse 
My disobedience now, 


Nor some reproof yourself refuse 
, From your aggrieved Bow-wow ; 

#• • , 

If killing birds be such a crime ' 

(Vyiiich I can hardly seel. 

What think you, sir, of killing Time 
With verse addressed to me? 

f* 


ANSWEk TO,- STANZAS ADDRESSED TO LADY IIESKETII, 

BY Ml/:s CATHARINE FAi' SlIAWE. 


To \ye renieml)cred i/tus is Fame, 
And ill the first degree ; 

And did the few. like her the same. 
The pi css might slbep for me. , 

^ ■ f 

So Homer, fn the memory stored 
Of many a Grecian belle, 

Was once prescrvetl — a richer hoard. 
But IK /er lodged so well. 


ON A LETTER OF MISS FANSHAWE. 
% 

H ER pen drops eloquence as sweet 
As any Muse's tongue can speak ; 

^Nor nceil a scribe, like heif regret 
Her want of l^tin or of Greek. 

AKf^ # 9 , 1793 . 


TO THE SPANISH ADMIRAL COUNT GRAVINA, 

ON HIS TRANSLATING THE AUTHOR’S SONG ON A ROSE INTO ITALIAN VERSE. 

' My rose, Gravina, blooms anew ; 

And steqied not now in rain. 

But in Castalian streams by you,' 

Will never fadi. again. ^ 

* 793 - 


ON FLAXMAN'S PENELOPE. 

l> 

«' The suitors sinned, but with H fair excuse, 
W'hqpi all this el^pnce might well seduce ; 
No^^n our censure qn thejiusband fall. 
Who, for a wife so lovely, slew them all. 

t793. 



TO MARY. 


4 - 


ifo MARY. 

The fwenti^h year is well-nigh pa^, 

Since first oar sky was overcast ; 

Ah, would that this might be the last f 
• MyMaiyl 

• • • 

Thy spirits have a fiunter flow, 

I see thee daily weaker grow ; * 

<Twas my distress that brought thee IoW| 

• ^ » My Mary t 

Thy nteSles, once a shining ^ore, * 

FA- my sake restless heretofore, 

Now rust disused* and shine no more. 

My J^I|ry I 

For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
The saAe kind office for me still, 

Thy sight now seconds not thy will, 

My Mary ! 

l3ut well thou playedst the housewife's part. 
And all thy treads with magic art 
Have wound themselves about this heart,* 
My Mary ! 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 
lake language uttered in a dream ; 

Yet me they charm, whEte’er the theme. 
My Mary f 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright. 

Are still more lovely in m^ siffht 
Than golden beams of orient light. 

My Mary ! 

• For, could I viewjior them nor thee. 

What si^ht worth seeing could I see ? 

The sun would rise in vain for me, * 

My Mary! 


Partakers of thy sad decline, 

Thy hands theiilittleuforce resign ; 
Yet, gently prest, i^ess gently 
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W A TIME OF GREAT HEAT. 


Such feebleness of Ihnbs thou provest. 
That now at every step thou movest 
Upheld by two/ yet stil’. thou lovest. 

My Mary ! 

And still to love, though prest with ill. 
In wint.'y age to feel no chill, 

With me is to be lovely still, * 

My Mary I 

But ah ! by constant heed I know, 

How oft the sadness that I sho^ 
Transforma thy smiles \o looks of woe, 

My Mary ! 

And should my future4ot be cast* 

With xhdch resemblance of the past« 
Thy worn-out heart will break at last, , 

My Mary ! 

Autumn of 1793. ^ 


<^N RECEIVING HEYNE’S VIRGIL FROM MR. HAYLEY 

I SHOULD have oeemed it once an effort vain 
To sweeten more sweet Maro's matchless strain, 

But from that error now bchokVme free. 

Since I received him as a gift from thee. 

Oct, 1793. 


MOTTO FOR A CLOCK. 

Qu^ lenta accedit, quam velox prseterit hora ! 

Ut capias, patiens esto, sed esto vigil I 

Slow comes the hbur ; its passing speed how great ! 
Waiting to seize it — ^vig;^antly wait * 


IN A TIME OF GREAT HEAT. 

; . TO HAYLEY. * 

Ah ! brother Poet, send me of yovtt shade ! 
And bid the zephyrs hasten tj my aid ; 

Or, like a rvorm unearthed at noon, I m 
Despatdied by sunshine, to the shaidea bdow. 



MONTES GLACIALBS. 


EPIGRAMS ON UlS GARDEN-SHED. 

• ^ 

Beware of building ! 1 intended 
Rough )pgs and thatch, — and thus it ended. 

Instead of a pound or two, spending a mint 
Must serve nfe at least, 1 believe, wRh a hint ‘ 
That, building and building, a man may be driven 
AJt last out of doors, and luve no house to live in. 


MONTES GLACIALES, 

m OCEAN GERMANICO NAtS!nJ£S. 

* £n, quae prodigit, ex oris allata remotis, 

*Oras adveniunt pavcfacta per aequora nostras! 

Non equidem priscae S8?clum rediLsse videtur 
Pyrrhae, cum Proteus pecus altos viifPe monies 
£t sylvas* egit. Sed tempora vix leviora 
Adsunt, evulsi quandoeiadicitus alti 
In mare descendant monies, fluctusque pererrant. * 

Quid verb hoc monstri est magis et miramile visu ? 
Splendentes video, ceu pulchro ex sere vel auro 
Conflatos, rutilisque accinctos undique gemmis, 

Bacc^ caeruled, et flammas imitante pyropo. 

Ex oriente adsunt, ubi gazas optima tellus 
Parturit omnigenas, quibus aeva per omnia sumplu 
Ii^enti finx^re sibi diademata r^^es ? 

Vix hoc crediderim. Non fallunt talia acutos 
Mercatonun oculos : prius et gubm littora Gangis 
Liquissent, avidis gratissima pnaeda fuissent 
Olios unde pmemus \ An illos Vps'vius atrox 
ProCulit, ignivomisve decit faUcibus iEtna ? 

Luce micant propril, Phoebive, per aem purum 
Nunc stimulantis equos, argcntea tela retorquentl 
Fhoebi luce micann Vends et fluctibus altis ■ 
i^>pulsi, et nmidis subter cnrrentibus undis. 

Tandem non fallunt ocnlos.* Capita alta.videre est 
Multi onerata nive et caais coos^na proinis. 

Cmtera sunt glades. Procnl hiBCp ubi Bnima M ornnes - 
Contristat menses, poitedia hsef horrida nobis ^ 

HU stmi TObiit Cooties de eulmine tmnan 
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ON THE ICE ISLANDS, 


C T 

Clivorum fluerent in littora prona, solutse 
Sole, nives, propero tcndentcs in mare cursu/ 

' Illa'gelu fixit. Paulatim attollere sese 
Minim ccepit opus ^ glacici^ue ab origine rcfmm 
In glaciem aggestfi sublimes vcrtice tandem 
yGquavit rnontes, non cresccre ncscia moles. 

Sic immensa diu stetit, setemumqiie stetisset 
Congeries/ hominum neejue vi neque mobilis arte, 
Littora ni tandem dcclivia dcserui' set, 

Pondcre victa suo. DiKtbitur. Omnia circum 
Ar^tra et saxa gemunt, subHo concussa fragf)re, 
Duiii ruit in pelagum, tanquam studiosa natandi, 
Ingens tota Strues. Sic Delos litcitar olim, 
Insula, in fluitasseuerratica ponto. 

Sed non ex glacie Delos ; neque torpida Delum 
Pnima inter rupes genuit nudum sterilemque. 

Sed vestita herbis erat illq« omataque nunquam 
DeciduE laniro ; et Delum dilexit Apo'lo. 

At VOS, errones hrirrendi, et caligine dig'ni 
Cimmeri^ Deus idem odit. Natalia vestra^ 
Nubibus involvcns frontem, nen ille tueri 
Sustinuit. Pairium vos ergo re^uirite caelum ! 
lie ! Redi^e 1 Timcte moras ; m lenitir austro 
Spirantc, ct nitidas Pheebo jaculante sagittas 
Hostili vobis, pereatis gurgite misti ! 

March ij, 179^ 


ON THE ICE ISLANDS, 

SEEN FLOATING IN THE GERMAN OCEAN. 

What portents, from what distant region, ride, 
Unseen till now in ours, the astonished tide? 

^ In ages past, old Proteus, with his droves 
Of sea-calves, sought the mountains and the groves ; 
But now, descending vrhence of late they stood. 
Themselves the mountam|. seem to rove the flood ; 
Dire times were they, full- charged wi^ human woes ; 
” And theses scarce less calamitous ^an thc^ 

What view we now ? More wondrous stio I Bdiold t 
Like burnished brass they shine, or beaten gold 
And all around the pearl’s pure splendour wow, 

And aP around the ruby's nery glow.* 

Come they from India, where the burning earth, 
AjK^lxmnteous; gives her richttet treasures birth ; 

And where the costly gems that beam around 
The brows of mightiest potentates are found ? 

Na Never such a coumless dazzling store 
Had left, unseen, the Ganges’ peoplra shore ; 


ON mE ICE ISLANDS. 


3 ^ 


Rapacious hands, and ever-watchful eyes, 

Should .Sooner far have marked and seized the pritt. 

Whence sprang they then ? * Elected have they come 
From Ves vius , or from iEftna^s burning womb? 

Thus shine they self* illumed, or but display 
The borrowed splendoufs of a cloudless day ? « 

With borrowed beams they shine. T*he gales, that brcalhcf 
Now landward, ami the current's force bcotath,. 

Havp borne them nArer ; and the nearer sight, 

Advantaged more, contemplates them aright. 

Their lofty summits crested diigh, they show, 

With mingled sleet, and long- incumbent snow : 

The rest is icc. Far Ifence, where, most^vere, 

Bleak Winter well-nigh saddens all the year, 

Their ii^fant growth began. He bade arise 
Their igicouth forms, portentous in our eyes. 

Oft as, dissolved by transient sunt, the sijpw 
Left the tall cldlbto join the flood below, # 

He caugh^ancf curdled with a freezing blast 
The current, ere it reached the boundless waste. 

IW slow degrees uprose the wondrous pile, 

And long successive rolled the whiles • 

I'ill, ceaseless in its growth, it claimed to stand 
Tall as its rival niouiitains on the land. 

Thus stood, an<i, unremovable by skill 
Or force of man, had stood the structure stil^; 

But that, though firmly fixed, supplied yet 
By pressure of its own enormous v^ght. 

It left the .shelving beach, — and with a sound 
That shook the helloing waves and rocks arouncL 
Self-launched, and swiftly, to the briny wave, * 

TAs if instinct with strong desire to lave, 

Down went the ponderous mass. So bards of old 
How Delos swam the .Egean deep have told. 

But not of icc w'as Delos. Delos bore 

Herb, fruit, and flower. She, crowned with laurel, w<y«, 

Even under wintry skies, a summer smile ; ' 

And Delos was A|)ollo's favourite isle. 

But, horrid wanderers of the deep, to you 
He deems Cimmerian darkn^s only due. 

Your hated birthdie deigned not to survey. 

But, scomfuL turned his gloriou|eyes away. 

Hence ! your home, nor longer rashly dare « 

The darts of Phtjebus, and a softer air ; 

^Lest ye regret, too late, yoflr native coas4 
In no congenial ^If for ever lost ! 


MfaftM 19, 17 ». 
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THE CASTA 1VAY. 


on' a mistake in his translation o^ homer. 

CowpER had tinned with some excuse, 

If, bound in rhyming tethers, 

He had committee this a^buse 
Of changing ewes for wethers. 

But fliale for female is a trope, 

A rather bold misnomer, 6* 

That would have idartled even Pope, 

When he translated Homer. 


THE CASTAWAY. 


Obscurest night involved the sky. 
The Atlantic billows roared 
When such a destined wrct«>h as I, 
Washed headlong from on board. 

Of friends, of hope, of all bereft. 

His floating home for ever left. 

No braver chief cwuld Allnori boast 
Than he with whom he went. 

Nor ever ship left Albion's coast 
With w'armer wishes sent 
He loved them l)oth« but Loth in vain, 
Nor him beheld, nor her again. 

Not long beneath the whelming brine, 
Expert to swim, he lay ; 

Nor soon he felt his stren^h decline. 
Or courage die away ; 

But waged with death a lasting strife. 
Supported by despair of life. 

He shouted : nor his friends had failed 
To check the Vessel's course, 

But so the furious blast prevailed. 

That, pitiless t>erforce, 

Th^ left their outcast mate behind. 
And scudded still before the wind. 

Some succour yet they could afford; 

And such as stomfs allow. 

The cask, the coop, the floated cord, 

.. Delayed pot to lieslow. 

But he (they knew) nor ship not shores 
Whate'er they ga^e, should visit more. 

N^, cruel as it seemed, could he 
'Their haste himself cdtidemn, 

Avere that flight, in such a sea, 

March aob ifW* * 


Alone could rescue them ; 

Yet bitter felt it still to die 
Deserted, and his friends so nigh. 

He long survives, who lives an hour 
In ocean, self-upheld ; 

And so long he, with unsp^'nt power. 
His destiny repelled ; 

And ever, as the minutes flew, 
Entreated help, or cried “ Adieu !" 

At length, his transient respite past. 
His comrades, who befi>rc 
Had heard his voice in ever)' blast. 
Could catch the sound no more : 

For thm, by toil sulxiiied, he drank 
The stifling W'ave, and then he sank. 

No poet wept him ; but the page 
Of narrative sincere, 

I'hat tells his name, his worth, his age. 
Is wet with Anson's tear : 

And tears liy banls or heroes shed 
Alike immortalize the dead. 

I therefore purpose not, or dream, 

. Descanting on his fate, 

To give th£ melancholy theme 
A mo.'e endv.ring date : 

But misery still delights to trace 
lU semblance in another’s c^e. 

No voice dlWne the storm allayed. 

No light propitious shone 
W hem snatched from all effectual aid. 
We perished, each alone : 

But I beneath a rougher sea, ^ 

And whelmed in deeper gulfs than he. 



TRANSLAJICfNS. 




TRANSLATIONS FtfOU THE FRENCH OF MADAME 
DE LA MOTTE GUYON. < 


. THE NATIVITY. 

* 0 

*Tis folly all !— let me no m^e be told 

Of Parian poi|i ftes, and roofs of gold : 

Delightful^iews of nature, dressed by art, 

Enchant no longer this indifferent heart : 

S he Lord of all things, in His humble birth. 

[akes mean the pi md magnificence of ^rtA ; 

The straw, the manger, and the moulderin^wall, 

Eclips^ts lustrg; and 1 scorn it all. 

Canals, and fountains, and delicious vales. 

Green slopes, and plains whose plenty nevei^ails ; lo 

Deep-rooted groves, whose heads ^i^dimely rise, 

Earth-liQrn, and yet ambitious of the skies ; 

The abundant foliage of whose gloomy shades 
Vainly the sun in all ffs power invades ; 

^Where warbled airs of sprightly birds resound, 

AVhose verdure lives while winter scowls around ; 

Rocks, lofty mountains, caverns dark and deep. 

And torrents raving down the rugged steep ; 

Smooth downs, whose fragrant herbs the spirits cheer ; 
Meads crowned with flowers ; streams musical and cleai^ 20 
Whose silver waters and whose murmurs join 
Their artless charms, to make the scene divine ; 

The fruitful vineyard, and the furrowed plain 
That seems a rolling sea of golden grain ; 

All, all have lost^he charms they once possessed 
An infant Gqd reigns sovereign in my breast ; 

From Bethlehem’s bosom 1 no more will rove, 

Therefdwells the Saviour, and the're rests my love. 

• Ye mightier niwrs, that with sounding force • 

Urge down the vmlm your impetuous course I * %o 

Winds, clouds, and li^tnings ! and, ye waves, wllOlAcadi^ 
Curled into monstrounorms, the seaman drea^ 1 • • 

Horrid abyss, where all experience fails, ^ 

Spread with the wreck a| plaf|)cs and sl|gttered fails ; 

On whose broad back gnm Dtttfa triumphant rides, 

VHdln havoc floats on all thy* swelling tides, 

" Doa 
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TRAySL^r/OIsrs 


Vhy shores a scene of min, strewed around 
WilJ\ vessels bulged, and t)odies of the drowned I 
Ye fish, that sport beneath the' boundless waves, 

‘And rest, secure from maA, in ro6kv ezves ; ‘ 40 

Swift'darting sharks, and whales ol hideous size, 

Whom all 'he aquatic world with terfor eyes t * 

llad I but faith immovable and trUe, 

I might defy the Vtcreest storm, like you. 

« The world, a more disturbetl and boistelbus sea, 

When Jesus shows a smile, afitighls not me ; 

He hides pic, and in vain the billows roar, 
llre^k harmless at my feet, and leave the shore. 

l^ou azure vault, where through tht: gljom of night. 

Thick sown, we sec such countless worlds of light ! 50 

'Fhou moon, whose car, encompassing the skies, 

Restores lost nature to our wondering eyes. 

Again retiring when the brighter sun 
begins the course he seems in haste to run !• ^ 
behold him where he Aiitics I llis rapid rays, , 
I'hcmselvcs unmeasured, measure all our days; 

Nothing impedes the race he would pursue. 

Nothing escapea hi'* fienctrating view, * 

A thousand land' confess his quickening heat. 

And all he cheers are fruitful, fair, and swec(. 60 

Far from enjoying what these scenes disclose^ 

I feel the thuny alas ! but miss the rose : 

Too well I know this a^ing heart requires 
More solid good lo fill its vast desires; 

In vain they represent His matchless might. 

Who called them out of deep primevaf night ; 

Their form and beauty but augment my woe : 

I seek the (iiver of those charms they show: ' 

Nor, Him beside, throughout the world He made^ 

Lives there in whom I tmst for cure or aid. 70 

Infinite God, thou great unrivalled One I 
Wh^ise glory makes a blot of yonder sun : 

C ompared with Thine, how dim his beauty seems. 

How quenched the radiance of his golden beams ! 

'fhou art my bliss, the light by which I move ; 

Hn Thee alone dwells all that I, can love ; 

All darkness flies when Thou art pleased to appear, 

A sudden spring renews thf fading yeoTf; ^ 

Where’ er I turn I sec Thv power and grace, 

The watchful guardian of our heedless race ; • 80 

Thy vario'ts creatures in one stnun agree. 

All, in all times and places, speak of Thiee ; 

Even i', with trembling heatt and.stamineri^ tongue, 
Attempt, thy praise, and join the song. 

Almighty Former of this wondrous plan, 

Faintly reflated in Thine image, Man, — 

Holy and just, — thc*greatnesl of whose name 
Fills and sup|>ort^ this universal liranie^ 



FROM TIIE FRENCH OF MADAME CUyO.\ 


• 

DifTused* throughout the infinitude of space. 

Who art Thyself thine oufn^vast dwciling'piace ; go 

Soul of oift* soul, whom yek no seifee of ours 
Discerns, eluding our most active |>owers ; 

Encircling shades attend Thine awful throne, 

That veil thy face, and keep Thee still unknown ; 

Unknown, tlmugh dwelling in our inmost part. 

Lord of the tnough^ and Sovereign of the heart 
Repeat the charming truth that never tires. 

No God is like the Gm in^ sou! desires ! 

He at whose voice heaven trembles, even He, 

Great as He is, kn4)w9how to stoop to nllc. rco 

Lo ! there He lies ; — that smiling infanl said, 

“ Heaven, earth, and sea exist ! and they obeyed. 

Even He, whose Iking swells beyond the skies, 

Is born of woman, lives, aii^ mdUrns, and dies ; 

Eternal and Immortal, seems to cast ^ 

That glory fr(An Ilis brows, and brca4hcs His last. 

Trivial ana vain the works that man has wrought, 

I low do they shrink and vanish at the thought ! 
a Sweet solitude, nn<l scene of my rcpo<^ . 

This rustic sight assuages all my woes. — « * 1 10 

That Ciib contains the I^rd, whom I adore ; 

And earth’s a sflade, that I pursue no more. 

He is my firm support, my rock, my tower, ^ 

1 dwell secure lieneath His sheltering pow^ 

And hold this mean retreat for cvff dear, 

For all t )ove, my soul's delight, is here. 

I sec the Almighty swathed in infant bands, 

Tic<l helpless down the l'himdcr-l>carcr’K hands, • 

• And in tins shed that mystery discern, 

Which faith and love, and they alone, con Icam. 12C 

Ye tempests, spare the slumbers of your l>ord 1 ^ 

Ye zephyrs, all your whispered sweets afford ! 

Confess the God that guiaes tlie rolling year ; 

Heaven, do Him homage ; and thou, Earth, revere I 
Ye shepherds, monarchs, sages, hither bring 
Your hearts an offering, and adore your King ! 

Pure be those hearts, -and rjph in Faith and Love ; 

Join in His prai«e, the harmonious world above ; 

To Bethlehm hasl^, rdoicc in^is repose. 

And praise ilim there for all tnat He bestows ! 130 

Man, busy Man, alas ! can ill afford 

• To the summons, and attend the Lord ; 

Perverted reasoit revels and runs wild, • 

•By glittering shows of pQmp and wealth beguiled 
And, blind to Mnuina excellence and graces 
Finds not her Author in so mean a pla^. 

Ye unbelieving f learn a wiser part, • 

Distrust your erring seifte, sM search your heAt , 

.There, soon ye shd perceive a kindling iame 
Glow for that infant ood from whom it came ; * 140 
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TR^iNSLATIONS 


•1 

Kcsist noty^^qumch not, that divine desire, 

Melt hll your adamant in heavenly hre ! 

• Not so will I requite thte, gentte Love ! 

Yielding and soft this heart will ever prove ; 

And every ficart beneath thy |>ower should fall, 

C'ilarl to submit, could mine contain them all. 

ISut I am poor ; cj)lation I have none, 

, None for a Saviour, but Himself alone 
■W^iate’cr I render Tlice, from •Thee it came ; 

And if I ^yc my body to the flaiye, i jO 

My patieiilrc, love, and energy divine 
Of Heart, and soul, and spirit, all arc t!im(. 

Ah, vain attempt to expunge th^mighty score I 
The more I pay, I owe Thee still the more. 

Upon my meanness, poverty, and guilt 
1‘lic trophy of Thy glory sLall built ; 

My self-disdain s^'fili be the unshaken base, , 

And my defonnity its hsirest grace ; ' 

Tor destitute of good, and rich in 111, 

Must be my state and my description still. x 6 o 

And dn 1 gricye ^t such an humbling lot ? i 

Nay, bitt I chcri^lt and enjoy the thought. 

Vain pageantry and pomp of earth, adieu ! 

I have no wish, no memory for you : * 

'The more I feel my misery, I adore 
The ^acrerf InmAe of my soul the more ; 

Rich in His love, I feel m/ noblest pride 
•Spring from the sense of having nought beside. 

In Thee I find 'wealth, comfort, virtu/^ might ; 

My wanderings prove Thy wisdom infinite ^ 170 

All that I have I give Thee ; and then see « 

All contrarieties unite in Thee ; 

For Thou hast joined them, taking up our woe, 

And pouring out Thy bliss on worms below. 

By filling with Thy grace and love divine 
A gulT of evil in this heart of mine. 

This IS, indeed, to bid the \’alleys rise, 

And Jhe hills sink, — 'tis matching earth and skies I 
[ my weakness, thank Thee, and deplore 
An aching heart, that throbs to thank Thee^ore ; 180 

The Inorc 1 love Thee, I the more reprove 
A soul so ^cless, and so slov^ to love ; 

Till, on a deluge of Thy mercy tossed, 

I plunge in{o that sea, and there aaa lost 


GOD NEITUFR KNOWN NOR LbVED BY THE WORLD. 

Ve linnets, let us try, beneath this grove. 

Which shall be loudest in o£r Maker’s praise I 
In Quest of some fisriom retreat I rove, 

For all the world is blind, and wanden mm His vra}a. 
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lyiat God alone should prop tlie sinking soul. 

Fills them with ra^e against His empire now t 

I trgverse earth in vain from pole to pole, 

To seek one simple heart, set tree from all below. 

They speak of l(fve, yet little feel its sway^ 

While in their bosoms many an idol lurks ; 

Their base desires, wcll>satis(ied, olAy, 
i^ave the Creafbr's band^ and lean upon His works. 

*Tis therefore I can dwell with man no 
Your fellowship, ^e warblers ! suits grie best : * • 

Pure love has lost its price, though prized of ^ore^ 
Profaned by modern tongues, and ritgfued as a jest 

• 

My God, who formed yoiufor His praise alone^ 
Beholds His purpose wfll fulfilled im you : 

Come, us join the choir before IBs throne^ 
Partaking in His praise with spifits just and true t 

Yes, I will always love ; and, as I ought. 

Tune to the praise of Love my ceasete^ voice J • 

Preferring Love too vast for human Thought, 

Ifrtpite ofaerring men, who cavil at my choice. 

Why have I not a thousand thousanMearts, 

Lord of my soul I that they il^bt all m thind? 

14 Thou approve, — the zeal Thy smile imparts^ 
Howtihould it ever fail I can such a fire decline ? 

• V 

Love, pure and holy, is a deathless fire ; 

Its object heavenly, it must ever blaze : 

Eternal Love a God must needs inspire, ^ 

When once He wins the heart, and fits it for His praise. 

Self-love dismissed, — then we live indeed,-— • 

In her embrace^ death, only death is found ; 

Come, then, one noble mortt and succeed, 

Cast off the chain of self with which thy soul is bdhm^ 

Oh ! I coftld cry, that all the world ought hear, • 

Ye self-lbnnenfors, love ycBir God alone ; 

Let His un^uaUed excellence be dear, * 
l>ear to your inmost ^miIs, and make Him all your own f 

Th^ hear me not. — Alas 1 how-fopd to rove 
In endiiess chase gf iblly*s specious Im I / 

*Tm here alone^ bencra Uiis diady grove^ ** 

1 taste the sweets of truth, — ^bere only angsecnic 


¥>1 * 
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THE SWALLOW. 

f* ' 

I AM fond of the swallovr -I learn from her flight, 

Had I skill to improve it, a lessnii of love : 

It How seldom on earth do we sec her alight ! 

She dwells i^. the skies, she is ever above. 

It is on the wing that she tajees her repose, 

' Sus^nded and poised in the regions of air ; 

*Tis nob in our fields ihat her Sustenance grows, 

« It is winged li|(e herself, 'tis ethei(* 2 al farOi 

She comes in the spring, all Kle summer she stays 
And, dreading the cold, still follows the sun 
So, true to our Love, we should covet his rays 
And the place where Hh shr.ies not, immediately shun, 
r • 

Our light should be love, and our nourishment prayer ; 

It is dangerous food that we find upon earth : 

The fruit of this world is beset with a snare, 

In itself it is hurtful, as vile in its birth. 

t 

’Tis rarely, if ever, she settles below, , 

And only when building a nest for her ^oung ; 

Were it not for her brood, she would neyer licstow 
A thought boon anything filthy os dung. 

Let us leave it ourselves (’tis a mortal abode) 

To bask every moment in infinite Love ; 

Let us flf* the dark winter, and folloCr the road 
That leads to the Dayspring appearing above. 


A FIGUR.\TIVE DESCRIPTION OF THE PROCEDURE OK 
. DIVINE LOVE, 


IN BRINGING A .SOUL TO THF POINT OF SELF-RENUNCIATION 
r AND ABSOLUTE ACQUIESCENCE. 


’Twas my purpose, on a day. 

To embark ana sail away ; ^ 

As I climbed the vessers side, 
l..ove was sporting in the tide ; 

** Come," he said,^ asyend I make haste, 
** ILattnch inlo the boundless waste." 

Manpr mariners weie^^ere, 

I laving each his separate care ; 

TheV that rowed us held^their eyes 
Fi\^ a{Km the starry slS^es ; 

Others steered, or turned the^aaiU " 

To receive the shiftiug gales. 


'lA>ve, wilh^power divine supplied. 
Suddenly my courage tried ; 

In a moment it* was night. 

Ship and skies were ov.t of sight ; 

On the briny wave 1 lay, « 
Floating nilhes all my stay. 

DM I^th resentment bum 
At this unexpected turn ? 

Did 1 wish myself on shore, 

NevwT to forsake it more ? 

No " My soul," I cried, " be stiUl 
"Ifimustbelost, 
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Next he hastencdcto convey ** Ah ! return, and love me still ; 

Both my frail supports away ; • « See me subjcct*to tliy will ! ^ 

Sei:^ my rushes ; bade the waves • *bFrown with wrath, or smile wfth grace 
Ya^ into a thousand graves : “ Only let me see thy face I 

Down 1 weat, and sunk as lead, | ** Evil 1 have nouc to fear, 

Ocean closing o’er my head. “ All is good, if*Thou aitmear.** 

Still, however, life wa^safe ; ^ Yet he leaves me, — cruel fateL*p*^ 

And I saw hiih turn and laugn ; • Leaves me in my lost estate f 

4‘ Friend,” he cried, “ adieu ! lie low " llave I sinned Oh s8y wherein? 

“ While the wintry storms shall blow^; “ Tell me, and fi9rgive iny sinj 
** When the spring has calnn^l the main, King and Lord, whofh I adore, 

“ You shall rise and float again.” ^ " Shall I see thy face no more? 

Soon I saw him, awith dismay, 

Spread his plumes and soar away ; 

Now I mark his rapid 
Now he leaves iny achii^sight ; 
lie is gtwic whom l#dorc, 

’Tis in vain to seek him more. 

How I tr<ftibled then and feared. This wift j«Bt what J^.ove intended. 

When my Love had disapi^arcd ! He was now no more offended ; 

“ WilUhou leaiMie thu^^* I cried, Soon as 1 became a child, 

'* Wheyned beneath the rolling tide ?" I-ove returned to me and smiled ; 

Vain attempt to reach his lar I Never stri^ shall more betide 

Love was gone, an<l would not hear. ’Jfwixt thtrbridegrooii^and liihjiride. < 


Be not angry ; 1 resign, , 

Henceforth, all my will to thine : 

” I consent that Thou depart, 

” Tho* tliffiie absence breaks my heart ; 
” CS> then, and for ever too ; 

** All is right that Hiou wilt da" 


A cnn.D 6 f god^xjnging to see h^m beloved. 


• • 

There’s not an echo round me. 
But I am glad should learn 
How puie a fire has found me, 
The love with which I bum. 
For none attends with pleasure 
To what 1 would reveal ; 
They slight me out of measure^ 
And laugh at all I feel. 

The rocks receive less pnudly 
The story of my l^me ; • 
When I approach, tncy loudly 
Reverberate His name. 

I speodP to them of aidness, 

And comforts at a staAd ; 
lliey bki me look for gladness, 
And better days at hand. * 

rtr from all habitation, 

1 heard a happy sound, ^ 
BigwUh the consolation 
Tint 1 hare often found: 


I said, "My lot is soirow, 

" My grief has no alloy 
The rocks replied — ^ To-morrow, 
“ To-morrow brings thee joy,’* 

These sweet and secret tidings 
What bliss it is to hear ! 

For, spite of all myschidings. 

My weakness and my^eaj;, 

No sooner I rcceivcjhem, 

Than I foiget mjr pain, 

And, happy to believe them, 

1 love a.s much again. 

I fly to scenes*Tomantic^ • 
Where never n^n resort ; 

For in an age .<y]|^frantic 
Impiety is sport ; 

For not and confusion 
They ba^er thinra above^ 
Condemning, as delusion, 

The joy o3f p<!rfect love* , 
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TRANSLATIONS 


In this sequestered comer, 
None hears iwhaf I express ; 
Delivered from the scorner, 
What peace do I possess ! 
.Beneath the bou{;hs reclining, 
Or rovirg o’er thA wild, 

I live as undesigning ^ 

> nd harmless as a child. 


No troubles here surprise me ; 

« I innocently play, 

While Providence supplies me. 

And guards me all the day : ' 

My dear and kind Defepder 
Preserves me safely here, 

From men of pomp and splendour, 
Who fill a child with fetur. 


• HAPPY SOLITUDE-UNUAPPY men. 

My heart is easy; and my bhrthen light ; 

I smile, though sad, when Thou art m my sight s 
The more my woes in fecret I deplore, 

1 taste Thy goodness, and Flove Thee more. 

There, while a soldnn stillness reigns around^ 

P'aith, Love, and Hope within my soul abound ; 

And while the world suppose me lost in care. 

The joys of«angcls, unperceived, I sliare. 

«. 

Tliy creatures wrong Thee, O Thou Sovereign Q^od I 
Thou art not loved, liccause not understbod ; 

This gricvQS me most, that vain pursuits beguile 
,Ungiatefttl ^en, regardless of Tny smile. 

Frail beauty and false honour are adored ; • 

While Thee they scorn, and trifle with Thy \1ord ; 
Pass, l^nconcerned, a .Saviour’s sorrows by ; 

And hunt their ruin with a zeal to die. 


ASPIRATIONS OF THE SOUL AFTER GOD. 


Mr Spouse 1 in whose presence I live, 
Sole object of all my desires. 

Who knowest r/hat a flame I conceive 
And ^an^t easily double its fires ; 

Ilo^ pleasant all that I meet I 
From fear of adversity free, 

I find even sorrow made sweet ; 
Because ’tis assigned me Thee. 

Transported I see Th^ display 
Thy riches and c^ory divtne ; 

I have only my Ufe;V> repay» 

'IJske WMt I would gladly resign. 

Thy will is the treasure t seek, 

For Thou art as faithful as strong ; 

There let mc^ obedient and meek, 
Repose.myself alt the day long. 


My spirit and liKulties fail ; 

Oh finish what love has begun I 
Destroy what is sinful and frail, 

. And dwell in the soul Thou hast won 
Dear them* of my wonder and praise, 
1 ciy, «who ia worthy as Thon ! 

I can only be silent and gaze : 

*Tis all that is left of» me now. 

r « 

O glory in which I am lost. 

Too deep for the plummet of thought 
OX uatocean of deny toss^ 

I am swallowed, I sink into nought 
Yet lost and absorbed as I seem, ^ 

^ I tibant to the praise of my King ; 

•And, though oveiwhdmed ^tbe tlwme, 
Am happy wheneverfl sii^ . 
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DIVINE JUSTICE AMIABLE.' 


Thou hast lightninprs, O Thou Just t 
Or I their force should know ; • 

And if Thou strike me into dust, 

My soul approves thoiblow. 

The heart, that values less its case 

• Than it adores Tliy ways, ^ 

Jn Thine avenging anger sees 
A subject of its praise. • * 

Pleased I cou!»l lie, concealed and lost, 
In shades of cehtral night ; 

Not to avoid Thy Vrath, Thou knowesL 
But lest I grieve Thy sip^it. 

Smite ma, O Thou, whom I provoke ; 
And I will love Thee still ; 

The well-deserveil and rightcou- stroke 
Shall ple^e me, though it kill 


Am I not worthy to sustain 
The worst Tkou canst devise ? 

And dare I seek Thy thrSne again, 
And nifect Thy sacred ey< ^ ^ 

Far from afflicting, Tho^^ art kind ; 

And in my saddest hours 
An unction of 'niy gr^ce 1 find, 
l>ervadiiig all my powers. 

Alas f Thou sparest me again ; 

And when Thy wrath sTiould move^ 
•Too gentle to endure my wain, 

Thod yoth*5t me with Phy love, 

I have no punishment to fear ; 

But, ah f that smile from Thee 
Imparts a riang far more severe 
ThaitVoe itself would be. 


the TRIUMPH OF HEAVENLY L^TVE pESIRED. 

• All J reign, wherever man is found, 

* My SpoU|p, bclovM and divine 1 
Then I am rich, and I abound. 

When every human heart is Thine. 

A thousand sorrows pierce my soul. 

To think that all are not Thine own : 

Ah ! be adored from pole to pole ; 

Where is Thy zeal ? arise y be known I 

All hearts are cold, in every place. 

Yet earthly good with warmth pursue ; 

Dissolve them with«t flash of grace, 

Thaw*these of ice, and give us new I 


TRUltl AND DIVIVE LOVt REJECTED BY flTHE WORLD.. 

O Love, of garland heavenly birth I 
O »mp]e Truth, scarce known on earth i 
Whom men resist with stubborn will ^ 

And, more perverse «id daring still, • 

Smother and quench, widi rqisoigngs vain, 

While errcMr aid dec^ton idgn. • 
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TIiANSLAridNS 


- - t ' 

Whence comes it, that, your power the same 
I As His on high, from whence you came. 

Ye rarely find a listening ear, •* 

Or heart that makes you welcome here ? — 
Because ye bring reproach ^nd pain. 

Where’er ye visit, in your train. 

The wohd is proud, and cannot bear • 

The scorn and caluin^iy ye shaA ; 

The praise of men the mark they mean, 

•'i'hcy fly the place w'hcit; ye arc seen *, 

Pure Love, with scandal in rear, 

Suits not the vain ; it costs too dear. 

• 

Then, let the price be what it may, 

Though poor, I am ]>reparcd to ]’»ay ; 

Come shai^e, coidh soi'uw ; spite of tears, 
Weaknti s, and heart-oppressing fc«r|; 

One soul, at Itet, shall not repine, ^ 

To give you room ; come, reign in mine 1 

• •< 

• LIVING WATER. 

Tiik fountain in its source 

drought of summer fears ; 

The fartherWt pursues its course 
The nobler it appears. 

But shallow cisterns yicldl 
A scanty short supply ; 

The morning sees them amply filled, 

At evening they are dry. 


THE SOUL* THAT LOVES GOD FINDS HIM EVERYWHERE. 


0 Thou, by logg experience tried, 

Near no grief can long abide ; 

My'Love ! how full of sweet content 

1 pass my year^ of banishment 1 ^ 

All scenes alike enga^ng prove 
To souls imnressed with sacred Love 1 
W'liere'er |hcy dwell, .they dwell in 
Thee ; ^ 

In heaven, in cartlv •or on the sea. 

To Vie remains nor place nor time ! 

Mf pountry is in every Mime ; 

I can be emm and free from tare 
On any shore, sincerGod is there. 


While place we seek, or place we shun, 
The soul finds liappiness in none ; 

But, with lyGod to guide our way, 

*Ti5 equ^jl joy go or stay. 

Could I be cast where Thou art no» 
'Hiat were indeed a dreadful ^ot ; 

But region^none remote 1 call, 

Sepnre of finding God in alh 

My conntry, Lord, art Thou alonfti; 
Noi«other can I claim or own ; 

The point where aU my wishes meet ; 
My law, my love; life %onl^ sweet ! 
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I hold by nothing here below ; 

Appoint my journc^, and I go ; [pride, 
Though pierced by scorn, oppressed by 
1 feeWThee good, feef nought beside. * 

No frowns oT men can hurtful pro%e 
To souls on Are with heavenly Love ! 
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Aft, then I to His embrace fepair ; 

My soul, thou art no stranger there ; 
There Love divine shall be thy guairi, 
And peace and safety thy iftwaro. 


GRATITUDE AND LOVE TO GOI>. 


All are indebted much to Tlfce, 
But I far more than all. 

From many a deadly snare set free, 
And raised from many a fall. 

' Overwhelm me from above. 

Daily, with Thy boundlc^ rove ! 


What bonds of gratitude I feel 
No language can declare ; 

Beneath tne^oppressive weigh. I reel, 
*Tis more<b^n ^ • 

When slpill I tha^lAcssing^rove, 

To return Tfiec Ix>vc for Love ? 


Spirit of Charity, dispense 
Thy grace to eveiy heart ; 
Expel sdl otM spirits thence, 


Drive self from every part ; 
Charity Mi vine, draw nigh, 

Break the chains in which we lie I • 


selfisji souls, whatever they feign. 
Have still a slavish lot ; 

The^KMist of liberty in vain, 

Of lA>ve, and feel it not. 

He whose bosom glows with Thee, 

He, andife alone, &/ree. 

« 

O blessedness, all bliss above, 

When thy pure fires prevail I 
Love only teaches what is Love ; 

All other ^cssonfiifail ^ 

We learn its name, but not its powers, 
Experience only makes it ours. 


THE TESTIMONY OF DIVINE ADOPTION. 


How happy are the new-lxim race ; 
- Partakers of adopting grace, 

, I How pure the bli^s they share 1 
^ Hid from the world and alt its eye%^ 
Within their heart the blessing lies, 
And conscience feels it there. 

• 

The moment we believe, •'tis oiiH ; 

• And if we love with all our powers 
The Godyrom whom it came. 
And if we serve with hearts %nccre, 
'Tts still discernible and clear. 

An nndis^ted claim. 

Bul^ A t if fool and wilfuf sin 
Stain and dishonour us within. 
Farewell Ijie joy we knew ; 


Again the slaves of Nature's sway, 

In lab’rinths of our owif we stray, 
Without a guide or clue. 

The chaste and pure, •who fear to 
grieve • * 

The gracious Spirit they^receive^ 

^ His work distinctly trace ; 

And, strong in undissembling love, 
Bcddly assert and clearly prove 
Their hearts Hi%dwdling»place. 

• • * 

O messen^ of dear flight. 

Whose voice dispel&^e £ep^ niglit, 
Sweet peace^rodaixnmg Dove 1 ^ 
With Thee at hand to sooUie our pains, 
tNo wish unsatisfied remains, • * 
No taidc Vat that of Love. 
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’Tls Love unites what sin divides ; 
The centre, where all bliss resides ; 

To which the 'soul once brought, 
Reclining a<i the first great Cause, * 
From His aboun<ling sweetness draws 
Peace passing huoi^n thought. 


Sorrow foregoes its nature there. 

And life assumes a A'anquil air, 

* Divested of its woes ; [breast, 

There sovereign goodness soothes the 
Till then incapable of rest, 

Inr sacred sure repose, ' 


COD HIDES 'HIS PEOPLE. 


To lay the soul that ?bvcs him low 
Becomes the Only Wise : 

To hide, beneath a veil of woe, 

The children of the skies. 

Man, though a worm, would yet l?e 
great ; 

Though feeble, would sedfh strong; 
Assumes an in(lc])eiulent state, 

By sacrilege and wrong. 

Strange the reverse, which, vmc.'* abased, 
The haughty creature proves! 
lie feels his soul a barren waste, 

Nor dares affirm he loves. 

^ bv the thoughtless find the vain. 

To God he presses near ; 

Superior to the worKl’s disdain. 

And ha])j)y in its sl^'^er. 

Oh welcome, in his heart he says, 
Humility and shame ! 

Farewell the wish for human praise. 
The music of a name I 


But will not scandal mar the good 
Th.#*. I might else perform ? 

.And can God work it, if he would. 

By so despised a worm ? 

,^h, vainly anxious !~leave the Ix>rd 
To rule tl!,cc, and dispose ; 

Sweet is the A'andatc of His word. 
And gracious s&i He does. 

He draws from human littlrncss 
His grandeur and renown ; 

And generous hear(5with'3oy confess 
The triuiAph all His o-.t n. * 

Down then with self-exalting thoughts! 
Thy faith and hope employ. 

To welcome all that He .Vlots, 

Aik^ £iiffcr shame with j^'^y. 

No longer, then, thou wilt ei croach 
On His eternal right ; 

And He shall smile at thy approach. 
And make thee His dclighu 


SELF-DIFFIDENCE. 


SouncE'of love, and light of day. 
Tear me froip myself away ; 

Every view and thought of mine 
Cast into the moukl of Thine ; 
Teach, oh teach this faithless heart 
consistent, const'int part ; 

Or, if it^nust live to grow 
More rebdlioui^ break it now I 

Is it thus that I requite 
Grace and goodness iafinite ? 
•livery trace of every \>oon 
Cancelled and erased so soon f 


(. Can I grieve Thee, whom 1 love ; 
Thee, utewhom I live and move? 

If m^sorroYT touch Thee still. 

Save me from so great an ill ! 

i Oh I the oppressive, irksocne weigh! 
Felt in aa uncertain state ; 

Comfort, peace, and rest« adieu, 
^herald 1 prove at last untrue ! 

StiU I choose Thee, follow still 
Every notice of Thy will ; ^ 

But, unstable, strannly weak, 

* Still let slip thc^good 1 seek. 
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Self-confiding wretch, I thought 
1 could serve Tlfee as 1 ought, 
Win ITiee, and deserve to feel 
Alik tlie Love Thoif canst reveal t 
Trusting self, a bruised reed, 

Is to be deceived indeed. « 
Save me from this harm and loss, 
Lest my gold turn alUto dross I 


Self is earthly—Faith alAie 
Makes an unsev) world our own ; 
Faith relinquished, Aow we ro^, 
TFeel our way, and leave bur home t 
Spurious gems our hopes entice. 
While we scorct the pearl of price ; 
And, preferring servant^ pay. 

Cost tn# children's bread away. ^ 


THE ACQUIESCENCE OF PURE LOVE 

Love ! if Thy* destined ^sacrifice am I, 

Come, Slav thy victini, and prepitre Thy fires ; 
Plunged in Thy depths of mercy, let me die 
The death which ever^ soi^l that lives desires t 

1 watch my^ours, and see them fleet #way ; 

Tha tiine is long tlmt I have Itnguished here ; 

Yet all my thoughts Thy purposes obey, 

With no reluctance, cheerful and sincere. 

•* • 

To me 'tis equal, whether I.ove ordaii^ 

life w death, appoint me pain or ease : 

My soul pCTceivcs no real ill in pain $ 

In ease or health no real good she seies. 

• 

One Good she covets, and thft Good alone ; 

Tl) choose Thy will, from selfish bias free ; 

And to prefer ^gottage to a throne, ^ 

And grief to comfort, if it pleases llice. * 

That we should bear the cross is Thy command. 

Die to the world, and live to self no more ; 

Suffer, unmoved, beneath the rudest hand, • 

As pleased when shipwrecked as when safe on shore. 


THE ENTIRE SURRENDER 

Peace has unveiled her smiling face, 
And wdos thy soul to her embrace, 
Enjbyed ilfith ease, if thou refrain 
From earthly lovc^ else sought in vain 
She dwells with yll who Truth prefer. 
But seeks not them who seek not her. 

Yield to the IjoiAt with simple beast, 

All that thofi has^ and all thou art ; 
Renounce all strength but itrengfh djvim 
And peace sludl be (pr ever thine : ^ 

Pehofd the patn which I have trad, 

My path, till 1 go kome to God. 



TRAjVSZAT/OJ/S 


GLORY TO GOD ALONE. 

Oil, loved 1 but not- enough— thcugh dearer far 
Than self and its mdst loved enjoyments are ; 

None duly Itves Thee, but who, nobly free 
From sensual objects, fin^s his all it. Thee. 

Gloi^ of God ! thou stranger here below, 

Whom man nor knows, nor Teels a wish to know; 
^Our faith and reason arc both shocke(l to find 
Man in the post. of honour- -Thee behind. 

N 

Reason exclaims — ** Let every creature fall, 

** Ashamed, abased, before the Lord of all ! *' * 

And faith, o'^rwhelmed witn such a dazzling blaze, 
Feebly describes the beauty she surveys.' a 

Yet man, dim-sighted man, and rash as blind, 

Deaf to the dictates of his better mind, 

In/rantic competition dares the skies, 

And ckiims precedence of the Only Wise. 

Oh, lost in vanity, till once self-known f 
Nothing is great, or good, but God alone ; 

^Whet. thou shalt starjd before liis awful face, 

Then, at the lost, thy pride shall know his placp, 

Glorio^'s, Almighty, Firsts and wi^hbiit end I ' 

When' wilt Thou melt the mountains and descend ? 
When wilt Thou shoot abroad Thy contmering rays. 
And teach these atoms Thou hast made Thy praise? 

Thy Glory is the sweetest heaven I feel ; 

And, if 1 seek it with loo fierce a zeal, 

Vhy Love, triumphant o'er a selfish will, 

Taught me the passion, and inspires it stUL 

'My reason, all my fiiculties. unite, 

To make 'fhy Glory their supreme delight ; 
iForbid it. Fountain of my brightest da^ 

That 1 should rob Thee^ and usurp Thy pirise I 

■h. 

My soul ! rest happy in thy low estate. 

Nor hope, .nor wisn, to be esieemed or great ; 

To take the impression of a will divintS 
that thy glory, and those rjphes thine. 

C ^ 

Confess Him righteous in His just decrees, 

Love whu He mves, and let His pleasure please ; 
Die dail)* ; from the toud^ z>f sih recede ; 

Then thou hast crowiwd Him, and He pdgns indeed. 
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SELF,LOVE AND TRUTJI INCOMPATIBLE. 


From thorny wilds a monster can^e, 

That filled my soul with fear and shame ; 
The birds, forgetful of their mirth, 
DroopM at the sigh V anil fell ^ earth ; 
When thus a siSlIge addressed imne ear, • 
Himself unconscious of a fear : 

“ Whence all this terror and surpri&, 
“Distracted looks and streany^ eyes ? 

“ Far from the world and its afmirs, , 

“ The joy it boasts, the pain it shares, 

“ Surrender, withdut guile or art, 

“To God, an undivided heart ; 

“ The savage form, so iear^ before, 

^ '^Sliall scare your trentning soul no 
«more ; " • 

“ For loathsome as the sight may be, 

’Tis but die Icve of self you we. 


THE LOVE OF GOD 

Since life ir^ sorrow must l^e spent. 

So be wellaixmtent, « 

And meekJv\rait nw last remo^ 
Seeking qply growtn in love. 

No bliss 1 seek, but to fulfil 
In life, in death. Thy lovely will ; 

No succours in my woes I want, 

Save what Thou art pleased to gianL 


** Fix all your love on God alone, 
“Chuse but His drill, and hate your own, 
“No fear^hall in your path be found, 
“The dreary waste shall bloo^^ -/tJund, 
“ And you, through all your happy day^, 
“Shall bless His natnc,*and sing lIi: 
praise.’* • • 

O lovely solitude, hoV sweet 
The silence of this calm retreat ! 
llere 'frulh, the fair whom 1 pursue, 
Gives all her l)eauty to my view ; • 
flThe simple unadorned disfday 
Charm^egery pain and fear away. 

O l^th, whom millions proudly slight 
O Truth, my treasure and delight \ 
Accept this tribute to thy name. 

And thugiM^r heai;t from which it came 


THE END OF LIFE. 

• • • • 

Our days are numbered, let us spare 
Our anxious hearts a needless care : 
'Tis Thine to mfhiber out our days ; 
Ours to give them to Thy praise. 

Love is our only buMness here, • 
Love^ simple, constant, and sincere ; 
O blessed days Thy servants see, 
Spent, O Ixra I in pleasing Thee. , 




REPOSE IN GOD, 

• • 


Blest 1 who, fgr from all mankind, 
This world’s sh^oiirs left behind, • 
Heats from Heaven a gentle strain 
IVhiqiering Love^ and loves again. 

• * 

Bleirt 1 who, free from self-esteem, 
Diva into the great Supremiv 
All desire besi&s discords, • 

• Joya infenor none raoanla. 




Blest r who in Tfiy bosom seeks 
Rest that nothing earthly breaks. 
Dead to self and yorldly things. 
Lost in Thee^ Thw JCing of kin{ 

Ve that know my Sl^ fire, 
Softly speak and soon retire ; 
Favour my di^ne repose. 

Spare UussleeD a'Gra kotows. 
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TRANSLATimS 


LOVE PURE 

jEALOtrs, and with love o’crflowing, 
God demands a fervient heart ; 

Grace and bounty still bestowing, 
C'tUs us to a grateful part> 

Oh, then, wi;h suT)reme ofTcction 
Ilis paternal Will ►-egard ! 

If it cosk us soric dejection, 

Every sigh has its reward. 


ANb FERVENT. 

Perfect Love has power to soften 
Cdres that might our peace destroy ; 
Nay, docs more-^transforms them often, 
Changing sorrow into joy. 

1 

Sovereign Love appoints the measure 
r And the numl>(:r of our pains ; 

And is pleased when wc find pleasure 
In the trials He ordains. 


THp ^PERFECT SACRIFICE. 


I PLACE an offering at Thy shrine, 
From taint and blemish clear, 
Simple and pure in its design. 

Of all that 1 hold dear. 

I yield Thee back Thy gifts again. 
Thy gifts which most I prize ; 

I Icsirous only to retain t 
nt^ noticeeff Tliinc eyes. 


But if, by Thine .^dor^l decree, 
That blessing be denied ; 
Resigned and unreluctant, 5 ee 
My every wish subside. 

Thy will inull things' ivpprovv 
Exalted or cast down ! 

Thy will in every state 1 love. 
And even in 'f hy frown. 


DIVINE LOVE ENDURES NO RIVAL. 

Love is the Lord wbom I obey, 

Whose will transported I perform ; 

The centre of my rest, my stay, 

Love's all in all to me, myself a worm. 

For uncreated charms I bum, 

Oppressed by slavish fear no more ; 

For One in whom J may discetjp, 

Even when He frp^ns, a swe^ess Indore. 

He little loves Him who complains, 

^nd findk him rigorous and severe ; 

. ilis heart is sordid, and he fei|m8, 

I Though loud in boasting of a soul sincere. 

Love ca‘,;«es *tis to move 

And stimulate nie slumbering mind ; 

Und he has iiever«itasted love 
Who shuns a pang sogractously deslgneiL 
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Sweet is the cross, above all sweets, 

• To souls enamoured with Thy smiles ; 

The keenest wcas life ever meets 
Love strips of allots teriwrs, and b^iles. 

’Tis just that Cod should not be dear 
'Where Self engrosses all the thought, • 

And groans and murmurs mal^ it clear, 
WHiitever^else is lov^, the Loref is not. 

The love of Thee flows just as much 
As that of ebbingsself subsides ; 

Our hearts, their scantiness is such. 

Bear not*the conflict of two rival tides. 

• 

Both cannot govern in one soul ; 

Then let self-love lie dispossessed ; 

The love of Go4 desf rves the whole, 
And^mil] not dwell with so despised a guest. 


TH^^SECRETS OF DIVINE 

a • 

Sun ! stay thy course^ this moment 
stay — 

Suspend the o’erflowing tide of day. 
Divulge not |uch a Jove as mine, 

Ah ! hide mysten^ divine 

Lest man, wiio deems my glorj^hamc. 

Should legm the secret of my flame. 

O Night ! propitious to my views. 

Thy sable awnfng wide dinuae : 

Conceal alike my joy and pain, 

Nor draw thy curtain back again. 

Though morning, by the tears she shows, 
Seems to participate my woes. 

Ye Stars ! whose faint and feeble flres^ 
FIxpress my languishing de^res, 

Whose slender beams |^*rv^^the skies 
As silent as m^ secret sighs, 

Thoi^ emanations of a soul 
That dart# her fires beyond the polep 
s 

Your raysi^that scarce assist the si^ht. 
That pierce, but not displace, tlm night, 
.Tha^ine indeed, but nothing ttiow 
Of 111 those various scenes hdow. 

Bring no disturbance, rather prov9 9 
Incentives to a sacred lov^ 


LOVE TtjflS TO* OE KEPT. 

Tliou Moon! whose never-falling course 
Bespeaks a providential force, 

£k>, tell thS tidings of my flafnen^<%>^ 
*1^ Him who calls ihe stars by name, 
Whose absence kills, whose presence 
cheers, \ 

Who blots or brightens all my yearn 

While, in the blue abyss of space, 
Thine orb performs it% rapid race, 

Still whisper in his listening cars 
The language of my s^hs and tears ; 
Tell him, I seek him, far below, • 
Lost in a wilderness of woe. 

Ye thought -composing, silmit Ildbfs, 
Diffusing peace o*er ail my poweiv • 
^"riends ol the pensive^ who conceal 
Tn flarkest shades the flames 1 feel ; 

To yon 1 tnist, and safely may, 

The love that ws^^tes my stren^^h away. 

In sylvan scenes and caverns rude, 

I taste the sw^ts pC^solitude ; 

Retired indeed, buf not alone, 

1 share them with a Spouse unkxiffWn, 
Who hides in#here, from envious^syes, 
Frooi idlintnision and surprise. 

■ as 
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IMbowerinp Shaded, and Dens pro- 
found 1 ^ 

“Where Kcho rolls the voice.around ; 
Mountains J whose elevated heads • 

A moist and misty veil overspreads ; 
Disclose a solitary bride 
To Him I love — to nbne beside. 

Ye ills ! that, murmuring all the way, 
Among liie polished pebbles stray ; 
Creep silently along the ground, 

Dest, drawn by that harmonious sound. 
Some wanderer, whom 1 would not 
n eet. 

Should stumble on my loved retreat 

Knamcllcd Meads, and Hillocks green. 
And Streams that water all th(t scene \ 
Ye Torrents, loud in distant ears ! 

Ye Fountains ! that receive my tehrs 1 
Ah ! still conceal, with caution due, 

A charge I trust with none but you. 

If, when my painUnd grief increase, 

1 seem to enjoy the sweetest peace. 

It is because I find so fair 
The charming object of my care, 

sport and pleasure make 
Of torment suffered for His sake. 

Yc Meads and Groves, unconscious 
things ! ^ 

Ye know not whence my pleasure 
springs; 

Yc know not, and ye cannot know, 

The source from which my sorrows flow: 
The dear sole Cause of all 1 feel, — 

11c knows, and* understands them welL 

Yc Deserts ! w{tere the wild beasts rove, 
Scenes sacred to my hours of love ; 
I'e'Fortsls ! in whose shades 1 stray, 
Benighted under burning day ; 

Ah 1 whisper not hoyr Uest am 1, * 

Nor while 1 live, nor when 1 die. 

Ye Lamb^f who spibet beneath these 
shades, 

And lx>und along^ tlje mos^ glades, 

Be taught a salutai^ fear, 

And cease to bleat when I am near : 

• The wolf may hear yout harmless cy, 
.^Whom ye should drttd as meich as 1. 


How calm, amid these scenes, my mind ! 
How perfect is the peace 1 find ! 

Oh, hush, be still, my every part, 

My tongue, my pulse, iny beating |ieart! 
That Love, aspiring to its cause, 
Ma>^sui‘ier nut a nioinentv^ pause. 

Yc swift-finned nations, that abide 
In seas as fathomless as wide ; 

} And, ua atspicious of a i iinre. 

Pursue at large your pleasures there : / 
Poor sportive fools ! how soon «locs man 
Your heedless ignorance trepan ! 

,Away 1 cfix'c deep into the brine, 

Where never yet sunk ])hiinmet-line ; 
Trust me, the vast leviathan 
ils merciful, compare^i with man ; 

Avoid his ayts, forsake the beach. 

And never ph.y within his reach 1 

My soul her bonds^e ill endures ; 

I pant for liberty like yours^ 

1 long for that immense protound, 

That knows no bottom ani no bound ; 
Lost in infn^ty, 

The incomprehensible of Lovoi. 

Yc Birds I that lessen as yc fly, 

And vanish in the distant sky ; 

'fo whom yon airy Vaste ^longs, 

« Kcsoup6ing with your cheerful songs ; 

] laste to csc«ipc from human sight 1 
Fear less the vulture and thefkite! 

. How blest and how secure am I, 

When, quitting earth, I soar on high ; 
When, lost, like you I disappear, 

And float in a sublimer sphere I 
Whence falling, within human view, 

1 am ensnared, and caught like you. 

, Omniscient God, whose notice deigns 
To try the Aeart and search the reins, 
Compasrionatc^the numerous woes 
I dare not, even to Thee, disclose ; 

Oh save me from the cruel hands 
Of men, who fear not Thy iommands ! 

Love, all-subduing and dtvvie, si . 
Ckrc ^or a creature truly Thine ; 

, Reign in a heart disposra to own 
No sovereign but Thyself alone 
I CheAsh a bride who cannot rove, 

'Nor quit 'Thee form meaner love ! 
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TH£ VICISSITUtrES EXPERIENCEB IN THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

I SUFFER fruitless ^anguish day by day, * 

Each moment, as it passes, marks my pain ; 

Scarce Iftiowing whither, doubtfully rstray, 

' And see noTnd of all that I sustain. 


The more I strive thesmore I am withstood ^ 
Anxiety increasing every hour, 

My spirit hndki no rest, performs no good. 

And nought rcinainsfof all my former power. 

• 

^ly peace of heart is fled, I know not where ; 

My happy hours, lilae sh^ows, passed away ; 

Their sw^ remembrance doubles olbmy care, 
Njght^arker seems, succeedftig such a day. 

Dear faded joys, and impotent regret^ 

What profi* i : there in incessant • 

O Thou, whom, once beheld, we nVpr forget, • 

^ Reveal ^y Love, and banish all my fears 1 

Alas ! He flies me — treats me as his foe. 

Views not my sorrows, hears not when I i>]eadj 

Woe such as mine, despisedf neglected woe, 
tyiiless it shortens life, is vain indeed. 

Pierced with a thousand wounds, T yet surlive ; 

My pangs are keen, but no complaint transpires ; 

And while in terrors of Thy wrath I live, 

Hell seems to lose its less tremendous fires. 

A 

Has hell a pain I would not gladly bear. 

So thy severe displeasure mi^t subside ? 

Hopeless of ease, 1 seem already there, 

My life cxitnguished, and yet death denied. 


Is this the Joy so pron\jsed ? — this the love. 

The unchanging love, so sworn in better da}*s 

Ah ! c^ngerous glories I ^own me, but to prove 
How lovdy Ttou, and 1 how rash to gas#. 

Why did I see them9 had I still remained * 
Untaug^hl^ still ignorant bow fair Thou 

My humbler wishes I had soon obtained. 

Nor known t|ie tArments of a doubting bc^ 

Deprived of all, yet fc^ng no desuei^ • 
Whence then, isciy, |he pangs tiiat I wtain? 

Dubious and uninformed bit soal iqquifes — 
Ought she to cherish or snake oflf her pain I 




ti:anslat/ons 
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5 ^ 

And wilt Thou leave tne, whom, when lost blind,* 
Thou didst distinguish and vouchsafe to oltuse, 

Before Thy laws wereVritten in my mind, • 

S\'iiile yet the world had aft my thoughts and views^ 

Now leave me ? ^en, enamoured of Thy laws, 

1 make Thy glory my supreme delight ; * 

Now blot me from Thy^ register, an^caiise 
^ A faifhful sgul to peri^ from Thy sight ? 

What can have caused (he change which I deplore ? • 

Is it to prove me, if my heart he (me ? • 

Permit me then* while prostrate 1 adore, 

To draw, ind place its picture in 7‘hy view. 

’Tfis Thine without reserve, most simply Thine ; 

So given to Thee, that it is not iny own ; 

A willing captive of '|jhy ]^ace divine ; 

And seeks I'hec, for self alone. 

raii#cannot move it, danger emmot scare ; 

Pleasure and wealth, in its esteem, are dust ; 

It loves Thee even when least inclined lo spare 
Its tendercst feelings, and avowf^'ffee just • 

all own ; my spirit Is so too. 

An unmvided offering at Thy shrine ; 

It seeks Thy gloiTr with no double view. 

Thy glory, with no secre^bent to fhine. • 

Love, holy Love ! and art TIiou not severe, 

To slight thus devoted and thus fix^ ? 

Mine is an everlasting ardour, clear 
From all self- bias, generous and unmixed. 

But I am silent, seeing what I see, — 

And fear, with cause, Chat 1 am self-deccived f 

Not even my faith is from suspicion free, 

And that I love seems not to be believed. 

Live Thou, and reign for ever, glorious Lord 1 
My last, least oflering, I present Thee now 

Kenounce me^ leave me, and be still adored ! 
blay mo| my God, and 1 applaud the blow. 


LOVE FAITHFUL IN THE ABSENCE OF JHE BELOVED. 

In vain ye woo m^to yoor harmless joys, ^ 

Ye pleasant bd%en, remote from strue and i|pise ; 

Yonr shades, the witiwMes of many a vow 
Breathed fbm in happ^ <hiysr are irki^e now ; 

Denied that smile *twaf once my heaveiAo see^ 

Such scenes^ such pklanres, are all^mst with me. 
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In vLin He leaves me, I shall love Him still ; 
Anchlhough 1 mourn, not murmur at His will ; 
•I have no cause — an object ^all divine 
Might well grow wettry of a soul like mine ; ' 
Yet pity me, great God ! forlorn, alone. 
Heartless and hopeless. Life and Love all gone. 


•»1 


WATCITINQ UNTO GOD IN ;riIE NIGHT SEASON. 


« 

Slf.kp at Inst has fled these eyes, 

Nor do I regret his flight; * 

Mpre alert my spirits rise. 

And my heart is free and light. 

Nature silent all around, 

Not a single witness near ; ^ 

Ciod ns soon as sought is found. 

And the flame of love burns clear. 

IntciTuption, all rliy long,*’ ^ 

Checks the current of my joys ; 

Creatures press me with n throng, 
And perplex me with their noise. 

''''"^*>m4K(f.l)ed Isnuse' all night u 
On the first Eternal Fair ; 

Ni>thing there obstructs delight, 
lx)ve is renovated tnere. 

Life, with its pcrj^etual stir, 

Troves a foe to Love and me ; 


Fresh entanglements occur, — 

Comes the night, and sets me free. 


Never more, sweet sleep, suspend 
My enjoyments, always new : 
Le.ive me possess my friend ; 
Other eyes* hearts subdue. 


I lush the world, that I may wake 
'To the taste of pure delights ; 
Oh the pleasures I partak^^ — 

God the jiartnet^of ^n/nights ! 


David, for the selfsame cause. 

Night preferred to busy day : . 
Hearts whom heavenly beauty draws 
WLsh the glaring sun array. 

Sleep, ♦self-lovers, is for >4ii ; — 

Souls, that love celestial k*iow^ 
Fairer scenes by night can view 
Than the sun can ever show. 


ON THE SAME. 


Season of purest pleasure, 
Seedier of observing eyes 1 
When, in larger, Ireer measure, 

T can conmmne with die skies ; 
While, lieneath thy shade extended, 
W^ry man foigcts Ms woes, 

1, my daily tumble eneV^ 

Find, in watching^ my repose. 

Silence all around pire^ing, 
Nattire hashed in duml^ sweet. 
No itk^e noise mine ears al^tUng, 
Now my God and 1 can meet : 


Universal nature slumbers. 

And my soul partakes the calm, 

4 Breathes her anlqiir out in numb^, 
riaintive song or lolly psalm. 

Now my passion, pure and holy, 
Shines andf bums without restraint, 
Whidi the day*s fatigue and felly 
Caus^to languish, dim and faint : 
XTharmii^ hours of relaxation ! y 
How 1 dread the ascending sun t 
^urel/ idle conversatMin 
*ls an evi4 matched none. 
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Worldly prate and Ixibble hurt me ; 

Unintelligible pfove ; . 

Neither teach me noj; divert me ; 

1 ftive ears for none but Love. 

Me they ru4p esteem, and foolish, 
Hearing my absurd replies ; • 

I have neither art’s fine TOliah 
Nor the knowledge oithe wise. 

# 

pimple souls and unpolluted 
By conversing with the great, 

I lave a mind and taste ill suited. 

To their dignity and slate > 

All their talking, reading, writing, 

Are but talents jnisapplied ; 

I iifants* prattle I (jclignt in. 

Nothing human chuse beside. 

• 

*Tis the secret fear of sinAing 
Checks my tongue, •or I should say,. 
When I see the night beginning, • 

1 am glad of parting day : 


Love this gentle admonitidh 
Whispers soft within my breast ; 
“^Choice befits not thy condition, 
Acquiescence suits thee best.” 


Henceforth, thedepose and pleasure 
Night affords me 1 resi^ ; 

And Thy Vill shall be the measure, 
Wisdom Infinite I of mine t 
Wishing is but incUnatioa 
Quarrelling wilii Thy decrees ; 
Wayward nature finds Ihc ocdlsion, — 
’Tis her folly and disease. 


Night, with its sublime enioyments,^ 
Now no longer will 1 chuse ; 

Nor the day, with its employments^ 
Irksolnt as they seem, refuse: 
Lesaons of a God’s inspiring 
Neither time nor place impedes ; 
From our wishing and desiring 
Our ij|sh^>piuess j^roceeds. 


ON THE SAME. 


Night ! how I love thy silent shades, 
My spiritJdhey compose ; 

The bliss ofiheavcn itiy soul p«|j^adcs, 
In spite of all my woes. 

• • 

While sleep instils her poppy dews 
In every slumberiog eye, 

I watch, to meditate and muse. 

In blest tranquillity. 

And when T feel a God immense 
Familiarly impart, 

With every proof He can dispense, 

His favour to my heart ; 

• 

My native meanness I ^ment,« 
Though most divinely filled 

With all the ineffable content 
That DAty can yield. ^ • 

His puipos^ and His course he keeps ; 
Treads all my reasonings dowB ; * 

Commands me out of nature’s deeps, 
Ana hides me in His own. 

W' hen in the dust, its proper places 
Our pridd of year! we lay. 


’Vis then a dclug|e of ifis gracS’*‘ ^ 
Bears all our sins away. 

Thou whom I B&re, and whose I ami, 
Whose influence from on high 

Refines, and still refines my flame. 

And makes my fellers fly ; 

llow wretched is the creature’s state 
Who thwarts Thy gmeious power,; 

Crushed under sin’s enormous weight, 
Increasing every hour! , 

The night, when passed entifbygtl^hec 
How luminous and ^ear ; * * 

^hen sleep has no delights for me^ 
Lest Thou sbopidst disappear. 

My Saviour I oo^pf me still 
In this seettr^Tf cess ; • • ^ 

Let reason slumber if she will. 

My joy diall no^bp less : 

Let reason sluidber out the night 
I But if Thoudeign to make • 

My soul the abode of truth and lignt, 
Ah, keep my heart awake 1 
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THE JOY OF THE CROSS. 


Long plunged in sorrow, I resign 
My soul to that dear hand of Tliiiic, 
Witliout observe or loar ; 

That hand shall wipe my streaming eyes, 
Or into spiilcs of glad surprise 
Transform, the falling tear. 

My sole .nossession is* Thy love ; 

In earth bencatti, or heaven above, 

I have no other store ; 

And though with fervent suit I pray. 
And importune Thee night and day, 

I ask Thee nothing more. , 

My rapid hours pursue the cturse 
rrescribcd them oy love’s sweetest force; 
And I Thy sovereign will, 

' Without a wish to escape my doom ; 
Though still a sufT^^ror Ironf the womb, 
And doomed to suffer still.^ 

By Thy command, where’er I stray, 
Sorrow attends me all my way, 
mm, ^«AAivr<failii)g friorid ; ' ^ 

And if my sufferings may augment 
Thy praise, behold me well content,— 
Let sorrow still altehd ! 

It costs me no regret, that she, 

Who followed Christ, should follow me; 

And though, where’er she gws, 
Thoms spring spontaneous at her feet, 

1 love her, and fxtract a sweet 
From all my bitter woes. 

Ad^, ye vain delights of earth ! 
Insi^d spoits, and childish mirth, 

• Btost^ no sweets in you ; 

Unknown dcligiits are in the Cross, 

All joy beside to me dross ; 

And Jesus thought so too. 


JOY IN 

•SwsBT tenants of t^s grove^ 

„ Who sing, withoi^t design, 

A song of artless love^ , 

In unison wiUi mine : 


The Cross ! oh, ravishment and bliss, — 
Ilow erateful even its anguish is, 

Its bitterness how sweet ! 

There every sense, and all the mind, 

In all her iacuUies refined, 

Taslcif ha[>piuess com’piete. 

5lbu1s once enabled to disdain 
Base si-blunary joys, maintain 
'1 heir dignity secure ; 

The fever of desire is passed. 

And love has all its genuine taste, 

^ Is delicate and pure. 

Self-love no*^ace in sorrow sees^ 
Consults her oWn/)eculiar ease ; 

V *Tis all the bliss she knows : 

But nobler aims true Love employ ; 

In selTdcni.'U is her joy, 

In suffering her repose. ‘ 

Sorrow and *Love go si(JeT)y si(te : 

Nor height nor depth can e’er divide 
Their heaven -appointed bands ; 
Those dear associat|rs still arc one. 

Nor till the race of life is hm 
Disjoiix-their wedded hondii. 

Jesus, avenger of our fall, ” 

.Thou faithful lover, above all ' 

The Cross hast ever borne I 
Oh tell me, — life is in Thy voice, — 

I low much afflictions were Thy choice, 
And sloth and ease Thy scorn 1 

Thy choice and mine shall be the same, 
Inspirer of that holy flame 
' Which must for ever blaze ! 

To take the Cross and follow Thee, 
Where love anflf duty lead, shall be 
My portion and my praise. 


MARTYRDOM. 

I** These ediohig Aades retumV 
I % Full many a note of ours, 

I « That wise ones cannot learn 
1 With all their bpasted powers. 
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O Thou ! who^ sacred charms 
These hearts so seldom love, 
^though Thy beauty warms 
And blesses all above ; 

How slow are human things 
To choose their happiest lot' 
All'glonous King of kings, 

Say why we love Thee not ? 


This heart, tljtt cannotlrest, 

Shall Thine for ^ver prove ; 
Though bleeding and distressed^ 
Yet joyful in Thy love : 

*Tis happy, though it breaks 
Beneath Thy chasteiung hand ; 
And sMechless,- yet if speaks 
What Thou canst uuderstaiuL 


• SIMPLE 

Still, still, without ceasing 
I feel it incrcafiiing, 

This fervour of holy desii^ ; 

And often exclaim, • 
l^t me die in the*namc 
Of a love that can never expire ! , 

Had I words to explain 
What sntf must jiistaiii 
Who illcs4. tiilh world a«d Us ways: 
IIo# joy and affright, ' 

Distress and <lelignt, 

. Alternately chequer her days ; 


TRUST. 

Thou, sweetly severe ! 

• 1 would make Thee appoar^ 

In all^hou art pleased to award, 
ot more in the sweet 
ban the bitter I meet 
My tender and merciful* Lord. 

Thi#Tafth, in the dark 
Pursuing its mane, 

Through many sharp trials of love^ 
Is the sorrowful waste 
That i^to be passed 
ixi the way to tllb Cauaan also*.': ««. 


THE NECESSITY OF 

SouRCR of Love, my brighter Sun, 

Thou alone my comfort art ; 

See, my race is almost run ; 

Hast Thou left this trembling heart ? 

In my youth Thy charming eyes , 
Drew me from the wara of men ; 

Then I drank unmin|||ea jo^is ; « 

Frown of Thine saw never then. 

• 

Spouse (If Christ was then my name ; 

And devoted all to Th<!^ 

Strai^ly jealous, I became 
Jealous of thb self in roe. p 

Tim to love, and none beside^ 

Was ray darling, sole employ j 
While altCTnately 4 died. 

Now oT srief. and now of joy 


SELF-ABASEMENT. 

w 

Throng the dark and silent night 
Oil Thy radiant smiles 1 dwelt ; 

And to see the dawning light ' 
Was the keenest payi I felt 

Thou my gracious te^hei wertV ^ 
And Thine eye, so close aipplied,* 

While it watched thf pupil's heart. 
Seemed to Igok at none bende. 

Conscious of no evil drift, 

Thia, I cri«f|^ii love indeed 1^ 

'Tis the Giver, not the gm, 

WhcDce the I fed proceed. 

But soon fa^nbled, and laid lov^ 
Stript of ell Thou hast conferred, • 

KoQii^ left but sin and w<^. * 

I peroetved how 1 had erred. 
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TRA^rSLATIOlirS 


Oh the vain conceit oA man. 
Dreaming of a^gooa his own, 
Arrogating ajl he can, 

Though the Lord is good alone 1 

lie the graces, thou hast wrought 
Makes subservient to his pride ; 
Ignorant, that one such thougnt 
Passes illl his sin beside. 

f 

Such his folly— proved; at last, 

By tlie 'loss ol^ that repose 


Self-complacence cannot taste, 
X)nly Love Divine bestows. 

’T^s bv this reproof severe, ' 

And by this reproof alonf^ 

His defects at last appear, 

Man is to himself made known. 

< 

ll.cam, alhearth! that fee^tle man, 
Sprung from this terrestrial clod, 
Notning is, and nothing can ; 

Life and power arc all in God. 


LOVE INCREASED BY SUFFERING. 


•* 1 1.0VE the Lord ** is still th3 strajn 
This heart delights to sing ; 

.But I reply, — “Your thoughts are vain, 
“ Perhaps 'tis no such thinp.” 

Before the power of I .ovc Divine 
Creation fades away ; 

Till only God is seen to shine 

^ we survey. 

In gulfs of awful night we hnd 
The Ciod of our desi^ps ; 

’Tis there He stamps the yielding mind, 
And doubles all its tires. 

Flames of encircling love invest, 

And pierce it sweetly through ; 

*Tis tilled with sacred joy, yet pressed 
\yith sacred so.-row too. 

Ah I.ove f my heart is in the right— 
An^jlst a thoumnd woes, 

To Thec,Hs tver new delight 
'And all its pe%ce it owes. 

Fresh, causes of distress occur 
W'here’er I look or move ; 


The comforts'^to all prefer 
Are solitude andrlovc. 

Nor exile I, nor prison fear ; 

I.ove makes my courage g^cat ; 

I find a Saviour eveywher^^,' 

Ilis grace ip ever/ stai^^ , 

Nor castle walls, nor dungeons deep. 
Exclude His quickening beams ; 

There I can .sit, and, sing, and weep, 
And dwell on heavenly themes. 

•i* * 

There sorrow, for His sake, is found 
A joy beyond compare ; » 

There no presumptuous thoughts abound. 
No pride can enter there. 

A Saviour doubles all my Joys, 

And sweetens all my pains, 

His strength in my defence employs, 
Consoles me and sustains. 

^ fear no ill, resent no wrong, 

Nor feel a passion move, 

When malice ^hets her slanderous 
tongue ; ^ ‘ 

Such patience is in lo^ 


SCENES FAVOURABLE TO J^EDITATION. 

Wilds herrid and dvk o’ershadoudng tree% 
Rocks^hat ivy and briets infold, 

Scenes Nature with dread and astonishment secfl^ 
Bat I with a pleasnie untold ; 
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FROM THE FRENCH OF MADAME CUYON 


I'hough awfully silent, and shaggy, and rad<» 

\ am charing with the peace ye afford ; I 
Your shades are a temple where none will intrude 
The abode of my I^ver and Lord. 

I am sick of thy splendour, O fountain of day, 

And here I am Aid from its beams ; • 

Here safely contemplate a brighter display 
Of the noblest and holiest of themes. 

• • . I 

Ye forests, that yield me my sweetest repose^ 
Where stillness an<h solitude reign, • 

To you 1 securely and boldly disclose 
The dear anguish of which 1 complain. 

• 

IT^re, sweetly foigetting, and wholly forgot 
By the world and its turbulent throng, 

Ine birds and the streams l^nd me many a note 
That aids meditation and song. * • 

• • 

Hercf wandering in sejf nes that are sacred to nighty 
Love wears me and wastes me away ; 

And often the un has spent mucli ]^is light 
Ere yet I perceive it is day. ^ ^ • 

*Wh^ile a ntmtie of darkness envelopes the sphere, 
My sorrows are sadly rehearsed ; 

To me the dark hours are all equally |}ear, 

And the last is as sweet a^the first * 


Here I and th^ beasts of the desert agree ; 

Mankind amhe wolves that I fear : * 

They grudge me my natural right to be free, 

But nob^y questions it here. 

Though little is found in this dreary abode 
That appetite wishes to find. 

My spirit is soothed by the presence of God, 

And appetite wholly resided. ^ 

Ye desolate scenes, to your solitude led. 

My life 1 in praises employ. 

And scarce^know the source of the tears that I ibgd, 
Troqged they from sorregv or joy. 

•There’s nothing I seem to have skill to discern ; 

I feel out my way in the dark ; ^ 

Love reignsT in my bosom, 1 constantly bu»|. 

Yet hardly distinguish ^ iqmik. 

I live, yet I seem to nmielf to be dead ; 

SuiA a riddle is not to be found ; • 

Tam nourished wMioQtlaioniiig How 1 0n fed, 
I'havc notfinl^ aiid*yet 1 abmmd.* 
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TRANSLATJOh^S 


O Loi-e ! who in darkness art pleased to abide, 
Th^gh dimly yet surely I see 
That these contrarieties oniy»reside 
In the soul that is chosen Thee. 

Ah send me not back to the race of mankind, 
Perversely by folly beguiled : * 

For where, in the crowds 1 have left, shall I find 
The spirit and heart of a child ? 

3 

' Here let me, though fixed in a desert, be free ; 

A k’ttle one whom they demise, 

•Though lost to the world, if in union with Thee. 
Shall be holy and happy and wise. 
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TRANSLATIONS OF THE LATIN POEMS OF l^ILTON. 


4 

ELEGIES. 

, ELEGY I. 

. TO CHARLES DEODATI. 

At length, my friend, the i»r-seilt letters come, 
Charged with thy kindness, to their defined home ; 
, They come, af length, from Deva'a ^'estern side. 
Where prone she seeks thc^salt Vergivian tide. 
Truiit me, my joy is ^reat that thou shouldst l>e, 
^'hougti born of foreign race, yet bom me, • 
%\iid that niy sprightly friend, now free^t^roam, 

^ Mus^sec4( agaiu so soon his wonted home, 
well content, where 1 ‘hames with influent tide 
My native city laves, meantime reside, 

Nor zeal nor duty now my steps impel • 

To reedv Cam, and my forbidden cell. 

4for au^t of pleasure in those fields have I, 

That, to fhe musinSel^ard, all shade deny. 

'Tis lime that I a pedant's threats disdain, 

* And fly from wrongs my soul will ne'er siistaii 
If peaceful days, in lettered leisure spent 
Beneath my father’s roof, be banishment, 

Then call me banished, I will ne'er refuse 
A name expressive of the lot 1 chuse. ' 

1 would that, exiled to the Pontic shore, 

Rome's hapless bard had suffered nothing more ; 
He thenJiad equalled even Homer's lays, 

And Virgil! thou hadst W 09 but sccom'l praise. 

For here I woo 4 he Muse, with no control ; 

And here books — my life— absorb me whole. 

Here too I visit, or to smile, or weep, 

The^inding theatre’s mmestic sweep ; 

• The grave or gay colloquml scene recruits 
My spirits, spent in learning's long porsui^ 
^Whether some senior shgtiwd, or spendthrift heir, 
Suitor, or soldier nol^ unarmed, be there ; ^ 

Or some coifed brocNier o'em fen years’ cause 
Thunder the Norman (ribber^ of the laws, * 

The lacquey there oft dtipeS the wary sir& 

•And aitittl apeeds the enaobrased son’s dlnie. 
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TJiAI^SLATIO^S 


There, vii^Ins oft, unconscious what they prove. 

What lov^^is know not, yet, unknowing, love. 

Or if ‘impabsioned Tragedy wield high 

The bloody sceptre, give 4er locks to fly 40 

Wild as the winds, and roll her haggard eye, 

I gaze, and^ grieve, still cherishing my grief, 

/ 1 times even bitter tears yield sweet relief : 

As when, from bUss untastcd tom awav, 

Some youth dies, hapless, on his bridal /lay ; — 

Or when the ghost, scut i>ack fiom shades below, 

Fills the q^sassin’s heart with vengeful W'oe, 

When Troy, or Argos, the dire scene affords, 

Or Creon’s hall laments its guilty lords. 

Nor always city-pent, or pent at home, 50 

1 dwell ; but when spring calls me forth to roam, 

Expatiate in our proud suburban shades 
Of branching elm, that ne^ er sin pervades. 

Here many a virg/n troop 1 may descry. 

Like stars of mildest iu^uence, gliding by. * 

Oh forms divine 1 Oh looks that might inspire ' 

Even Jove himself, grourn okl, with young desire 1 
Oft have I gazed 01; gem -surpassing eyes, 

Oiitsparkliiig every iiar that gilds the skies. 

Necks whiter than the ivory arm bestowed ^ '60 

By Jove on Pclops, or the Milky Road! ' 

Bright locks, Love’s golden snare 1 these falling low. 

Those playing wanton o’er the graceful brow ! 

Cheeks too, more winning sweet than after shower^ 

Adonis turned to Flora’s favourite flower ! 

Yield, hcroi'ies, yield, and ye who shar*J the embrace 
Of Jupiter in ancient times, give place ! 

Give place, ye turban cd fair of Persia’s coast I 

And ye, not less renowned, Assyria’s boast 1 

Submit, ye nymphs of Greece ! ye, once the bloom 70 

Of llion ! and all ye of haughty Rome, 

Who swept, of old, her theatres with trains 
Redundant, and still live in classic strains t 
To British damsels beauty’s palm is due ; 

Aliens f to follow them is fame for you. 

C city, founded by Dardanian ^nds, 

Whose towering mnt the circling realms commands^ 

Too blest abode J no loveliness we see 
In all the earth, but it abounds in thee. 

The virgin multitude that daily meets. So 

Radiant with gold ^nd beauty, in vhy streets. 

Outnumbers sJl her train of starry fires^ 

With which Diana gilds thy lofty spires. 

Fame say^ that wwed hither by her d^vea, 

With all her host of quiver-beering loves, 

Venus, prefen Ing Papuan scenes no more^ 

Has flx^ hei^ empire on thy nbbler Shore. 

■ But lest the sightless boy mtorce my stay. 
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• « 

I leave these happy walls, while yet 1 may. • 

Immortal Moly shall secure my heart 90 

From all the sorcery of Circaean art, > 

And l*will e'en repass Yarn’s seedy pools 
To face once more the warfare of the schools. 

Meantime accept tlus trifle f rhymes though few, 

Yet such as prove tny Friend* s remembrance true 1 


• ELEGY IL 

ON THE DEATH OF THE UNItERSITY •BEDEL AT CAMBRIDGE. 

COMI'^SBU DV MILTON IN THE SEVENTEENTH VEAR OP MIS AGE. 

• • • 

TtiEE, who^fefulgent staff, and summdlis clear, 

Mincr)^’s nock long time was w 8 nt to obey, 

Although thyself a heralc% famous here, 

The last of hcral Is, 'Death, has snatched away. 

•lie calls on all alike, nor even deigns^* • * ^ 

* To spare the office that himself susLau^ 

■ - ' * • 

l*hy locks were whiter than the plumes displayed 
By Leda’s paramour in ancient time, ^ 

But thou wast worthy ne'er to liave decayed, * 

^ • Or ^son-like to know a second prime, 

* Worthy^ for whoiy some goddess should have ^on 
New life, oft kneeftig to Apollo's son. 

Commissioned to convene, with hasty call, 

The gowned tribes, how graceful wouldst thou stan^! 

So stood Cyllenius erst in Priam's hall, 

Wing-footed messenger of Jove's command ; 

And so Eurybates, when he ^dressed 
To Peleus* son Atrides' proud behest 

Dread queen of sepulchres I whose rigorous laws 
And watchf^ eyes nin through the realms below ; 

Oh, oft too advene to Minensrs cause. 

Too oft& to the Muse not less a foe, ^ 

Chttse meaner marks, and with more equid aim 
^ Pierce useless drones, entth's burden and its sh^^! 

• • . 

* Flow, therefore, tears fpr him, from every eycj 

All ye disciples dT the Muses, wceti I 
Assembling all in robes of*flable dye. 

Around bis bier, lament his endIesB;deq> P 
And let complaining Elq^Tehearse 
1 In every sdi^l her sweetest, saddest vefse. 

• C * E 


TRANSLATIOt^S 


• 414 


ELEGY III. 

* ft 

ON THE DEATH OF THE BISHOP OF WINCHESTER. 

t 

r # 

COMPOSED IN TIIB AUTHOR S SEVENTEEN ril iTEAR. 

«• 

Silent I sat, dejected, and alone, ' 

Making in thought the public woesiny own, * ' 

When, first, arose the image in my breast 
Of l^gland's suffering by tHut scourge, the Pest f 
*How Death, his funeral torch and sevthe in hand. 

Entering the lorrlliest mansjuns of tnc land. 

Has laid the gem illumined palace low, 

And levelled tribes of nobles at a blow. 

I next deplored the favied paternal pair, 

Too soon to ^^sKcs turned, mid empty air ! lo 

The heroes next, snatched into the skies 

All Belgia saw, and iollowed with her sighs } 

But thee far most 1 mourneh, r{;gretted most, 

WitUon*s c^ief shepherd, and her worthiest boast ! 

PoNired out in tV/urs I thus complaining said : 

** Death, nexV in power to him who rules the (lead J • 

** Is’t not enough that all the woodlanttk yield • 

“ To thy fell force, and every verdant field ; 

** Tl^t lilicS) at one noisome blast of thine, 

*** And even the CypKeiii queen’s own roses, pine ; 20 

“ That oaks themselves, although the running*^rill 
** Sucble their roots, must wither thy will s 
“ That all the winged nations, even those 
Whose heaven-directed flight the future shows, 

“ And all the beasts, that in dark forests stray, 

** And all the herds of Proteus are thy prey? 

“ Ah, envious ! armed with powers so unconfined 1 
, ** Why stain thy hands with blood of human kind ? 

“ Why take <leli,4ht, with darts, that never roam. 

To chase a heaven- born spirit from her honie?’' 30 
While thus 1 mourned, the star of evening stood. 

Now newly risen, above the western flood, 

And Phoebus from his moAiing goal acain 
* Had reached the gulfs of the ll>erian main. 

I wisjied rcfKise, and on my couch reclined 
Took early rest, to night and sleep resigned : 

When — Oh for words to paint what I beheld ! — 

I seemed to wander in a s{>acions held, 

>yhere all the champaign glowed with pnrple light , 

Like that o. sunrise on the nfoui^in height ; 40 

Flowers over all the fleld|,4>f every hue 
That eviT Iris wore, luxuriant grew. 

Nor Clfioris with whom^morbus zephyrs pUy, 

E'er diesbed«Alcuioiis* garden half so gay. 
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X silver current, like the Tagus, rolled - 
0’e( golden sands, but sands of purer gold ;| 

With dewy airs Favonius fanned the flowers, 

With mirs awakened under ro|y bowers : . 

Such, poets feign, irraoiated all o’er 
The sun's abode on India's utmost shore. 50 

While I that splendour and the mingled ^lade 
Of fruitful vines with wonder fixt surveyed, 

At once,*with looks that beamed celestial gracc^ 

‘The seer of Wlhton stood l>efore my face. 

Ills snowy vesture's hein descending low 
His golden sandals sw%pt ; and pure as snow 
New-fallen shone* the mitre on his brow. 

Where'er he tfod a tregiulous sweet sound 
Of gladrie-is shook the flowery scene around : 

Atlciuiant angels clap their starry wings, 60 

The trumpet shakes th^ sky^ all sether rings ; 

Each clian^ his welcome, folds him ^o his breast. 

And thusaa sweeter voice than ^1 the rest : 

** Asetnd, my son ! thv Father's kingdom share I 
** My son ! hencefo|th%e freed from every care 1 " 

So spake the voice, and at its tender closp 
With psaltry's sound the angelic band Vose ; • 

' Thejn night retired, and, chased by dawning day, 

The visioidiry bliss passed all away. 

1 mourned my banished sleep, with fond concern ; 70 

Frequent to me may dreams Uke thisaeturn] 


ELEGY IV. « 

TO ms TUTOR, THOMAS YOUNG, 

CHAPLAIN TO THE ENGLISH FACTORY AT HAMBURGH. 
WSITTBN IN THB AUTMOB*B BlCHTBBNTlf YBAB. 

Hence, my epistle — skim the deep — fly o’er 
Yon smooth expanse to the Teutonic shore t 
Haste — lest a friend sllould grieve for thy delay- 
And the ^bds grant, that nothing thwart thy wa)^! 

I wiII#nyseli*mvoke the flng, binds 
^ In his Sicanian echoing vault the winds, * 

* With Doris and her^ymphs, and all the throng 
Of azure gpds, to speM thee safe along. * 

But rather to ensure thy happier haste, * 

Ascend Medea^ chariot, if toon mayst ; * • 10 

Or that, whenS young Tijptolemns of yore • * 
Descended, welcome off the Scythian shore. 

The sands, that Igie th^ German eoast, 4 ascried, 

Tct opulent Hambuigp turn aside ! « 
vrs 


TRANSLA TIONS 


I 

5>o called, I’f Icgendaiy fame l)C true, 

From liar] a, whom a club armed Cimbrian slew. 
There livc-s deep-learned and primitively just, 

A faithful steward of his Christiap trust. 

My friend, and favourite inmate of my heart, 

That now is forced to want its better^part. 

What mountains now, and seas alas, how wide I 
From me this othqr, dearer self divide, 

^ Dear as the sage renowned fur moral tmih 

* I'o the prime spirit of the Attit yuuth ! 

Dear as thp Stagyrite to Ammon\s son, 

. His pupil, who disdained the w'onU he won 1 
Nor so did Chiron, or so Phtenix shine 
1 11 young Achilles* eyes, as he ii\ mine. 

J*'irst led by him through sweet Aonian shade, 

Each sacred haunt of Pindus I surveyed ; 

And favoured by the Muse, ^hofn I implored, 

'Phrice on my lip t)ie*1iallowed stream I poui;^. 

But thrice the sun’s resplendent chariot, rolleclT^ 

To Aries, has new-tinged his fle^e with gold. 

And Chloris twice has dressed the meadows gay. 

And twice has si^nnipcr parche<l their bloom away, 
Since last delighted da his looks I hung. 

Or my car drank tHe music of his tongue : i 

Fly, therefore, and surpass the tempest’s spcid ; 
Aware thyself that there is urgent need 1 
^Him, entering, thou shalt haply .st ated see 
Besidb his spouse, his infant on his knee; 

Or turning, page by page, with studious look, 

Some bulky «Father, or Cod’s holy boo^ ; 

Or ministering (which is his weightiest care) 

I'o Christ’s assembled flock their heavenly fare. 

(live him, whatever his employment be, 

Such gratulation as he claims from me ; 

And, with a downcast c>*e, and carriage meek, 
Addr^ing him, forget not thus to speak! 

** compassed round with arms, thou c«inst attend 
To verse, verse greets thee from a distant friend. 

Long due, and late, I left the English shore ; 

Bit make me welcome for that cause the more I 
Such from Ulysses, his chaste wife to dieeri^ 

The slow epistle came, though late, sincere. 

But wherefore this ? why palliate I the deed. 

For which Ihe culprit’s self could hardly pl^ ? 
Self-chatged, and self-condemned/ his proper part 

• He feels neglected, with an aching heart ; * 

But thou forgive : delinquents, who confess 
And pr^y. forgiveness, merit anger ^essf 
From timid foes the lion turns 4? way. 

Nor yawns upen or rends a Crouching prey ; 

Even pike- winding Thracians team Vb qpare^ 

■ DV soft iniluADrr nf a «iinr\li«nf • 
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And Haven's dread thunderbolt arrested stands 1 
By a cheap victim, and uplifted hands. 

Ixing haa«he wished to wri^e, butewas withheld. 

And writes at last, by love alone compelled ; 

]%r Fame, too often trye when she alarms, ^ 
Reports thy neighbouring fields a scene of arms ; 
Thy city against fierce besiegers barred, • 

And jail the tsaxon ^hiefs for fight prepared. 

Knyo wastes thy country wid^ around, 

And saturates with blo<^ ^le tainted ground ; 

Mars rests contented Jn his Thrace no more, 

But goads his stee<|s to fields of Clcrmaii gore : 

'flic cvcr-venlant mive fadee and dies, • 

And Peace, the trumpet -hating goddess, flies, 

Flies from that earth which justice long had lefl. 
And Idhves the world of it%lnst f^ard ^reft. 

“ Thus horroi girds thee round. Mcaatime alone 
Thou dwelPsty^nd helpless, in a soil unknown; 
Poor, and Teceiving from a|(foreign hand 
The aid denied thee in thy native land. 

& ruthless coutUir, and unfeeling more • • 

¥'han thy own billow -beaten chalky sh^i^! 

1 .eavest ijhou to foreign care the worthies given 
Providence ft guide thy stejis to heaven? 

Ills ministers, commissioned to proclaim 
lilternal blessings in a Saviour’s name ? * 

Ah, Chenjmost worthy, witli a soul unfed, 
k*f Stygian night to lie for ever dead ! 

So once tlTe vcneraBlf TislibiCc strayed 
An exiled fugitive from shade to sh^e, 

*When, flying Ahab and his fury wife. 

In lone Arabian wilds he sheltered life; 

So from Philippi wandered forth forlorn 
Cilician Paul, with sounding scourges tom ; 

And Christ himself so left, and trod no more^ 

The thankless Gergesenes’ forbidden shore. 

But thou take courage ! strive against despair I 
Quake not with dread, nor nourish anxious care I 
Grim war indeed on every ^1c appears, 

And thou art me||aced by a thousand spears ; 

Yet none sh^l drink thy blood, 9 or shall oflfe^ 

Even the defenceless bosom of my friend. 

For thee the dSgis of (hy God ^all hide, 

Jehovah's self shall combdt on thy side : 

The same^ who ^nquished under Sion’s towers,* • 
At silent midnight, all A|^yria’s powen ; 

The same^ who oveHiOrew in ages past 
Damascus* sons that hud Saranrhi waste I 
Thrir king he filled and thenyvith fataUfean \ 

By mimic sounds of clanons m their cars, 

Of hoofs,* and wheels, and iteighings fronf afar, 
in dasl|^ ariDonr, and the din <n wiar. 



T/iANSLATIONS 


“ Thou,fthcrefore (as the most afflicted may), 
Still hope, and triumph o'er thy evil day ! 

L^ok forth, expecting happier tinges to come, 
And to enjoy, once more, thy native home ! " 


ELKG^ V 

ON THE APPROACft OF SPRING. 


WRITTEN IN THE AUTHOHS TWENTIETH YEAR. 

Time, never 'wandering from his annual round, 

Bids Zephyr breathe the Spi*tng,^nd thaw the ground ; 
Illeak winter flie^.iibw verdure clothes the plain, 

And Earth assumes her (transient vouth again. «■ 

Dream I, or also to the Spring belong * 

Increase of genius, and new powers of song ? 

Spring gives thepi, ^nd, how strange soe’er it seems, 
Impels me now to sdine harmonious themes. 

Castalia's fountain 'and the forked hill, • 

Bv day, by night, my raptured fancy fill ; ^ 

My bosom burns ana heaves, 1 hear within 
, A sacred spund that prompts me to begin. 

* Lo, l^cebus comes 1 with bis bright hair he blends 
The radiant laurel wreath ; Pheebus descends : ^ 

I mount, and undepressed by cumbrous play 
Through cloudy re^ons win my easy way ; 

Rapt, through poetic shadowy haunts 1 fly ; 

The shrines all open to my dauntless eye, 

My spirit searches all the realms of light. 

And no Tartarean gulfs elude my sight 
But tjiis ecstatic trance— this glorious storm 
Of inspiration— what will it perform? 

Spring claims the verse, that with his influence glows, 
An^^all be paid with what himself bestows. 

'' lliou, veiled with opening fojiiage, lead'st rite throng 
Of feathered minstrels, Philomd ! in song 
Let tills, in concert, to the se^ison sing, ,• 

Civic and sylvaii heralds of the Spriiig I * 

With notes triumphant Sprinc’s approach declare ! t 
To Springy, ye Muses, annua! trikite bear I 
.The Orient 4cft and Ethiopia's plains, * 

The Syn now northward turns his golden reins ; 

Night ciyeps not now, yet rules with gentle sway, 

And drives her dusky horrors owifi away ; 

Now less fat^\ied, on this ethereal plain 
Bootes follotfi his celestial waSn ; ^ 

And now the radhuit sentmels above, 

. yiss numerous, watch around the courts of Jove, 
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For, wi\Ji the night, force, ambush, slaughter fly, I 
And no gigantic guilt alarms the sky. * 40 

Now haply says som^ shepherd, u^tle he viewSp 
Recumbent on a rock, the Axldening dews, 

Tfiis night, this surely, Phoebus missed the Fair, 

Who stops his chariot Hy her amorous care. • 

Cynthia, delighted by the morning's glow, 

Sjxieds to th/ woodland, and resumes her ^w ; 

Resigns her beams,^nd, g)ad*to disappear. 

Blesses his aid who shortens her career. 

Come—Pherbus cries — Aurora come — too late • 

Thou lingerest, slumlfering, with thy withered mate ! • 50 * 

l^ave him, and to^Hymettus’ (op repair 1 
Thy darling Cephalus expects thee tneit. 

The goddess, with a blush, her love betrays, 

But nmunts, and, driving rapidly olieys; 

Earth now desires thee, rHbbus ! and 4 o engage 
Thy warm en)j;>race, casts ofl the gtusc of^age ; 

Desires tltte, and deserves ; for who so sweet, 

When her rich bosom coulfs thy genial heat ? 

Jier breath imparl t-i every breeze that blows 
Arabia's harvest, and the Paphian ros^* * flo 

Ifer loftji front she diadems around • 

*With sacred pites, like Ops on Ida crowned ; 

Her dewy locks with various flowers new-blown 
She interweaves, various, and all her ownj^ 

For Proscroine, in such a wreath attired, • 

•Ifecnarijtfl Dis himself with love inspired. 

Fear not,»lest, coltkand coy, tlie nynipli refuse 
Herself, with all her sighing Zephyrs, sues ; 

Each courts thee, fanning soft his scented wing. 

And all her groves with warbled wishes ring. 70 

Nor, unendowed and indigent, aspires 

The amorous Earth to eng.igc thy warm desires, 

Bur. rich in balmy drugs, assists thy claim, 

Divine Physician ! to that glorious name. 

If splendid reaimpense^ if gifts can move 
Desire in thee (gifts often purchase love), 

She offers all the wealth her mountains hide. 

And all that rests lieneath the boundless tide. 

How oft, when^eadlong from the heavenly steep 

She sees th 0 e playtng in the wlstem deep, $0 

Hoy oft she cries — ^ Ah Phoebus! why repair • 

Thy wasted force, why seek refreshment there? • 

Can Tethys wimthee? wherefore shouhiii llu^u^fave 
, A face so fair in her unpleasant wave? * 

Come, seek my grera rdtreats, and rather chusi 
To cool thy tresses in my cn^l dews, 

The grassy turf shall yield thee sweeter rest 
Come, lay thy evening glories on my breast, # 

^ And breathing fresh, through many a hupid rose, 

' Soft whisDcrinsr airs shall lull thee to reoose ! 
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No fears 1 feel like Semele to die, 

Nor lest tAy burning wheels approach too nigli,<-- 
For t?kou canst govern them ; here therefore rest, 

And lay thy evening glorias on n2v breast 1 ” 

Thus breathes the wanton Earth her amorous flame, , 
And all her countless offspring feel the same ; 

For Cupid now through every region strays, 

Brightening his faUed lires with solar rays ; 

* His new-strung how sends forth a deadlii r sound. 

Avid his new-pointed shafts more deeply wound ; 100 

Nor Dian^i seif escapes him nowwmtried. 

Nun even Vesta at her altar -side ; 

His mother too repairs her beauty's wane^ 

' And seems sprung newly from tRe deep again. 

Exulting youths the Hymeneal sing, 

With Hymen's name roofs, ^rocks, and valleys ring; 

He, new-attireil, anc] by the seaSbn drest. 

Proceeds, all fmgi*ant, in his saffron vest. 

Now, many a gmden-ciActured virgin roves , 

To.taste the pleasures of the ficUs and groves ; i lo 

All wish, ana each alike, some favourite youth 
Hers, u]: the bort:lst:tf Hymeneal truth. 

Now pipes the shepherd through his reeds again, 

Nor Phillis wants a song that suits the straii\; 

With songs the seaman hails the starry sphere, 

And dolphins rise from the aby.ss to hear; 

‘■•Jove^'ecls kimscirthe seasqp, spoils again 
With liis fair spouse, and Innquets all his train. 

Now too thg Satyrs, in the dusk of eve, „ 

Their mazy dance through flowery meadows weave, I20 
And neitlier god nor goat, but both in kind, , 

»Silvanus, wreathed with cypress, skips behind. 

The Dryads leave their hollow sylvan cells 
To roam the banks and solitary dells ; 

Pan riots now, and from his amorous chafe 
Cere.'Tand Cybele seem liardly safe ; 

And Faunus, all on fire lo reach the prize. 

In chase of some enticing Oread flies ; 

She bounds before, but fears too swifi a bound, 

And hidden lies, but wishes to be found. 130 

Our shades entice the Immortals from abov^. 

And some kind power presides o’er every grovtf; 

And long, ^e Powers, o'er every grove preside, 

For all cs safe and blest, where yc^ abide ! 

^ restore — , 

Why chodse to dwell where storms and thunder loar ? 

At lea^, thou, Phoebus ! moderatethjLspeed I 
not Me vernal hours toasyrift proceed. 

Command roi^ Winter back, nor yield the pole 
Too soon to KightVencroachtLg^ loi.g control I 
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ELEGY VL 

• • 

TO CHARLES DEODATI, 

* • 

Wlio, while he spent his Christmas in the country, sent the Author a poetical Epistle, in which 
he re(iuested that his verses, if not so good as usual, mieh||bc excused on account of the nuiny 
feasts to which his frienfls had invited him, and which would not allow him leisure ^ finish them 
as he wishedi* E • ^ 

e 

With no rich viands ovtjfcharged, I send • 

Health, which perclipnce you want, my pampered frieqfl ; 

But wherefore should thy muse tempt mine away 
From what she loves, fronnedarkncss iiUo day? 

Art thou desirous to be told how well 
I love thee, an<l in verse ? verse cannot tell, 

For 1 ^‘rse lias bounds, and^usl^in measure move 
But neither bounds nor measure know? ni^ love. 

How plcasat^, in thy lines described, appear 
Decembef s harmless sporfp, and rural cheer ! 

French spirits kind1ing*with cserulcan hres, 
iAnd all such gambols as the time inspirqp !• 

' Think not that wine against good vdfsc oflends ; • 

Inc Mifte and^acchus nave lieen alwayf friends, 

Nor Phoebus brushes sometimes to be found 


With ivy, rather than with laurel, crowned. 

The Nine themselves ofttim^ have joiiied^e soQg 
And revgis of the Bacchanalian Arong ; 
dfot even Ovid could in Scythian air 
Sing sweetly — wh/^no vine would flourish theA, 
What in brief numbers sung Anacreon's muse ? 
Wine, and the rose, that sparkling wine bedews. 
Pindar with Bacchus glows — his every line 
Breathes the rich fragrance of inspiring wine. 
While, with loud crash o*crtumed, the chariot lies 
And brown with dust the fiery cour^r fties. 

The Roman lyrist steeped in wine hfs lays, 

So sweet in Glyccra's and Chloe's praise. 

Now too the plenteous feast and mantling bowl 
Nourish the vigour of thy ^rightly soul ; 

The flowing gol)|eC makes thy numbers flow, 

And casks ig>t wing alone, but gene bestow. 

Thus Pheebns favours^ and the arts attend, ^ 
Whiini Bacchus, and whom Ceres, both b^rieml i 


What wonder, then, thy fierses are so sweet. 

In which these tfiple powers so kindly meet? * 
The lute now also sounds with gold inwrou^t,^ 
And touched with fl^g biims, nicely taught ; 

In tai>estried halls, bigh*rocned,*the sprightly iWe 
Directs the dancers of the vintn choir. , ^ 

If dull repletion fright the muse away, * 
Sights, gky as these, may ntore Invite her^itay : 
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And, trust \he, while the ivory keys resound, 

Fair damsels sport, and perfumes steam around, 

AdoIIo’s influence^ like etV^eal flame, 

ShaH animate, at once, thy glowiflg frame, 

And all the Muse shall rush into thy breast, 

By love and music’s blended powers p^sscst. 

For numerous powers light Elegy befriend, 

Hear her sweet vofee, and at her call attend ; 50 

' Her Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, all approve, " 

An*d, with his blushing mother, gentle iJove. 

, Hence to shell bards w'e grant the iopious use 
‘ Of bSnquets, and the vine’s delicious jifice. 

But they, who demi-gods and heroes praise. 

And feats performed in Jove’s more youthful days. 

Who now the counsels ’of high heaven explore. 

Now shades, that echo the (,*crbercan roar, 

Simply let these, likediim of Sanlos, live ; 

Let nerlis to them k bloqdless lianquet give 60 

In lieechen goblets let their leverage shine. 

Cool from the crystal spring, theif'sober wine ! 

Their youth should pass in innocence, secure 
From stain licentfouV And in manners pure, 

Pure as the priest, when robed in while he stands. 

The fresh lustration ready in his hands. c 
Thus Linus lived, and thus, as poets write, 

Tiresias, wiser forjiis loss of sight ; 

* Thus tixileef ‘Chalcas, thus the bard of Thrace, 

Melodious famtrr of the savage race ; ‘ yat 

Thus, trainet? by temperance, Homer led.* of yore, • 

His chief of Ithaca from shore to shore, * 

Through magic Circe’s monster^peopled reign. 

And shoals insidious with the Siren train ; 

And through the realms where grizly spectres dwell, 

Whose tribes he fettered in a gory spell : 

For these are sacred bards, and, from above. 

Drink* large infusions from the mind of Jove. 

Wouldst thou, (perhaps ’tis hardly worth thine ear) 
Woifldst thou be told my occupation here ? So 

The promised King of peace employs my pen, 

' The eternal covenmit made for guilty men, 

The new-bom Deity with infant cries * 

Filling the sordid hovel, wheH he lies ; * 

^e hymnid^ Angds, and the herald star. 

That led the Wise, who sought him from afar, 

■ And idols p& their own unhulowed shore • 

Dash^, at birth, to be revered no more I 

This thf me on re^s of Albion I Veh^firse : 

The do^ of that blest day inspired the verse ; $0 

Verse Oiat, reserved in secret, shall attend 
Thy candid vdlce, my critic, aiM my^riend f 
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l^EGY ^ir. 

COMPOSBD III THE AUTHOS*S NINETEENTH VBAE. 

• • 

As yet a stranger to the gentle fires 
That Amathfisia’s smiling queen inspires,* 

No! ^Idom 1 denied Cupid's darts, 

And scorned his claim to rule all human hearts. 

'* Go, child,*' 1 said, ** traihsrix the timorous dove4 
** An easy conquest lAiits an infant love ; 

** Enslave the sparrow, for such prize shall be 
** Sufficient triumph to a dtief like thee ! 

** Why aim thy idle arms at human kfnd ? 

" Thy shafts prevail not '^inst^he noble mind.'* lO 

The Cyprian heard, affd, kmdlinj^into ire, 

(None kindle^ftioner) burned with doublh fire. 

It was the spring, and newly-risen day 
Peeped o'er the hamlets o^ the first of May ; , 

eyes, too tend* r for the blaze of light, 
iStill sought the shelter of retiring nigl^,« • 

When l^ve approached : in painted pltgnes arrayeft 
‘The insidious gsd his rattling darts betrayed. 

Nor less bis infant features, and the sly 
Sweet intimations of his threatening eye- 20 

Such the Sigean boy is seen 4K>ve, 

, Billing ifie goblet for imperial Jove ; 

Such ne,«on whon^ the nymphs bestowed their ^harms, 

Hylas, who perishe9 in a Naiad's arms. 

An^ he seemed, yet graceful in his ire. 

And added threats, not destitute of fire. 

*• My power,** he said, “ by others* pain alone 
“ ’Twere best to learn ; now learn it by Ihy own I 
With those who feel my power that power attest, 

** And in thy ai^ish be my sway eonfest 1 
** I vanquished Phoebus, though returning vain 
From nis new triumph o’er the P)rthon slain, 

** And when he thinks on Daphne, even he 
“ Will yield the prize of rfehery to me. 

** A dart less tAie the Parthian horseman sped, 

** Behind Mm Idllbd, and centered os he fled : 

** true the exp^ Cydonian, and less true 9 
** ^e youth whose shafj^ his latent Procris slew. . 

Vanquished liy me see hnoe Orion bend, 

** By me Alcides, and Alcides* friend. 

** At me should himself a bolt desipi, ' 

** His bosom first should Meei} transfixt by mine.; 

** But all thy doubts this shaft will best exp^^n, 

** Nor shall it reach thee with a trivial pain.^ 

Thy mnse^ vain youth ! .shall not Ihy peace ensure, 

** Nor Phoebus* seipent yield tby wouna a cure.** . 


TRANSLATIONS 




'He spoljre, and, waving a bright shaft in air 
Sought the warm bosom of the Cyprian fair. 

ThJit thus a child shoul^l bluster in my ear 
Provoked my laughter, more than moved my fear. 

I shunned not, therefore, public haunts, but strayed 
Careless in 'City or suburban shade, •• 

And passing, and repassing, nymphs that moved ' 
With grace divin($ beheld where’er 1 roved. 

' Bright shone the vernal day, with double blaze, 

A9 beauty gave new force to Pheebus’ rays. 

By no graVe scruples checked, 1 fiieely eyed 
TheiJangerous show, rash youth my only guide, 
And many a look of many a Fair unknov n 
Met full, unable to control my own. 

But one I marked (then peace forsook my breast) — 
One — oh how far superior lo the rest ! 

What lovely fcatures4/ such the Cyprian queen 
Herself might wisu, and Juno wish her mich., 

The very nymph was she, whom, when I dared « 
Hi>s arrows, Love had even then*prepared ; 

Nor was himself remote, nor unsupplied 
With torch wellArinuned and quiver at his side ; 
Now to her lips hci clung, her eyelids now, 

Then settled on her cheeks, or on her brow t 
And with a thousand wounds from every part 
Pierced, and transpierced, my undefended heart. 

• A fever, nrfw to me, of fie«':e desire 
Now seized my soul, and I was all on fire ; 

But she, Ihf while, whom only I adore, ^ 

Was gone, and vanished, to appear no 'more. 

In silent sadness 1 pursue my way ; 

1 pause, I turn, proceed, yet wish to stay. 

And while I follow her in thought, bemoan. 

With tears, my soul’s delight so quickly flown. 
When Jove had hurled him to the Lemniaii coast. 
So Wifcan sorrowed for Olympus lost. 

And so CHlclidcs, sinking into night. 

From the deep ^If looked up to distant light. 

Wretch that I am, what hopes for me remain, 
Who cannot cease to love, yet love in vain ? 

Oh could 1 once, once more behold the Fair, 

Speak to her, tell her, of the pangs I be^r. 

Perhaps sha is not adamant, would show 
Perhaps some pity at my talc of woe. 

O inauspicious flame ! — ’tis mine to prove 
A matchless instance of disastrous love. 


Ah spa^ me, gentle Power !— If sach^lhou be, 
Let not thy dms and naturp disagree. 

Scare tne, anc} I will worship at no shrine 
With vow an^ sacrifice, save only thine. 

Now I revere thy fires,, thy bow, thy darts, 
N^w own thee soverei^ of all human hearts. 
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Remt>ve ! no —grant me still this raging woe ! ^ 

Sweet Ip the wretchedness that lovers know : lOQ 

But pierce hereafter (should 1 chance to see 
One dcstkied mine) at once both ||cr and me. 

Such were the trophies, that, in earlier days, 

By vanity seduced, 1 toiled to raise. 

Studious, yet indolent,*and urged by youth. 

That worst of teachers I fiom the ways o^ truth 
Till Icarnin^f taught me, in his shady bower, 

To'^uit Love’s sei^ile yoke, and spurn his powc 
Then, on a sudden, the fierce flame supprest, 

A frost continual settled dli my breast, l lo ^ 

Whence Cupid fears tiis flames extinct to see, ' 

And Venus dreads a Diomede in me. 


EPfGRAMS. 


, ON THE INVENTOR OB GUNS. 

• 

Praise in old times the sage Prometheus won, 
Who stole aethcreal radiance from |hc sun ; 
But greater he, whose bqH invention strdVe 
'Po emulate the fiery bolts of Jove, 


Thf PocBS on the subject of the Gunpowder Treason I have not tranKlated, both because the 
nmiter of them is unpleasant, and because they are written with an asperity, which, however it 
might be warranted in Milton's day, would be extremely unseasonable now. — C. 


TO LEONORA SINGING AT ROME. • 

[I have translated only two of the three poetical compliments addressed t^ Leonora, as they ^ 
appear to me far superior to what 1 have omitted.— C.J ^ 

Another I.connra once inspired 
Tasso, with*fayil love to frenzy fired ; 

But hoif much happier, liwd he now, were he, 
pierced with whatever pangs for love of thee ! 

Since could he hear .that heavenly voice of 
With Adriaaa’s lute of sound divine, • , 

Fiercer than Pentheus’ though his eye ou^ rolL 
Or idiot apathy ^cniftnb his soul, ^ . 

You.sfill with medicinal sounds mig^t cheer * « 

His senses wandering in a blind career ; • 

And, sweetly breathing through hisT wounffed breast, 

* Charm, with soul-sootfaing song, his thoughts to rest. 


4 ^ 
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TO THE SAME. 

• 

Naples, too credulous, aht boast no more 
The fiweet'voiced Siren buried on thy shore, 

That, whci^ Parthenope deceased, she gave 
Her sacred dust to a Chalcidic grave, * 

For still she lives but has exchang'd the hoarse * ' 
Pausilipo fnr Til>er*s placid course, 

Wlferc, idol of all Rome, ^e now in chains 
Of magic song both gods and nfhn detains. 


THE COTTAGER HIS LANDLORD. 

C • 

« 

A FASyt. 

A FEASATKT |o his lord paid yearly court, 
Presenting pippins of so rich a sort 
That he, dis\>1ca:»ed'to have a part alone, • 
Removed the tree, that all might be ifts own. 

The tree, too old to travel, though before 
^ So (jruitful,* withered, and would yield no more. 
The ’squire, perceivflig .ill his lalx)ur void. 

Cursed his own pains, so foolishly employecC 
And** Oh,” he cried, ** that I hi^j "lived consent 
** With tribute, small indeed, but Icindly meant ! 

“ My avarice has expensive proved to me, 

'* Has cost me both my pippins and my tree.’* 


TO CHRI.STINA. QUEEN OF SWEDEN. 

I. 

WRlf’TE^ tU CROMWELL’S NA.MK, AND SEi^’T WITH THE PROTECTOR’S PICTURE. 

f ^ » 

Christina, maiden tf heroic miai I ^ 

Star«of the North ! of northern stars the queen 1 
Qehold what wrinkles I have earned, and how * 

Thenron casque still chafes* my vetem brow, 

Whife, following Fate’s dark footsteps, I 
Tlie Jiates of a hardy peoftle’s wi)iL. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

ON THE DEATH*OF THE VICE-CH/fNCELLOR, 

A PHYSICIAN. * 


•Learn, ye nations of the earth. 

The coiiciition of your birth ; 

Now be taught your feeble stat€ ; 
Know, that all must yield to Kate ! 

If the mournful rover, Death, 

Say but once — •Resign your breath !" 
Vainly of escape you dream, 

You must pass the Sty(^dn stream. 

Could the stoutest otercomc 
Death’s assault, and baffle '!oom, • 
Hercules ^ad both withstood, 
Undisea^dji}y Nessus’ blood 

• 

Ne’er JTaS Hector pressed the plain 
By a trick of Pallas slain, 

Nor the chief to Jove allied 
By Achilles’ phan^pm died. 

Could enchantment life prokyg, 
Circe, saved by magic song, 

StiA haA lived, and equal skill 
Had preserved Medea still. 

Dwelt in herbs and drugs a power 
To avert man’s destined hour, 

Leam'd Machaon should have known 
Doubtless to avert his own : 


• 

Chiron had survived the%inart 
Of the hydra- tainted dart. 

And Jove’s bolt had h^en, w*lth ease, 
Fulled by Asclepiodcs. 

• • 

Thou too, sage ! of whom forlorn. 
Helicon and Ciivha mourn, 

* Still l)adst filled thy princely place, 
R^ent %f the gowned race ; 

Ilndst advanced to higher ftme * 
Still thy much-ennobled name, 

Nor in«Cl|aron’s skifT explored 
The Tartarean gulf abhorred. 

But resentful Proserpine, 

Je«alous of thy skill divine. 

Snapping short thy vital thread, 
^Thce too numbers ^ith tfle dead. 

Wise and goo4 1 untroubled be 
The green turf that covers thee I 
Thence, in gay profusion, grow 
All the sweetest flowers that blow ! 

Pluto’s consort bid thee rest I 
il:^cus pronounce thee blest, 

To her home thy shaide consign. 
Make Elysium ever thine 1 


ON THP DBATH OF , THE .Bl?^HOP OF* ELY. 


WRITTEN IN THE AUTHOR’s SEVENTEEN Til •TEAR. 


My lids with grief were tumid yet, 

And stilhmy sullied cheek was wet 
With briny tears, profusely sl^gd • 

Fo» venerable Winton dead; . . 

When Fame^ whose tales of saddest 
sound, • • 

Alas ! ai^ efter truest found, • 


The news thrq^gh all our citiesrfipread 
Of yet ano|her tnitred head 
By ruthlessRtejto death consigned — 
Ely, the honour^ his kind ! 

At once % storm^f passion^^ved 
My boiling 4k>som ; much I grieaedi 
But mqfe I rageeg at every breath 
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• I 

‘ Devjting Death himsidf to death. 

With less revenge did^aso teem, 

When hated Ibis was his theme ; 

With less Archilochus denied r 

The lovely Cireek, his promised bride. 
But lo 1 while thus I execrate. 

Incensed, the minister of late. 
Wondrous accents, soft, yet ckar, 
Wafted on the gale 1 hear. 

“ Ah, Much deluded ! lay aside 
'* Thy threats! and anger misapplied ! 

** Art nut, afraid with' sounds Itke these 
** To offend, where thou canst not ap- 
pease ? 

** Deatli \s not (wherefore dreamVt thou 
thus ?) 

“ The son of Night and Erebus ; ,, 

“ Nor was of fell Krinnys bom 
** On gulfs where Chaos rules lorloi^i : 
*'‘But, sent from God, llis presence 
leaves, 

** To gather home ITis ripened sheaves, 
** To call encumbei^ souls Hiu'hy 
** From dcshly bonds to boundless day, 
** (As when tne winged Hours excite 
** And summon forth the morning light) 
** And each to convoy to her. place 
Before the Eternal Faihcr*s face. 

“ But not the wicked ; —them, severe 
Yet just, from all thev pleasures here 


** He hurries to the realms below, 

“ Terrific realms of penal woe 1 
Myself no sooner heard his call, 
Than, *scaping through my prjson 
wall, 

1 bade adieu to bolts and 'bars, 

** And soared, with angels, to the stars, 
Like him of old, to whom 'twas given 
“ To mount on iicry wheels to heaven. 
“ Bootes* "waggon, slow With cold, 
Api>allcd me not; nor to behold 
** The sword that vast Orion draws, 

** Or even the Scorpion's horrid claws. 
** Beyond the Sun's bright orb I fly, 

** And far beneath my feet descry 
** Night's dread godiless, seen with awe. 
Whom her winged dragons draw. 
‘Thus, ever wondering at my speed, 

** Augmented ' till as I proce^, 

I pass tlie planetary sphere, 

“ Tlie Milky Way — anci now appear 
** Heaven's crystal battlei\ients, her 
door 

** Of massy pearl, a^d em(:rald floor. 

“ But hci 1 1 cease. For<^.wver can 
** The tongue of once a mortal man 
** In suitable description trace 
“ The pleasures of that happy place ; 

** Suffice it, that thiise joya c^ivine 
** Are all, and all for ever, mine I ” 

■I' 


NATURE UNIMPAIRED BY TIME. 

Ah, how the human mind wearies herself 
With her own wanderings, and, involved in gloom 
Impenetrable, speculates amiss ! 

Measuring, in her folly, things divine 
D/ human ; laws inscribed on adamant 
By laws of man*s device, and counsels fixt 
For ever by the hours that pass and die. '^ 

How ?— shall the foce u^f Nature then be ploughed 
Into deep wrinkles, and shall years at last 
On the great parent fix a sterile curse ? ' lO 

Shall even she confess old age, and halt^ 

^ And, palsy-smitten, ^ke her starry brows ? 

Shall totti* Antiquity with Rust,«and‘ Drought, 

And p'amine, vex the radiant worlcD above ? 

Shsll Time's unsated maw crave and ingulf 
The very Jieavens that reg:>date bis flight? 

Andewas the Sire of all able to fence 
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His li^orks, and to uphold the circling worldsi 
But, thrpugh improvident and heedless haste, 

Let slip the occasion ?--so, then, all is lost—* 

And in soaie future evil hour yon arch 

Shall crumble and come tlijtndering down, the poles 

Jtr in collision, the Olympian king 

Fall with his throng an& Fallas, Iwlding forth * 

The terrors of the Gorgon shield in vain, ^ 

Shall rush to^he a^ss, like Vulcan burled 
Dow A into Lemno^ through the gate of heaven. 
Thou also, with precipitated wheels, 

Phcebus, thy own son's falPshalt imitate. 

With hideous ruin shalt impress the deep 
Suddenly, and the flood shay reck, andjiiss, 

At the extinction of the lamp of day. 

Then too shall lla:mu6, cloven to his base. 

Be shaftered, and the lutge |^raimian hills, 

Once weapons oj 1 arlarean Dis, immerflei;^ 

In Erebus, %hsM fill himself with fean 
No. Tilt Almighty Fat|^r surer laid 
His deep foundations, and, providing weU 
(or the event of ail, the scales of fate 
«6uraeiided in just equipoise, and bade 
His univeml works, from age to age, 

• t)ne tenor hold, perpetual, undisturM. 

' Hence the prime mover wheels itself about 
Continual, day by day, and with it bears * 

In social measure swift the heaveill» around 
]y«t tardiA now is Saturn than of old, 

Nor radiaift less thes|girning casque of Mars. 
Phoebus, bis vigour unimpaired, still shows 
4'he effulgence of his youth, nor needs the god 
A downward course, that he mav warm the vales ; 
But, ever rich in influence, runs his road. 

Sign after sign, through all the heavenly zone. 
Beautiful, as at first, ascends the star , 

From odoriferous Ind, whose office is 
To gather home betimes the ethereal flock. 

To pour them o'er the skies again at eve, 

Ana to discriminate the ntgh^and day. 

Still Cynthia's changeful hom waxes and wanes 
Alternate* and, wtt)v«nns extemjpd still. 

She welcomed to her breast her Urother's beams. 

Nor have the elements deserted yet 
Their functions .* thunder, with as loud a stroke , 
As erst, smites thrmigh the rocks, and scatters them, 
'She East still howls, still ^e relmtJess North wt..# 
Invades the shudderini^ Scythian, still he breathes 
The winter, and still rolls ihe storms along; 

*1110 king of ocean, with his wonted foro& 

Beats on Peloms ; o’er tile de^ is heanT 
Thedmarscr alarm of TriWswoandmg ribelk; 
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DjTor swim, the monsters of the ii^gean sea* 70 

In shalloi^, or beneath diminish^ waves. 

Thou, loo, thy ancient vegetative power 
lElnjoyest, O earth ! Narrissus still is sweet ; ' 

And, Plicebua 1 still lliy favouri&, and still 
Thy favourite Cytherea I both retain 
Tiheir beauty ; nor the mountains, ofc-enriched 
For punishment Qf man, with purer gold 
Teemed ever, or with l^righter gems tlie deep. 

^Thus in unbroken series all proceeds ; 

And shalj. till wide involving either pole. So 

And the immensity of yonder heaven. 

The final flames of destiny absorb 

The M'orld, consumed in one enpimous p^re ! 


ON TH£ PLATONIC IDEA, , 

AS IT WAS UNDERSTOOD BY ARISTOTLJ 

Ye sister powers, ’ who o’er the sacred groves 
Preside, and thou, fair mother of them all,^^ 

Mnemosyne ! and thou who, in thy grot 
« Immense, reclined at leisure, hast in charge 
The archives, and the ord.nances of Jove, 

And dost record the festivals of heaven. 

Eternity M-inform us who is 11 c, « ^ 

That great original by nature chosen 
To be the archetype of human kind, 

Unchangeable, immortal, with the poles 10 

Themselves coeval, one, yet everywhere, 

An image of the god who gave him being? 

Twjn-brolhcr of the goddess bom from Jove, 

He dwells not in his father's mind, but, though 
Of common nature with ourselves, exists 
A Wt, and occupies a local home. 

•^Vhether, companion of the st^, he spend 
Eternal ages, roaming at his unll ^ 

Frohi sphere to sphere the^enfold heavfns ; or dwell 
On the moon's side that nearest neighbours earth ; 20 

Or torpid on the banks of Lethe sit 
Among the multitude of souls ordained 
c To flesh and blood, or whether (as may dionce) 

That vastfc*— * giant model of oui^^kind 
In solh'e far distant r^on of this gloi'ie 
Seqicsfbr^ stalk, with lifted head on high 
O’ertowerin^ A tlas, on whose shoulders rest 
The imific ^qi4o thifgodfl^ 
l^ever the Thebun iher, whose blindness proved ' 
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His best illumination, him beheld 
In secret vision: never him the son 
Of Pleione, amid the noiseless niglit 
Descending, to the prophet^phoir ftvealed ; 

4im never knew the Assyrian priest, who yet 
The ancestry of Ninus ghronicics. 

And Belus, and Osiris far-renowned ; 

Nor even thrice great Hermes, although sIRlled 
So deep in mysteiy^ to the worshippers 
Of Isis showed a prodigy like him. 

And thou, who hast immortalised the shades 
Of Academus, — if the schools received 
This monster of thf fancy first from thee, — 
Either recall at once the banihhed bards T 
To thy republic, or, thyself evinced 
A wilder fabulist, go also forthi 


isi# 


40. 


TO HIS FATHER# 

• ^ • 

f. Qii that Plena's spring would through my breast 

Pour its inspiring influence, and rush 
No rill, but rather an o’erflowing flood ! 

That, for my venerable father’s sflice 
A meaner themes renounced, my muse, on wings 
(Tf duty borne, might reach a loftier strain. • 

For thee, my father 1 ^owsoe’er it plea.se, 

^he frames this slender work ; nor know I aught 
That may thy gifts more suitably requite ; 

Though to requite them suitably would ask * lo 

Returns much nobler, and surpassing far 

The meagre stores of verbal gratitudie.: 

line, such as 1 possess I send thee all 

This page presents thee in their full amount 

With thy son’s treasures, and the sum is nought ; 

Nought, save Che riches that from airy dream 
In secret grottoes, and in laufbl bowers, 

1 have, by golden Clio’s gift, acemired. 

Verse is a Wbrk divine ; despisl not thou 
Verse therefore, which evinces (nothing more) zo 

lean’s heavenly source, and^ which, retaining stil 
Some scintillations^f Promethean firc^ 

Bespeaks him animated from above 

The gods love verse ; die Ihfemal powers themselTcs^ • 

Confess the influence of verse, lyhich stirs 

The lowest deep, and binds in triple chains 

Of adamant both Pluto and th# Shades. * 

In vase the Deh^ic priestess, and the pale« 

Tfemuloiis Sibyl, make the future known ; 

‘ G c a 
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• 

And he who Hacrihccs, on the i^hrine 30 

Hangs verSe, both when he smites the threatening bull, 

And lirhen he spreads his reeking entrails wide 
To scrutinize the fates enveloped #there. 

We too, ourselves, what time we seek again 
Our native fkics und one eternal no^ 

Shall lie the only measure of our being, 

Crowned all with ^old, and chanting to the lyre 
6 Harmonious verse, shall range the couiisribove, 

And make the starry firmament resound. 

And, eveif now, the fiery spirit pt^re 40 

* Thai wheels yon circling orbs, directs, 1 himself. 

Their mazy dance with melody of verse ^ 

• Unutterable, immortal, heanng''whicli 
Huge Ophiuchus holds his hiss suppressed ; 

Orion, soflcncd, drops his ardent blade ; 

And Atlas stands u)ivonsci6us oft his load. 

Verse graced of oKl the feasts of kings, ere j et 
Luxurious dainties, destined to the gulf ' 

Impicnse of gluttony, were knov^n, and ere 

Lymus dctugc<l yet tne temperate board. 50 

Then sat ihe baitl at customary guest “ 

To share the banqi),et, and, his length of locks 
With bccchcn honours bound, proposed in ^:rsc 
The characters of heroes and their deeds 
To imitation ; sai^ of Chaos old, 

•Of Nitureli birth, of godi^that crept in search 
Of acorns fallen, and of the thunder-bolt 
Not yet pTO|£luced from Aetna's fiery cave. 

And what avails, at last, tune without r oice, 

Devoid of matter? Such may suit perhaps 6q 

The rural dance, but such was ne’er the song 
Of Orpheus, whom the streams stood still to hear, 

And the oaks followed. Not by chords alone 
Well touched, but by resistless accents more. 

To s/mpathetic tears the ghosts themselves 
He moved : these praises to his verse he owes. 

Nor thou persist, I pray tliee, still to slight 
*pie Sacred Nine, and to imagine vain 
' And useless, ppwere, by whom inspired, thyself 
Art skilful to associate verse with airs • 70 

Harmonious, and to give the human voies 
A thousand modulations^ heir by right 
Tndispntable of Arion’s fiimc. ^ 

Now say, «hat wonder is it if a son ^ 

Of thine ddig^t in verse, if, so conjoined 
In clox we sympathise « 

In social tirts, and kindiM studies swAt? 

Such distribuVon of himself to us 

Was Phoehusi choice ; thou best thy gift, and I 

Mine allb, and between ua we r^oeive^ So 

^her and son, me whole inspiiii^g god. 
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No t howsoever the semblance thou assume 
Of hatej thou hatest not the gentle Muse, 

My father^ for thou never baclest^e tread 
The beaten path, and broad, that lends right on 
'Bo opulence, nor didst condemn thy sou 
To the insipid clamourj^ of the bar, 

To laws voluminous and ill observed ; 

But, wishing*to enrich me more, to fill * 

My 'khind with treafUre, Icd’st me far away 50 * 

From city din to deep retreats, to banks * 

And streams Aotiian, andf with free consent. 

Didst place me happ^at Apollo's side. 

1 speak not now, cm more iniportant themes 
Intent, of common benefits, and such * 

As nature bids, but of thy larger gifts,* 

My faBier ! who, when I had of^ncd once 
The stores of Roman rhctcffic, and leagued 
Tlie full-toiiccyflnguage of the eloq^nl (Wrecks, 

Whose loft|r music graced the lips of Jove, 1 00 

Thyself didst coun:»el me tfl add the floxwrs • 

J 'hat Gallia boasts; those too with whicn the smooth 
talian his degenerate speech adorns, # • • \ 

Tlftit witnesses his mixture with the Gotli< 

Palcstine'sttrophetic songs divine. 

To sum the whole, whate’er the heaven contain? 

Tlie earth beneath it, and the air between, t 

The rivers and the restless dcep,Biay aJl 

PsDve intdlectual gain to me, my wish 

Concurring with thy will ; Science herself, • 110 

All cloud removed, inclines her beauteous head, 

•And oflfers me the lip, if, dull of heart, 

I shrink not, and decline her gracious boon. 

Go now and gather dross, ye sordid minds 
That covet it ; what cxiuld my father more? 

What more could Jove himself, unless he i^ave 
His own abode, the heaven in which he reigns? 

More eligible gifts than these were not 
Apollo's to his son, had they liecn safe 
As they were insecure, who made the boy 
The world's vice-luminary, Bade him rule 
The radiant charfbt^of the day, and bind 
To hisyoun^brow5*his own allftazslthg wreath? 

I therefore, althougji last and least, my place * 

Among the learned in the daurcl grove ^ 

Will hold, and where the conqueror^s ivy twines, 

Henceforth exempt from the unlettered throi^. 
rrofane, nor even to ^ sSen by such. 

Away, then, sleepless Care ; Complaint, away; 

And, Envy, with thy “ iwlous leer malign ! ” • 

Nor let the monster Caj|imny%hoot form * 

Heswenomed tongue at me.* Detested foes ! 

Te an are imootent against my peace. 



TJiAArSLATlOArS 

Fbr I am privileged, and bear my breast 
Safe, and tfio high for your viperean wound. 

ButHhou, my father ! since to render thanks 
E^uivsUent, and to requite oy deeds 
Thy liberality, exceeds my power, 

Sumce it that I thus record thy gifts, t 

And 'bear them treasured in a grateful mind ! 140 

Yc too, the favourfte pastime of my youth, « 

• My voluntary numbers, if ye dare ^ 

Terhope longevity, and to survive 

Your master's funeral, not soon aljroibcd 
' In tliv: oblivious Lethx'an gulf, * 

Shall to futurity perhaps convey 1 

• This theme, and by these praised of my sire 
Improve the fathers of a distant age 1 


TO SALSIULUS, 

A RC?lHA*W» POET, MUCH INDISPOSED. 

« 

The original i.« written in a measure called Scagfln, which sigdifie* Ihnpini^^ ....d iiiea«>t>re 
is denomiuated because, though in other respects lambic, it teiminatcs with a Sporidcc. an.l 
has consequently a mure tardy mq)rcment. 

The reada; will ^jpuracdiiatcly see that thin property of the Latin verse cannot be imitated 
ill English. * 


My halting Muse, that draro'st by choicejilong 
Thy slow, slow step, in mdancholy son^, 

And likest that pace, expressive of thy cares. 

Not less than Deiopeia’s sprightlier airs. 

When in the dance she beats with measured tread 
lleaveii*s floor, in front of Juno's golden bed ; 
Salute SaUillns, who to verse divine 
Prefei), with partial love, such lays as mine 
Thus writes that Milton, tlien, who, wafled o’er 
Froift his own nest on Albion’s stormy shore, 
Wherfe Kurus, fiercest of the iKolian band, 

' Sweeps with ungoverned rage th% blasted land, 

Of late to more serene Ausonia came ' 

To view her cities of ilhistridos name^ * 

To prove, himself a witness of the truth, 

Ifow wwe her elders, and how learned her youth. 
Much good,VSaUilhis ! and a body free • 

From all disease that Milton a^s for thee. 

Who ntf.v^ef^urest the languor, and the pains, 
That bife inflicts, diffused throiigh all tny vein% 
Kelentless malidy ! not moved to spm 
By thy sweet 1 t.oman*votce, and* Lesbian air ! 

Hesdth, Hebe’s sister^ teat us from the skies^ 
A^ thouf Apollo, whom all sickness fliea^ 
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Pythius, or Paean, or what name divine 
Soe’er tfcou choose, haste, heal a priest of thine 1 * 

Ye mve^of Faunus, and ye hills that melt 
With vinous dews, where meek Slander dwelt, 

V aught salubrious in your confines grow. 

Strive which shall soonest heal your poet*s woe, • 30 

That, rendered to the Muse he loves, again . * 

He may enchant the meadows with his sHain. 

Numa, reclined inaeverlasting ease. 

Amid the shade of dark embowering trees. 

Viewing with eyes of unabated fire 

Ilis loved i^geria, shall that strain admire : > 

So soothed, the ti^id Tito shall revere 
The toml)s of kings, nor Molate the year. 

Shall curb his waters with a friendly rein. 

And gpide them harmless, till they meet the main. 40 




TO GIOVANiVI BATTISXA MANSO^ 

MARQUIS OF VILLA. 


MILTON'S ACCOUl|r OF hXnSO.. 

Giovanni Mttista ftfanm, Maiquis of Villa, u an Italian nobleman Of the highest estimation 
among his c(nintrymen.afor gcniu% literature, and niilitary accompliihnients. To him Torquato 
Tasso addressed nis ‘‘Dialogues o# Friendshiu,” for he was much the friend of Tasso, who hail 
also ^Icbrated him among the other princes 01 his country, in his poem entitled ** Gerusatennne 
Conquistata,” book xx. 

Fra caifalier magnanimi^ # car/esi, 

EUpUnde ii Mamo. 

During the Author’s stay at Naples, he received at the hands of the Martmis a thousand kind 
offices and civilities, and, desirous not to appear ungrateful, sent him this poem a sboit dme beforo 
his departure from that city. * 


These verses also to thy praise the Nine— 

O Manso I happy in that tBeme— design, 

For, Gallus antPMaecenas gone, they see 
None such iesidesT or whom tl^ lore as thee ; 
Ant^if my verse may give the meed of fame, 

• l*hine too shall prove an ^eriasting name; 
Already such, it^hines in Tasso's page 
^(For thou wast Tasso's friend) from age to age 
And, next, the Musecoifcigned (not unaware 
How high the charge) Marino Ip thy care, 
Who, singing to the nymphs Adonis' praise, ^ 
Boasts thee the patron mf himoopious lays. « 
Taahee atone the poet woitfd entrust ^ 

*Hin Intist vnu's. to thee al^ his dust : 
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And thou with punctual piety hast paid. 

In laboured brass, thy tribute to his sliade. ' 

Nor diis contented thee, --but lest the grave , 
Should aught absorb uf tneirs which thou couldst save, 
All future ages thou hast deigned to teach 
The life, lok, genius, character of eaoh. 

Eloquent os the Carian sage, who, true 
To his great themS, the lite of Homer drew. • 

' I, therefore, though a stranger youth, ^no come * 
Chilled by rude blasts that freeze iny northern home, 
Thee deadto Clio, confident proclaim, 

* Andathine, for Phoebus* sake, a deathless name. 

Nor thou, so kiii<l, wilt view with Bcomful eye 
K Muse scarce reared beneath ohr sullen sky. 

Who fears not, indiscreet as she is young, 

To seek in Latiiim hearers of her song. t 

We too, where Tham.» with his \uisui lied waves 
The tresses of the t/lue>haircd Ocean laves, 

Hear oft by night, or sUtml)ering seem to hear, * 

(ycf his wide stream, the s\van'.s\oice w'arbling clear. 
And we could boast* a Tityrus of yore, . 

Who trod, a weliorKq guest, your happy shore. 

Yes, dreary as w(* own our northern clime, 

FWen wc to Phoebus raise the polished rliym» 

Wc too serve Ph<ebus ; Plucbus has received 
(If legends old m^y claim to be l>elievcd) 

<4o sordid m(1.s fmm us, th^ golden ear. 

The burnished apple, ruddiest of the year. 

The fragrat\|; crocus, and, to grace his fai^, 

Fair damsels chosen from the Druid traft ; 

Druids, our native bards in ancient time. 

Who gods and heroes praised in hallowcil rlij-me. 
Hence, often as the maids of Greece surround 
Apollo’s shrine with hymns of festive sound, 

They name the vi^ins, who arrived of yore, 
With'British oflerings^ on the Delian shore ; 

Loxo, from giant Corineus sprung, 

Upis, on whose blest lips the future hung, 
i\nd Ilecaerge, with the golden hair, 

* iul decked with Pictish hues, add all with bosoms bare. 

Thq^ therefore, happy sage, whatever cliflie 
Shall rin^ with Tasso’s q^raiii in after timb, • 

Or with Mmino’s, shalt be known their friend. 

And wi]b an eoual flight to fame A'lcend. 

The* world ^11 hear how Phabua and the J^ine 
Were inmates wee, and willing guests of thine. 

Yet Ph^buSf when of old constraiAMl to roam 
The earthy an exile from his (i^venly home, 

Entere<>, no wU.1iiig guest, Adinetus* door. 

Though Hercii'es had ventureditheretbefore. 

But gentk Chiron’s cave, wan neay, a scene 

* Ofjpiral peace, clothed with perpetual green. 
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And thither, oft as respite he required 
From tustic clamours loud, the god retired. 

There, lyanv a time, on Peneus* bank reclined 
At some oafe's root, with vry thi& entwined, *70 

«Won by his hospitable friend s desire, 

He soothed his pains exile with the lyre. • 

Then shook the hills, then trembled Peneus’ shore, . * 
Nor G£ta felt his load of forests more ; • 

The upland elma#lescended to the plain. 

And softened lynxes wondered at the strain. 

Well may we think, Q dear to all above I 
Thy birth distinguished by the smile of Jove, 

And that ApollOgShcd his kindliest power. 

And Malays son, on that pfopitious hrnir, So* 

Since only minds so Tmrn exm comprehend 
A pt^t's worth, or yield that worth a friend. 

Hence on thy yet unfadedftrhcef appears 
The lingering freshness of thy greener 3^ars; 

Hence, i^ tl^ front and features wl admire 

Nature unwithered and a%iind entire. , 

Oh might so trm a friend to me bclonffj 

* So skilled to grace the votaries of so^ t 
Should I recall hereafter into rhyme ^ 

k.^e kinkf anc||hcroes of my native clime,. 90 

Arthur the chief, who even now prepares, 

In subterraneous being, future wars, ^ 

With all his martial knights, t<Jl)e restored 
Each toshis seat around the federal board ; 

* And oh,,if spirit {ail me not, disperse 

Our Saxon piundeArs, in triumphant verse ; 

Then, after all, when, with the past content, 

A life 1 finish, not in silence spent, 

Should he, kind mourner, o’er my death-l)cd bend, • 

I shall but need to say — “ Be yet my friend ! *’ too 

He. too, perhaps, shall bid the marble breathe 
To honour me, and with the graceful wreath, 

Or of Parnassus or the Paphian isle. 

Shall bind my brows, — but I shall rest the W'h’la 
Then also, if the fruits of faith endure, 

And virtue’s promised recompense be sure. 

Borne to those ceats to which the blest aspire 
By purity qf soultmd virtuousoBre, • 

These rites, as fate permits, I shall survey 
, Wifh eyes illuminecf by ^elestial day, I lo 

And, eveiy c 1 oi|d from my pure spirit driven. 

Joy in the bright beatitude of heaven I 


TRANSLAiilOkS 


ON THE DI^TII OF DAMON, 
r 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Thymi!! and Bavnon. nhepherds and neighbour*, had always pursued the same studies, and had. 


ISy Uamon is to be understood Charles Deudati. connected with the Italian city of Lucca by hist 
fAthcr's side, in other respect.i an ICiigtihliman ; a y|>uth of uncommon genius, erudition, and 
virtue. v ^ «, 

Ye nymphs of Himera (for ye have shed • 

^ Krewhile for IXiphnis,' and tor Ifylas dead, 

And over Bton*s long- lamented bier. 

The fruitless meed of inany^a sacred tear), 

Now through the vilLns laved by Thames rehearse 
The woes of Thyrsi in Sicilian verse, « 

What sighs he heaved, and how with groans profisjnd 
lie cnadc the woods jtnd hollow rocks resound, 

Ytiung Damon dead ; nor even ceased to pour « 

llis lone^v sorro\tf^ at the midnight hour. io»* 

The green wheat twice had nodded in the ear, , 

And golden harvest twice enriched the year,t 
Since Damon's lips had gasped for vital air 
The last, last timef nor Thyrsis yet was there ; 

#or h^ enAtfioured of the MUse, remained 
In Tuscan Fiorenza long detain^, * 

But, stored af length with all he wished to»lcam, • 

For his flock's sake now hasted to retunr; 

And when the shepherd had resumed his seat 

At the elm's root, within his owp retreat, 20 

Then 'iwxs his lot, then, all his loss to know, 

And, from his burthened heart, he vented thus his woe : 

•* do, seek your hoiiu*, my lambs; my thoughts are due 
•* To other cares tlhaa those of fecdiiig you. 

•• Alas ! what deities shall I suppose 
*' In*heavcn, or earth, conccmca for human woc^ 

* “ i^in^e, O my Damon I their severe decree 

, • “ So soon condemns me to regref of thee I 
** Depurtest thou thus, thy virtues unrepaj^l ^ 

“ With fame and honoifr, Iik% a vulgar shade ? • 30 

** l.ct him ftfrbid it whose bright rod controls • 

** And separates sordid from illustnous souls, 

. ** Drive (ar\he rabble, and to thee assign • 

‘^A happi^Hotef with spirits worthy thine ! 

** seek your home, my lamVs;^y thoughts are due 
•• To o^er cares than those of. feeding you. 

Whaft’er lieft^ll, unless by cruel cbiuice 
The wolf fiift gtve*me a forbMdin^glance, 

, ** Thou ^ftalt not moulder undeplored, but long 
*' ^y praise shall dwell on every shepherd's tongue ^ 4c 
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** To Daphnis first they shall delight to pay, 

** And/ after him, to ihee, the votive lay, • 

While Pales shall the docks and pastures love, 

** Or Faunas to frequent tlje held^or grove, 

4* At least, if ancient piety and truth, 

** With all the learned^abours of thv youth, « 

“ May serve thee aucht, or to have left behind . - 

“ A sorrowing friend, and of the tunefuldvind. 

. •“ Go, seek ytiir home, my lambs ; my thoughts arc due# 
** To other cares than those of feeding you. 50 

** Yes, Damon ! such th^ sure reward shall be ; • 

Ihit ah, what doom awaits unhappy me? 

*' Who now my ^ains and ])erils shall divide^ 

As thou wast wont, for «%er at my side, 

“ Hoth when the rugged frost annoyed our feet, 

** Ar^l when the heritage all was parched with heat 
** Whether the griip woir#rava|;e to prevent, 

Or the hugedion's, armed with darts tic went ? 

“ Whose ron^ersc, now, shall calnfmy stormy day, 

“ With charming song wHb now beguile my w.iy? ^ 60 
“ Go, seek y oir hbine, my Iambs ^my thoughts arc due 
*** To other cares than those of feeding yoia 
*fcln whom shall I confide? whose couiijiel find * 
baltiiy m^icine for my troubled mind ? 

•‘T)r whose discourse with innocent delight 
** Shall fill me now, and cheat the wintry^ight. 

While hisses on my hearth tl^ pulpy pear, • 

^ V And Mackening chestnuts start ana crackle there, 

’ “ While«storms abroad the dreary meadows wlj^*lm, 

** And the wind tnthders through the neighbouring elm ? 70 
** Go, seek your home, my lamba; my thoughts art due 
“To other cares than those of feeding you. 

“ Or who, when summer suns their summit reach, 

“ And Pan sleeps hidden by the sheltering bced:, 

“ When shepherds disappear, nymphs scejt the sedge, 

“And the stretched rustic snores breath the h.ulge, • 

“ Who then shall render me thy pleasant vein 
“ Of Attic wit, thy jest-s thy smues, again ? « 

“ Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts arc due 
“ To other cares than those of feeding you. 

“ Where glens«and vales arc thickest overgrown ^ 

“ With tallied bbughs, I waitier npw alone, 

“ Till night descend, while blustering wind anisMbwer 
“ Beat on my temples tlp’ough the shattered berwer. 

“ Go, seel^your home^ my lambs ; my thovghtli Me due^ 
“ To other cares than those of feeding ym\ • * 

“ Alas ! what rampant aveeds now shame my fields^ 

** And w'hat a mildfwed crop the furrow yields 1 * • 

“ My rambling vines, unwedacd to the tree^ # ^ 

“ Bear shrivelM grapes ; ipfr myrtles^] to^lense ; 90 

t^^or please me more m]r flocks ; th^, slighted, «um 
“ Their unavailing looks on me^ and mdbrn. . 
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' “ Go, seek your home, my lambs; toy thoughts are due 

“ To other cares than those of feeding you. ' 

“ invites me to the hazel grove, 

Amvntas, on the river*s*bank rove, 

“And young Alphe^ibocus to a seat , 

“ Where branching elms exclude the, mid-day heat. 

Here fountains spring, — here mossy hillocks rise ; 

“ * Here Ztjphyr whispers, and the stream replies.* loo 
V “ Thus each persuades, but, deaf to even# call, • 

** 1 gain the thickets, and escape them afl. 

“ Go/*seek your home, iny la^nbs ; my thoughts jire due 
' “ To other cares than those of feeding you. 

“ Then Mupsus said, (the same who reads so well 
“ 'riic voice of binls, and what 'Jic stars /orctcll, 

“ For he by chance Had noticed my return,) 

“ * What means thy sullen in«>od, this deep concern? 

“ * Ah, 'rhyijiis ! thop art iilhcn.-:ra/cd with love, 

“ * Gr some sinistoe influence from alcove ; * ; lo 

“ * Dull Saturn’s influenwc oft the shepherds Aic; 

“ ‘Jlis leaden .shaft oblique has » ierced thee thro*ttgh.* 

“ Go, go, my l<«.mbs, unpastured as ye arc, 

“ My thovighls a£‘e pU now due to other care. * 

“ The nymphs, amazed, my melancholy sec, 

“ And * Thyrsis ! ’ cry, * what will liecoine af thee I ^ ^ 
“ ‘ What wouMst thou, Thyrsis? such should not appeal 
“ * The brow of youth, stern, gloomy, and severe ; 

4 * * l^isk yv'.uth should and love, — ah, slum the fiitc 

“ 'Of those twice wrclcheii mopes who lo\e loo lj»e ! ’ !20 
“ Go, go, my lambs, unpastured as ye arc ; 

“ My thougnts arc all now due to othot. jH^re. 

“ yKglc with Hyas came, to soothe my pain, , 

“ And llaucis’ daughter, Dry<^* the vain, 

“ Fair Dryopc, for voice and (ihgcr neat 
“ Known far and near, and for her self-conceit ; 

“ C’hloris too came, whose collage on the lands 
“ That skirt the Idumatiian current stands; 

“ Hut all in vain they came, and but to sec 
“ Kind words, and comfortable, lost on me. 1 50 

V Go, go, niy lambs, un}>astiircd as yc are ; 

> “ My thoughts are all now due tp other care. 

“ Ah,, blest indifference of the playful herd, 

“ None by his fellow chosen, or preferred 1 
“No bo^ds.of amity the flocks enthral, 

“Rut each associates and is pleased with all ; 

“ graze die dappled deer in nulherous droves, 

And alLhis kipa alike the zebra loves ; 

“ The ^mc-law governs where the billows roar, 

“And rioteus* shoals o’eispread the dCsert shore ; 140 

“ The eparroWj meanest of fhe feathered race^ 

“ His fit companion ^nds in e^ry p))Lce, 

“ WJth vhom he nicks the grmn that suits him best, ^ 

* “.^irtb l}erc and fiiere, and late returns to rest. 
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** And whom, if oiance the falcon make his prey, 

*' Or lipdgcr with his well-aimed arrow slay, « 

** Kor no sucli loss the gay survivor grieves, 

“ New Itfvc he seeks, and new d<d^ht receives. 

** We only, an obdurate kihd, rejoice, 

^ Scorning all others, in a single choice. 

“ We scarce in thousands meet one kindred mind ; 

“ And if the long-sought good at last we/ind, 

“ \\hen least we jpar it, Death our treasure steals, 

** And gives our heart a wound that nothing hcnls. 

“ Go, go, my lambs, unpastured as ye are ; ^ 

“ My thoutpits are alj no^r due to other care. 

“ Ah, what delusion lured from my flocks, 

** To traverse Alj^ne snow§ and rugged rocks 1 
“ What need so great had 1 to visit Home, 

“ Now sunk in ruins, and herself a tomb? 

** Or,* had she flourished {^11 asewhen of old 
** For her sakt^Tityrus forsook his fold,^ • 

** What necd^o great had I to incur a pause 
** Of thy'9wect intercourse for such a cause, 

** For such a cause to place the roaringisea, * 

•** Hocks, mountains, woods, between ^'iend and me? 
** Else, had I grasp^ thy feeble hanck composed • 

* *Thy decent limbs, thy drooping cycUcN closed, 

^ ^nd, at ihe^st, had said — ‘ harewell, — ascend, — 

* Nor even in the skies forget thy friend I* 

“Go, go, my lambs, unte^cd homefrard fare ; 

“ My tl^ughts arc all now dueno other care. * 

• * Although well pleased, yc tuneful Tuscan swains ! 

“ My mflid the irftuory of your worth retains, * 

“Yet not your woAi can teach me less to mourn 

’ “ My Damon lost he too was Tuscan bom, 

“ Born in your Lucca, city of renown ! 

** And wit possessed, and genius, like your own. 

“ Oh, how elate was I, when stretched beside 
“ The murmuring course of Amo*s breezy tkle, • 

“ ^neath the poplar grove I passed my hours, 

“ Now cropping myrtles, and now venial floweis 
“ And hearing, ns I lay at case along, 

“ Your swains ebntending^or the pnze of songl 
“ I also dared ^ttempt (and, as it seems, 

“ Not much displpa^ attemgting) various themes^ ' 

“ For even I can presents boast frotn you, 

“ The shepherd’s pip^ and osier basket too ; 

• “ And Dati, and Francifii, both have made 
“ My name fanffiliar to the beechen shade, 

• “ And they are leame4» and each in evciy\la^ 

“ Renowned for sogg, and both of Lydian race. • f 
“ Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward 
“ My themj^ts are alt now due to other carA 
“ While bright the dAvy gilss with mbonbenis i|pne, 

. * find. 1 st<m hurdline iir my kids aloae.. 
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llow often have I said (but thou hadst found 
Ere thcr^thy dark cold lodgment under ground), « 
“ Nov' Damon sii^s or spnnges sets for hares, 

**.()r wickerwork lor varicHis use orepnrcs I * 

** How oft, indulging fancy, have 1 planned 
“New scenjps of pleasure that I hopcnl at hand, 
“•Chilled thee abroad as I was wont,*and cried, 

“ * What, hoa ! ti|y friend, — come lay thy task^sidc, 
• “ * Haste, let us forth together, and begitjlc 

“ * The lusat beneath yon whispering shades awhile, 

“ ‘ Or on^he margin stray of (Joints clear flood, 

• “ ‘ Or where Cassibelan’s grey turrets tfttood ! 

“ * There thou shalt cull me simolcs, and shah teach 
0 “ ' Thy friend the name and healing powirs of each, 
“ * From the tall blue))eil to the dwarflsh weed, 

“ * What the dry land and what the marshes breed, 

“ ' For all their kindj^ alikefto thr^ are known, 

“ ‘ And dte wholeiirt of Galen is thy owtu^f . 

“ Ah, perish Galcn*s arf, and withered be ^ 

“ The useless herbs that gave no| health to Ihcc f 
“ Twelve evenings since, as in poetic dream 
I meditating s^t ^jinc statelier theme, 

“ The reeds no swmdl- touched my lip, though new 
“ And uncssayed IjVfore, than wide tney fle^ * 
bursting their waxen bands, nor could sustain 
•• The <Ieep-toned music of the solemn strain ; 

Af\|l I atv vain perhaps, but I will tell 
“ How proud a theme I chose,— ye groves, farewcU ! 

“ Go, go, niy lambs, untended homeward fare; 

** My thoufpits arc all now <luc to othcy^cVe. 

“ (^r Brutus, Dardan chief, my song shall be, 

“ How with his barks he ploughed the British sea, 

“ First from Rutupia’s towering headland seen, 

“ And of his consort’s reign, fair Imogen ; 

“ Of Brennus and Belinus, brothers bold, 

“ Awl of Arviragus, and how of old 
“ Our hardy sires the Armorican controlled, 

“ ^Vid of the wife of Gorlois, who, surprised 
“ By.Uther, in her husband’s form disgiiistvi 
•• (Such was the force of Merliw’s art), became 
“ Pregnant with Arthur of heroic fame. t 
“ These themes I now jevok^c,— and oh,* if Fa^ 

** Propoiti^n to these tii ernes my lengthened date. 
Adieu my shepherd's reed ! yon pine<tree bough 
** be^hy future home ; theril dangle thou 
and dhnisecl, unless ere long * 

A thy Latian for a Biitish song; 

tt A ^ powers o^man 

!! » the'ftiost he can : 

1C skalf well sufhee me,^nd s^all be 

4. recompense enough for me, 

Jf Us^ golden-haired, verSe may learn. 
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“ Ift\Iain liendinf o*er his crystal um, 

“ Swif^-whirline Abra, Trent’s o'ershi^owed stre^im, 250 
** Thames, lovelier far than all in my esteem, 

** Tamar'c ore-tincturcd flood, and, after these, 

** The wave-worn shores of utmost Orcades. 

* ** Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward fare ; 

** My thoughts are ail Aow due to other care. * 

** All this I kept in leaves of laurel-rind^ 

** Unfolded We, Md for thy view designed 
** Tnis^ and a giftTrom Manso's hand beside 
** (Manso, not least his native city’s pride), 

Two cups that rad)|int ^ their giver shone, 20C^ 

** Adorned by sculpture uith a double zone. 

** The spring wassgraven there ; here ^lowly wind 
•' The Red-sea shores, with groves of spices lined ; 

** Her plumes of various hues amid the boughs 
*' The sacred, solitary Ph<£nix f 4 lows, 

** And, watch^l of the dawn, reverts head 
** To see Aufujra leave her watery 1 ^. — 

** In othc#part, the expar||ivc vault al)ove, 

** And there too, even there, the god o^ love ; 

“With quiver an sc»l he mounts, his torch displays 270 

• ** A vivid light, his gem-tipt arrows bii&e, ^ 

'^Around his bright and flery eyes he rolls, 

Vor aims at#uTgar minds or uttle souls, 

** Nor deigns one look below, but aiming high 
** Sends every arrow to the loftv sky ; • 

** Hence forms divine, and minis immortal, leafti 

• ^ The i^wcr of Cupid, and enamoured bum. 

** Thou, also# Damon (neither need I fear • 

** That hope delusi^), thou art also there ; 

• ** For whither should simplicity like thine 280 

Retire? where else such spotless virtue shine? 

“ Thou dwellest not (thought profane) in shades below, 

“ Nor tears suit thee ; —cease then my tears to flowl 
** Away with grief, on Damon ill bestowed ! 

** Who, pure himself, has found a pure aborle, 

** Has passed the showery arch, henceforth resides 

With saints and heroes, and from flowing tides 
** Quaffs copious immortality and joy, 

•* With hallowed lipsf— Ofl ! blest without alloy, 

** And now enAchra with all ^lat faith can claim, • 290 

** Look dotm, entreated by wnatevA* name, g. 

** Damon please thee most (that rural sound* 

• Shall oft with echoes fill the groves around) 

** Or if Deodatus, by which alone 

• ** In those ethereal mansions thou art knoilli. * 

** Thy blush was mudeX, and thy youth the taste • 

** Of wedded bliss knew neves, fmre and chaste : • 

** The honours^ therefore, by divine decree • 

The lot of virgjin wAtb, ske given ta thee f 
^ 'Siv brows encircled with a radiant band. 
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** And the gfreen palm-branch waving in thy hand, 
** Th<m in immortal nuptials shall rejoice, 

** Ana join with seraphs thy according voice, 
Where rapture reigis, and the ecstatic lyre 
** Guides the blest oigies of ^lic blazing quire.*' 


AN ODE ADDRESSED TO MR. JOHN ROUSE 

^ VlBKAKIAN OP TIIK UNIVRKS.TV OP OXPOKU, 

ON A TOST VOLUME OF MY FORMS, WHICH HE DESIRED MR TO REFLACB, THAT 
HE MXuIlT ADO THEM TO MY OTHER WORKS DEPOSITED IN THE LIBRARY. 

l*hi» Ode it rendered without rhyme, that it might more adequately represent the original, 
which, as Milton himself informs ui, is of ne cerlarn measure. It may possibly for this reason 
disappoint the reader, thqiKh it cos; thS writer more labour tlian the translation of any other piece 
ill the whole collection — C. ** , 

STRorifh. 

^f Y twofold book ! single in show, 

^ But double in contents, 

Neat, buteiot curiously adorned, 

Which, in his early youth, c 
A poet gave, no lofty one in truth, 

Although An earnest ^oocr of the musc-~ 

Siy while in cool Musonian shades 
Or British wilda he roamed. 

Striking by turns his native lyre^ 

By turns the Daunian lute, lO 

And stepped almost in air ; 

ANTISTROniE. 

Say, little book, what furtive hand 
Thee from thy fellow-books conveyed, 

Vr^hat time, at the repeated suit 
Of my most learned friend, 

1 sent thee ibnh, an honoured traveller, 

From our great city to the source of Thamct, « 

Cicrulean sire; « 

Where rise the ^ntPins, and the .*9ptnr^ ring 

H Of the Aonian choir, 20 

Durable as yonder spheres, • 

And through the endlAs lapse of yean 
^ Sj^enre to be admired ? 

c 

STROTHB XI. 

• t 

Now what god, or demigod. 

Fit: Britain's ancient genhis moved 
(If our aAicted load 
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Have exf Uted at length the guilty sloth 
Of her degenerate sons) ^ 

* Shall terminate our impious feuds, 

And discipline^ with hatt[>wed voice, recall ?* 
Recall the Mbses too^ 

Driven from thetr ancient seats 
In Albion, and svell-nigh from Albion's 4 iore^ 
And with keen rhoebean sliafts 
* Piercing the unseemly birdf^ * 

^Al08e talons menace us. 

Shall drive the harpy race from Helicon a^? 

• * • 

^ ANTISTROniB. 

But thou, my boot, though tRou hast strayed, 
Whether by treachery Idst, 
t Or indolent neglect, thg Ixarer's fitult, 

From all m]^tndred b^ks, 

To dark cell, or cavg forlSrn, 

• Wncre thou endurest, perhaps, 

The chafing of ipmS hard untutq^ed hand, 
comforted — 

For lo ! again the splendid hone^ppears 
^ That thou mayest yet escape^ 

The gutfi of Lethe, and on oary wings 
Mount to the everluting courts of Jove ! 

# 

• STROpA III. 
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^ince Rouse desires thee, and oomplains 50 

That thAigh by promise his, 

Thou yet appearest not in thy place 
Among the literary noble stores 
Given to his care, 

But, absent, leaves! hU numbers incomplete 
lie, ther^ore, guardian vimlant 
Of that uDperbhing wealth. 

Calls thee to the interior shrine, bis charge, 

Where he intends a richer treasure far 
Than Ion kept (Ion, Erectheus* son Ao 

* ninstrious, of the fdir Creiisa born) ^ 

In the rftplendent tem^ of his god, 

Tri^bds ofV^<^ iMphit gt& divii*^- 


^ iWTKTROPUE. 

Haste, then, to die pleasant gr^es; 
The MttsA* favemrite haunt ; 
Resume thy dation in Apollo’s doi^ 
Dearer to him # 

Than DeTo% oi^he fMsei Fsnmadaiifiill 
* Ejculdi^gov 
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1 — r — 

Since now a splendid lot is also tlvne. 

And thou art sought by my propitious friend ; 

* For there thou shalt be read ' 

With authors exalted note, , 

he ancient glorious lights of Greece and Rome* 


70 
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EPODK. 

Ye then, my works, no longer ^ain 
And worthless deemed by me ! 

\\Hate er this steril genius has produced 
Expect, at last, the rage of Eiivy spent, 

An unmolested happy home, 
iilt of kind Hermes, and ^ny watchful friend ; 80 

Where never flippant tongue profane 
Shall entrance And, 

And whence the cor rsc ip^lettered multitude * 

Shall l^abblc far remote. 

Perhaps somo future distant a^, V 
Less tinged with prejudice, and better taught, 

Shml furnish minds of power 
To judge more equally. 

, Then, Malhe silenced in the toml\ 

Coolen heads and sounder hearts, • 

Thanks to House, if aught of tflaise 
1 merit, shall with candour weigh the claim. 

L 
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SONNET. 

2 ^air Lady I whose barmontous name the Rhine, 
• Through all hts grassy vale, delights to hear. 
Base were indeed the wretth who could forbeai 
,To love a spirit elegant as thine, • 

That manifests a sweetnfts all divine^* e 
Ntli* knows a thousand winning acts to spare. 
And graces, which Love’s bpw and arrows are^ 
• remjjiering thy virtues to a softer shipe. 

WlieiT gracmlly thou speakest, or singest gay, 
Suplf strains as might the seifreless forest move 
A,\ then — turn ea& hk eyes and^ears away, 
Wfhi feels himself unworthy of thy love 1 
Grace qan alope preserve* him,tere the dart 
Of fond de^ y^eeach his inmost heart • 
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SONNV. 

• 

As on a hill-top rude, when closing day 
Imbrowns the stene, some pastoral maidhn fair 
Waters a lovely foreign plant with care, ^ 
Dom^ froni its native genial airs away, * 
That scarccl)rcaii its tender bud disi)lay; 

So on my tongue these accents, new and r^re. 
Are flowers ci^ticf which Love waters therei 
While thus, O sweetly scornful ! 1 essay 
Thy praise iia verse to Ji^itish ears unknown. 

And Thames exchange for Ariuvs fair domain ; 
So Ixive has willed, and ofttimes Love has show 
That what he wills h(yieve% wills in vain. 

Oh that this hard and steril brets^ might b^ 

To who plants from hanven, a soil as free 


CANZONE. 

Tiiky mock my toil—lbe nymphs and amorous swains— 

“ .\nd whence thi.s fond atterupt to wrifi,” Ihjy cry. 

** I.oY^songs 111 language thaFthou little know«;i ? • 

*** How darest thou risk to sing these foreign strains? 

“ Say fbilXi — fiflc^t not oft thy purpose crosftd, 

And that thy fairest flowers here fade and die?” 

Then, with pretence of admiration high — 

“ Thee other shores expect, and other tides ; 

“ Rivers, on whose grassy sides 
** Her deathless laurel leaf, w ith which to hind 
Thy flowing locks, already Fame provides ; 

“ Why then this burthen, better far declined ? 

Speak, Muse ! for me. — The fair one said, who gyide^ 
My willing heart, and all my fancy* s flights, 

Xhis is the language in^hich J..ove delights." 


SONNET. 

TO CHARLES DtOD.lTA. 

• 

Charles— and I aay it wond*^ng— tho® must khgmr 
That I, who once a scpmiul air,^ ^ 

And scoffed at LovS. am Tallen in Hb snam ; 

' (Full* many an upright man has faUeuFm.) 

.. * R H.9 



‘ TRANSLJ^lOti^ Of Tff£ 

’ ,Yet think me not thus dazzled bv UuTflJLr 

Of golden locks, or damask cheek ; more rare 
Tjie heartfelt beauties of my foreign fair, * 

A mien maicstic, with^ark brows that show . 

^he tranquil lustre of a lofty mind ; 

Words exquisite, of idioms more than one, 

, And soilg, whose fascinating povier might bind. 
Arid from her sphere draw down, the labouring moon 
Witfi such fire-darting eyes, that should I fih 
My cars with wax, she would enchant^ me still. 


. SONNIfl 

Lady ! it cannot be but that thine eyes 
Must be my sun, «such ^adianre tliey display, 

And Strike me even as Phoebus him whore way 
Through hbrrid Libya's sandy desert lics.^ 
h^eantime^ on that side steamy •‘/apours rise 
Where most I sftfTer. Of what Icind are they, 

New as to m: tk<^ are, 1 cannot say, 

But*Jeem tlivm, in the lover's language — sighs. 
Some, though with pain, my bosom close ^ncealk, 
Which, if in part escaping thence, they Tend 
To soften thiye, thy coldness soon congeals. 

• WWlc others to my learfij eyes ascend, 

wherice my sad nights in showers are ever droivncd. 
TUI my^ Aurora comes, her brow with roses bound 

9 


SONNET. 

Enamoured, artless, young, on foreign ground, 
Uncertain whither fiom myself to fly. 

To thee, dear l^dy, with an humble sigh 
*Let me devote my heart, which I have found 
•By Certain proofs, not few, intrei^kl, sound, 

. Good, and addicted to conceptions high : 

MHien tempests shake the world, and flee the sky. 
It rests in adamanWsdf-Irrapt aronnef, t 
As saft'ffl>m envy, and from outrage rude, 

Frpm hopes and fears that vu^r minds abuses 
'''As fonfl of mmius and flxed fortitude, ^ 

' Of the VesounSing l)Te, and every muse. 

Wfqjk^ou will And it in one ofdy part, 

N^, pierced hy Love's iipmedicame diurt 
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COMPLIMENTARY POEMS TO MILTON. 

' FROM TUB LATIN AND ITALIAN, 

»HE NEAPCM-ITAN, JOHN BAPTIST MANSO, 

marquis or VILLA, ^ 

TO THE ENGLfSHMAN, JOHN MlKTOIi. 

• 

What fcatufcs, form, mien, manners with a mind 
Oh how intelligent ! and how refined ! 

Were but thy piety from fault as free, 

Thou wouldcst no Aqgle Ijtt an ^ngcl be. 


AN^EPIGRAM. 

• 

ADDR^^SED TO THE ENCiLISHMAN, JOHN My-TtN, A rOET WORMY UV 
* T^IREB LAURELS, THE (iKEClAN, L^ffN, AND ETRUSCAN, > 

• JOHN SALSILLI, OF ftOMB. 

Meles* and Mincio,f lx)th, your urns depress 1 
Sebetus,^ boast henccforlluthy Tas.s(f less I 
But^let the Thames o’erpeOT all floods, sind^ihe * 

For Milton famed shall, single, match the three. 


TO JOHN MILTON. 

Greece, sound thy IIomcr^s, Rome, thy Virgil's n&ie, 
But England’s Milton equals both in fame. 

Seiataggi. 


AN ODEi 

ADDRE.<!itfb TO THE ILLUSTRKSUS ENGLISHMAN, MR. JOHN MIRTON^^ 
BY SIGNOR ANTTNIO FBANCINl, GENTLEMAN, OP FipRENCE. * 

• * ^ a 

Exalt me, Clio, to the skies, 

• That 1 may form a starry crown. 

Beyond what HelTcon supplies 
In kmAate garlands of renown ; ^ 

To nobler worth be bfighter glory given, 

And to a heavenl|i mind a recompense from heit^ts. 

* Melet is a river of looia, ta tli^ neigli^oiirliood o^Satyif^ whence Homer S ca!|pd 

MlAcif watered the dty of Mantua, famous as flii^itbplaoe fir Virci] 
i Sebe&a is now the Fimmu dtUmMaddtUrmit; k mas unufn Maplea w 





TRANSL/(TJOlf^ OF THE 


Time's wasteful hunger cannot prey 
On cYeVlastirig high desert, 

Nor'eon Oblivion steal ^ay 
'* Its record graven on the hcarA ; 

T>:>dge but an arrow, Virtue, on the bow 

That binds my lyre, and death shall a vanquished foe. 

In Ocenn’s blazing flood enshrined, , 

Whose vassal tide around her swells, c * 

Albion, from other climes disjoined. 

The pijwcss of the world excels ; 

•.she teems with heroes that to glory rise. 

With more than human force in our astonished eyes. 

To Virtue, driven from other lands 
Their Ixwoms yield a safe retreat ; 

Her law alone ihcir deed ^ommands ; * 

Her sQiilcs ihcj^flfcl divinely sweet 
Confirm my record, wilt^n, generous youth I 
And by true virtue prove thy virli^'s praise a truth 

Zeuxis, all energy Ahd flame, 

Set ardent foeth his career ; 

^ Urged his t.'isk by Helen's fame 

Resounding evcV in his ear ; ^ * 

To make his image to her beauty true, 

From the collcctec\ fair each sovereign charm hedrcw. 

The^>ee,< i^ith subtlest ski/j endued, ^ 

Thus toils to earn her precious juice 
From all the flowery myriads strewed * * 

O'er meadow and parterre profuse ; 
r onfedcrate voices one sweet air compound, 

And various chords consent in one harmonious sound. 

An artist of celestial aim, 

Thy genius, caught by moral grace. 

With ament emulation's flame 
I'he steps of Virtue toiled to trace, 

Ohsetved in every land who brightest shone, 

Aigl, blending all their liest, made perfect good tby own. 
* . ^ ^ 
From all in Florence bom, or taught , 

Oiur country's swee(pst ngpent there, • , 

Whosesyqrks with learned labour wrought, 

Immort^ honours justly share, 

ThQuJ2r.st such treasure drawn of fflirest ore, 

*' T}iat not eyen Tjpean bards can b^t a riclfer store. 

Babel f ^nlused, and with her tow^fa 
Unfinished spreading widu the plaii$ 

% Has setved bat to evince thy powers 

With all hlr tOMjes confu^^ in ^ain, 
^'siticenotulone thy^England’s purest phrase 
. But Ifveiy polished reahnrthy various speech displays. , 



COMPUMENTjf^Y P^MS TO MILTON. ^ ^ 

The secret things of heaven and eartfi 
• By Nature, too reserved, concealed • 

From other minds of liii'liest worth, 

To tiiee arc copioi^ly re%%aled ; 

Thou kiiowest them clearly, and ihy views attain 
The utmost bounds^prescribed to inorid trutipi’ domain. 

Let Time no more his wing display^ , 

. • And boa^ his ruinous career, 

For Virtue, rescued from his sway, 

Ills injuries may cease to fear ; • 

Since all events that daim remembrance find • 

A chronicle exact in thy ^ipacious mind. 

* • 

Give me, that 1 may praise thy imng. 

Thy lyre, by which alone I can, 

•Which, placing thee^he syirs among, 

Already proves thee more thah gian ; ^ 

And Thaws shall seem Permesaus, while his stream, 
GracechwiUi a swan lil^ thee, shall be my favourite theme, 

I who beside the *Amo strain * 

To match thy merit with my |fiys, * 

> many an ciToit vain, ^ ^ 

^ To admire (hce rather than to praise, 

And that byimutc astonishment alone. 

Not by the faltering tongue, Jhy worthimay best be shojyn. 


< 

TRANSL4Ti6n of DRYVEN*^ poem on itiLTON. 

• ^ 

Tres tria, sed longi disUntia, saecula vatca 
Ostentant tribha ^ gentibns eximiot. • 

Grsccia Wdimem, cum majestate disertflig 
Roma tnlit, Mix An^ia vtriqne parem. • 

Partubus e#htnis Nalara erfaaiista, coatdif Jkt, 

Tertitts at fieret, edhsodare doos.^ 

7ir(r, *7^ 


y7* 


TRAffSLA^IO'NS 


J. 

i 


TRANSLATIONS FROM 'VINCENT BOURNE. 


ON THE PICTURE OF A SLEEPiNC CHILD. 

S^BBT balw, whote imngt hc^e expressed 
' Docs thy peaceful sluml>ers show ; 

Guilt or fear, to break* t^y rest, • 

Never did thy spirit know. 

Soothing slumbers^'Soft fepose» 
r Such as ^ick the painter's skill. 

Such as innocence bestows, 

Harmless infant, lull t/iee still t 


.VHE THRACIAN. 

ThraciA.v parent!^ at his birth, 

• Mourn their baht with many a teai 
But with undissembled mirth 
Place him breathless on his ^ic.\ 

Greece and Rome with equal scorn, 

** O the savages !" exclaim ; 

“ Whether they rejoice or mourn, 

** Well entitled to the name !** 

But the cause of this concern 
And this pleasure would they trace, 
Even they might somewhat learn 
From the savages of .Thrace. 


RFXIPROCiy;^, KINDNESS THE PRIMARY LAW OF NATURE. 

Androclbs from his injored lord, in dread 
Of Ir&tant death, to Lilm’s descrtcled. 

Tiry^^with his toilsome flight, and parched with heat. 

He spied, ^t lenrth, a cavqm's o^l retreat ; 

But aiarce nad mven to rest his vveaiy frame, 

JNhen, hugest ^ Ida kind, alien came : 
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translations 


— — r ; 

The largest and the longest kind 
Possess the foreino&l page, 

A sort most needed by the blind| ^ 
Or nearly 'such from age. 

iriie full-charged leaf, which next en- 
sues ' 

Presents in bright array ^ 

The sm.'iUer sort, which matrons use, 
Not quite so blind as they. 

The third, the fourth' the fifth supply 
What tlicir occasions ask, 

Who with a more discerning eye 
Perfortn a nicer ta>k. 

But still with regular decrease 

Prom size to size they fall, »> 

III every leaf grow Uks and le«s ; 

The last are least of all. ^ 


Oh I what a fund of genius, pent 
In narrow space, i ; here 1 
This volume's method and intent 
r How luminous and clear 1 * 

It leaves no reader at a loss 
Or posed, whoever reads : 

No commentator's tedious gloss, 

Nor evHi index needu.- 

Search Hodley’s many thousands o'er ! 

No book is treasured there. 

Nor yet in (iranta’s numerous store, 

^ That may with this compare. 

No ! — rival none in cither host 
r>Of this was ex'er sc<in. 

Or, that consents could justly boast, 
So brilliant and so keen. 


AN ENIGMA. 


A ^FFDI.F, small as small can be, { 

In bulk and use surpasses me, j 

Nor is mv purchase dear j 

I'br little, and aknosbiin* nought, J ! 
A.s many of my kind arc bought i 

As days arc in the yaar. 

Vet though but little use wc boast, 

'And are procured at little cost, 

The la])our is not light ; 

Nor few aitificers it asks. 

All skilful in their several tasks, 

To fashion iis\uright. 

One fuses metql o*cr the fire, 

A second draws jt into wire, 

T^he^sht'ork another plies, 


Who clips it lengths th^lu/ :en thrc.'id 
For him who, chafing every shrdd, 
Gives all an equal size. 

A fifth prepares, ei act and round, 
Theknob with whiyh it must be crow tied; 

Ills (“^ifower ini.kes it fast : 

And w'ilh his mallet and his (dc , 

To shape the point, cmnloys awhile. 
The sc\ entli and the last. 

Nowr therefore, Qidipus ! declare 
What creature, wonderful and rare^ 

A process that obtains 
Its purpose with so much ado 
At last produces ! — tell me true, 

^ And take me for yoqr pains 1 


Sparrows self-domesticated 


MN trinity college^ CAMBRIDGE. 


• • > 

None ever shared tlier social feast, 

Or as an inmate A guest. 

Beneath ^hc celebi^bd dome 
Wh^re once Sir Isaac ha^his home, 
Who^w not (and vith some delight 
Perhaps lie vuvired the novel Eight] , 


JIw numerous at the tablcs*there 
The sparrows beg their daily fare. 

For there, in every nook and ceU 
^ Whqpe such a family may dwell. 

Sure as the vernal msoii comes 
Their nests they weave Ii^peof crumbs,. 



/•A’av yA\\:£JVl^JJOC/jRAr£.' 


AVliich kindly given, may serve with food 
Convenient tiieir unreaiticrcd bn^od ; 
And oft as with its summons clear 
The %arnii^ bell safutes their car, ^ 
Sagacious listeners to the sound, 

'I'hcy flock from all the fields aroiuul, 
To reach the hospitable hall, 

None more attentive teethe call. 
Arrived, the pdlisionary bani^ 


Hopping and chirping, cldUe at haitd, 
Solicit what tliey*scx>n receive, 

'l^c sprinkled, plenteous donative. 
Tiius is a multitude, though large, 
Supported at a trivial charge ; 

A single doit wauld overpay 
I hc expenditure of cvery^lay. 

And whc9can gnidffe so small a grac 
I To BupplianU, natives of lhc|!lacc? 


FAMILIARITY 

• • 

As in her ancient mistress* lap 
The youthful Tabby lay, 

They gave each athcr m.iny a tap. 

Alike disposed to play. ^ 

But strife ensues. Pims vlSixcs warm, 
And with protniclcu daws • 

Ploughs all the length of Lydi.Vs ohn. 
Mere ij'ahtonncss the cause. 


DANGEROUS. 


At once, resentful of the dccff, 

She* shakes her to the groinxl, 

^Vith many a threat that she shall bleed 
With^till a deeper wound. 


Rut, Lydia, bid Ihy fury rest ; 

It was a venial stroke^ 

For shef that will w'ith kittens jest 
Should bear a kitten’s joicdli^ 


INVITATION TO THE REDBREAST. 

Sweet bird, whom Ihi Winter constratni*- 
And seldom another it can — 

To seek a retreat while he reigns, • 

In the wftl-shellered dwellings of man, 
Who never can seem to intrude, 

Though in all places ecjually free, 

Come ! oft as the seasrm is rude. 

Thou art sure to be welcome to me. 

At sight of the first feeble ity 
That pierces the clouds of the cast. 

To inveigle thee every day 

My windows shall show thee a feast; 

For, taught by ex^tericnce, I know 
Tbc^ mindful of benefit long. 

And that,*thankfttl foi^l I4>estow, 

Thou wilt pay me with many a song.* 

Then soon as the swell of the buds • 
Bespdks the renewal of Spring,^ * 

Fly hence, if tb^u wilt, to the woods, • 

Or wher^t shall please thee to ^ing : 

And shoiildst thou, compelled by a fmt, 
Come agaiofto mi^window qjr do<^ 

^ J>onbt not an afiei^i^te host. 

Only pay, as thou payedst me Wore. 
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rXj^/VS/./fT/OJVS^ 


Thus music must needs be confest 
• To flow from a fountain above ; 
Else how shouM it work in the breast 
Unchangeable frienflship and love? 
And who on die glow can be found, 

, Save your generation apd ours, 
That can be delighted by sound. 

Or blasts any musical powers ? 


STR ADA’S NIGifTIKCALE. 

i 

The shepherd touched hh reed ; sWeet Philomel 
Essayed, and oft essayed to catch the strain, 

And treasuring, as on her car they fell. 

The number^, cchted nctc for note again. 

*• O f 

The peevish youtk, who ne'er had founr^ before 
A rival of his skill, indymant heard, < 

And soon (for various was his tuneful store) 

In loAi^r tones defied the simple bird. 

She dared th*: task, and rising, as he rose, , 

With all the force that passion givrt. inspired, ^ 
Returned the sounds awhile, but in the close, 
Exhausts 1 fell, and at his feet expired. 

TliAs strength, not skill, prevailed. O fatal'Mrife, 
livjlhee, poor songstress, playfully beguiirl 
And oh, sad victory, which costrhy life, ' 

And he may wish that he had never won. 


ODE ON THE DEATH OF A LADY 

4k 

WHO LIVED ONE HUNDRED YEARS, AND DIED ON HER BIRTHDAY, I728. 


< 

Ancient dam&, how wide and vast, 
.**l'o a Vace like ours, appears^ 
Rounded to an. orb at last. 

All thy multitude of years ! * 

V ft 

We, the herd of human kind, 

Fr^ler arivl feebler powers ; 
W^^ to n».Tow bounds co.ifined. 
Soon exhaust '^he^uni of ours. 

Death*&deliciou4^hianqaet, we 
Perisn even from the^womb,, 
Svwer than a shtflow flee, 
Kouiishe<W>ut to feed tbdrtoaods. 


Seeds of merciless disease 
' Lurk in all that we enjoy ; 

Some that v^aste u« by degrees. 

Some tnat suddehly destroy. 

And if life overleap the Ibourii 
Commoiv to the sons of men. 

What remains, but that we igonm, 
0reajp, and dote, and drivel then ? 

Fast as moons can wax and wan^ 

« . Sorrow comes ; and while we groan. 
Pant with anguish and complain. 

Half our years are flc^ and gone. 
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If a few (to f(?w 'lis given),# 
Lingering on this earthly stage. 
Creep and halt ^ith steps uneven 
J'o the period of an age, 

• 

Whercfoi% live they, but to see 
Cunning, arn^nce, and forqf. 
Sights lamented much by thee, 
Holding their accustomed course ? 


Oft was 8e#n, in ages past^ 

All that we with wonder view ; 

OAcn shall be to the hist ; 

I Earth produces notning/iew. 

Thee we gratulate ; content 

Should propitious Heaven design 
Life for us, as calmly sfneift, 

Thougfl but half \hc Icngth^f thine, m 


THE CAUSE WON. 

• • 

Two neighbours furiously dispute ; * 

A field the subject of the suit. 

Trivial the spoif yet iiich the rage 
With which the combatants Aigagc, 
^'#cre hard to tell, who covets mos 
•The prize — at ifhatsocvcr cost. 

The pleadings swell. Words still suiiicc ; 
No smgu. word but has its pricia: 

No term but yields some fair j>rclcnce * 
Eor^ovcl and increased expense. 

Defendant thus becomes a name 
Which he that Imre it may disdaim ; 
Since both, in one d|5cription olei^lqrl. 
Are plaintiffs— when the suit is ended.* 


THE SILKWORhi. 

« 

* The beams of April, ere it goes, Careless around him and around, 

A worm, scarce visible, disclose ; Conceals him with a veil, though slight, , 

All winter long content to dwell Impervious to the keenest sight. , 

The tenant of his native shell Thus self-inclosed, as in»a cask, ^ 

The same prolific season gives At length be finishes fais t|6k,: ^ , 

The sustenance ^y which he lives, • And, though a worm when be wa^st. 
The mulberry-leaf, a simple store, Or caterpillar at the i^ost, • ^ 

That serves him — ti|^hi more ! eWhae next we see biro, wings he wears, 

For, his dimensions once complete. And in papilio']i 0 i^ appem ; 

Thenceforth nolke ever sees him eat ; Becomes oviparous ; sufmlies 
Though, ml his growing time be post, With future worms dhd fature^fl^cs 
Scarce ever is he seen to fast The next ensuinil year— and difcs 1 

That hour^rrived, his work begins f Well were it for the world, if all 

He spins and weaves, and we9#es and Who c r ee p about flili earthly ball, • 

sKns Though MOrter4i#iy than rocyt he be^ 
HU cude upon circle wound • • Werei|pefuli§their kindashe. « 


J. 
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l 

THE INNOCENT THIEF. 


Not a (lower cafx be found in the^ 
fields, ‘ 

^Or the spot that we till for our 
pleasure, « 

I' roin tiie largl-st to least, but it yields 
'i'he Bee, never wearied, a tfeasure. 

Scarce any she quits unexplored, 

With a diligence tru\y exact ; 

Ycl, steal *■ what she may for her 
hoard, 

Leaves Evidence none of the fact. 

Her lucrative task she pursues, ^ 

And pilfers with so much address, 

That none of their odour they ibse, ^ 
Njr charm by their beauty the less. 


Not thus inoffensively preys 
rThe canker-worm, indwelling foe ! 
His voracity not thus allays« 

Th|i sparrow, the hncli, or the crow. 

The worm, more expensively fed. 

The pritje of t'ne garck*n devours; 
And birils peck the seed from the bed, 
Still less to be spared than the ilowcrs. 

But hhd, w'ith such delicate skill, 

• I I'-T piibge so (its lor her use, ^ 
'Bhat the cfiemist in wnin with his still 
Would labour the like to produce. 

Then grudge not her tc\nperate meals, 
^or a benefit blame as a theft ; 

Since, stole sl^ not all that she steals, 

. ^cither honey ni'^r wax would be left. 


. deVin‘er’s old woman. 

In this mimic form of a matron in years,* 

How plainly the pencil of Denncr appears ! 

The matron Inx'self, in ^hose old age we see 
Nol a ^r^ceof decline, what a wonder is slic ! 

No dimness of eye, aiitl no cheek hanging low, *' 

No wrinkle, or deep-furrowed frown oit the br^v I 
Her forehead indeed is here circled tVound 
With locks like the nlxind with which they are bound 
While glossy and smooth, and as soft as the skin 
Of a delicate peach, is the down of her chin ; 

But nothing unpleasant, or sad, or severe, 
that indicates life in its winter, is here. 

Yet all is expressed, with fidelity due, 

Nor a pimple or freckle concealed from the view. 

* Many, fond of new sights, or who cherish a taste 
the labours of art, to the spectacle haste ; ^ 

The youths all agree, that cotdd old age inspire 
The passion of love, hers would kind^ the firefr 
And \he matrons with pllksure confess that they see 
Ridictfiohs nothing or hideous in thee. « 

^Th^ nymphs for themselves scarcely hope a decline^ 
wonderful woman ! as placid as thinei 
Strat)^ mi^c of art ! which the youth can engage 
To Wuse, half-enamoured,' the Teacvres Of age ; 
Anc^rce from the %nigin a aigb of despair, 

Tkafhhe, when as old, shall m eoually fair ! 

How gmt^ the glory that^Denner has gained, 
gince Apelles apt more for bis Venus obtained ! * • 
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f 1 '* ^ 

theVears of a painter^ 

ApkU-ES, hearing tl^t his boy 
Had just expired, his only joy ! [him. 

Although the sight with an^ish tore 
Bade place his dear remains Iwfore^btm. 

He seized his brush, his colours spread ; 

'' And— “Oh 1 iny child, accept,” — he 
said, * * • 

# (Tis alf that I can now bestow,) 

“ This tribute of a father’s woe ! ” • 

Then, faithful to the twofold part, 
of his feelings and his nft, 

‘ lie closed his eyes with tender care, • 

And formed at once a fellow pair. 

1 lis brow with amber locks l>eset, 

And lips he drew, not livid yet ; * 

^ And shaded all that he h^ done 
' To a just image of hi^som 


, THE MAZE. ♦ 

From right to left, and to and fro, 

Caught in a labyrinth, you go, ^ 

And turn, and turn, anj turn again, , 

To solve the mystery, but in vain ; 

S|tand btiy and breathe, and take from gic 
yVcluc, thatisoon shall set you free 1 
Not Ariadne, if you met her, 

Herself could serve you with a better. 

You entered easily — find where — 

And make, with ease, your exit tlicrc ! 


iThus far is well. Rut view again 
Ine cause of thy paternal *pam I 
Thy melancholy task fulhl ! 

It needs the laslj last touches still. 
Again his pencil’s po Wei's lie tries, 
For on hA lips a snfile he spies : 

And still his cheek unfaded slAws 
The deepest damask of the rose. 
.Then, heedful to Aie finished whole, 
With fondest eageiness'he sfSle, 

Till scarce himself distinctly knew 
The cherub copied from* the tftie. 
Now, painter, cease ! Thy task Is 
done. 

Long Nves this image of thy son ; 
No^shofl-livcd shall the glory prove, 
Or of thy labour or thy love. « 


THE 

To grass, or leaj^ or fruit, or wall. 

The Snail sticks close, nor fears to fallf 
As if he grew there, jhouse^n^ all 
^ together. 

^ Within th^ hoitse secure he hides» ^ 

* When danger imminent betides 
Of storm, or other harm besides 

• Of weather. • 

Give Imt hi^ boms the slightest fimeb, 
His s^-col1ecting power is such. 

He shrinks into his bouse with mtKili 

* . Displeasttre. • 


SNAIL. 

Where’er be dwells, be dvaells i#oile, 
ICxcept himself has chattels nSne^ Jff 
Well satisfied to be hit own 
• ♦ ^ Whole treasure. 

Thus, bermit-Uke, nis life he learls, ' 
Nor partner of hia banquet nee^ 

And if be meets biye, only leed&r 
• . The faster. 

Who seeks him niii^ worse than blind 

(He and his ^onse ^ so combined) 

< > If, findiiq; it, be fiuu to find • . 

^ Its nia{ter.« 
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rkAPSLAr/OATS 


0 

NO SORROW PECULIAR TO THE SUFFERER 

The lover, in 'melodipiu verses, 

His singular distress rehearses, 

Still closing with a nieful cry, 

** Was ever such a wretch as I ?'* 

Yes ! Ciousands liave endured l)crorfy 
All thy distress ; some, Itaplyoiore. 
Unnumbered Corydons complain. 

And Strephons, of the. lihc disdain : 

And if thy Chloc be of steel. 

Too deaf to hear, <00 hard to feel ; 

Not her alone that ojnsure fitsil 
Nor thou alone hast lost thy wits. 


THE CANTAB. 

With two spur^ 01 one, ai)d no great matter which, 

Boot.s br light, or boots borrowed, a whip or a switch, 

Five shillings or Ic^ for the hire of his beast, 

Paid part into hand ;--you must wait for the rest. 

Thus equipt, Acadeniicus climbs up his horse, 

And out they both sally fom belter or worse ; 

His h'iartVoid of fear, and as light as a feather; 

And in violent haste to go not knowing whither : 

Through tli)( fields and the towns (see lie scampers along. 
And is looked at and laughed at by old and bv young. 

'I'Sll at lentil overspent, and his sides smeared with bloody 
DownTunmles his horse, man and all, in the mud. 

In a waggon or chaise shall he finish bis route ? 

Oh ! scandalous fate 1 he must do it on for>t. 

Ycun^ gentlemen, hear ! — I am older than you I 
The advice that I give I have proved to be true : 

Wherever your journey may be, never doubt it, 

The ^istcr you ride, you're the longer about it. 


FXO.V ThMlAT^N }:LASSldS. 

— J « ^ 


TRANSLATIONS F{IOM THE LATIN CLASSICa 

. • 

• # 

•• • 

VIRGIL’S >ENE 1 D, Book VIII. Line i& 

Thus Italy was moved ; — nor did the chief 
iEneas in his minc^ less tuinul^fecl. 

On every side his anxious tlh>ught he tiTms, 

Restless, unhxcd, not knowing what 16 chuse. 

An<l ^ a cistern that in brim of brass 
Conhnes the crystal flood, ff choftce tlie sun 
Smite on it, or Ac moon’s resplend^git ofb, 

'J'hc quivct;^g nght now Aas]ies on the walls, 

Now leaps uncertain to ,th# vaulted roof ; • 

Such were the wavering* motions of hls^inind. lo 

Twas night— and weary Nature sunk reft ; ' 

I'lte birdfiji the bleating flocks, wca* heaid no more.* 

At l<gigth, on th» cold ground, beneath tne damp 
And dewy vault, fast by the river’s brink, 

The Father of this country soudit repose. • 

^yhcn lo ! among the sprcadin^|x)plar bought 
^'Vrth froih his pleasant stream, propitious rose 
The god q£ 'Fiber 4 clear transparent gauze • 

Infolds his^uins, his %rows with reeds are crowned ; 

And these his gracious words to soothe his core : 20 

** Ileavcn'born, who bring’st our kindred home ^ain 
Rescued, and givest eternity to Troy, 

** Ixmg have Laurentum and the Latian plains 
Expected thee ; Ijchold thy fixed abode. 

Fear not the threats of war, the storm is passed, 

** The gods appeased. For proof that what thou bearcst 
Is no vain forgery or delusive dream, 

** Beneath the grove that borders my green bank, 

** A milk-white swine, witl^thirty milk-white youi^. 

** Shall gseet thf wondering eyes. Mark well the ^ 

For ’limt place*of rest, theffe eni^thy toib; 

Tl^, twice ten years elapsed, fair AlWs wala**^ 

Shall rise, fair Alba, b)ibAscanitts’‘haML 
** Thus shall it b%; — now listen, while I teach 
p* The means to accomplish these events at Band. 

The Arcadians hert a^ace from Pallas sprung 
** Following Evande^ standard and his filter 
** High on these mountains, a weli-diosen sppt, 

** Have built a city, foi*their trandsire’s sakeo 
Named* Pallantenm. These perpetual t^ar 
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** Wage with the ‘Italians : joined in faiihf il league 
** And arm^ confederate, add them to your camp. 

Myself lietween my winding banks will speed 
•‘,Your well-oarcd barks t<? stem the opposing tide. 

** Rise, goddess-bom, arise ; and«with the first 
Declining stars, seek Juno in thy prayer, 

** And vanquish all her w'rath with suppliant vows. 

When conquest a*owns'thee, then rcmcmlier Me. 

, "lam the 'I'llier, whose cserulcan stream 

•* Heaven favours; I with copious flood divide ’ 50 

" These grassy banks, and cleave the fruitful meads ; 
i" My mansion, this, — and lofty citifes crown 
" My fountain head. ’’--He spoke, and sought the deep, 

And plunged his form bcneath^hc closing 4 ood. 

Aeneas at the morning dawn awoke, 

And, rising, with uplifted eye beheld 

The orient sun, then dipped his palms, and scooped 

The brimming strca^i, and thus addressed the skies : 

" Ye nymphs l-aiir ntian nymphs, who'/eed the source 
** Of many a stream, and thou,-Ydth thy blest do')d, Co 
" O Tilicr ! hear, accept me, and afford, 

"At length afford, a shelter from my woes. 

^ " Whertver in secret civcin'iindcr ground 

" Thy waters sleeps where’er iht^y spring to light, - 
" Since thou hast pity for a wretch like me,**' 

•* My offer! ng.s atul my vows shall wait thee still : 

V^Great horned I'Vlher of Hesperian floods, 

** Be l;nckAis 'now and rality thy word 1” * 

He said, and chose two galleys from his fleet, 

Fils them w*th oars, and” clothes the crewCn arms^' 70 
When lo I astonishing and pleasing sight. 

The milk-white dam, with her unspoMed brood, 

Lay stretched upon the bank, beneath the grove. 

To thee, the pious prince, Juno, lo thee 
Devotes them all, all on thine altar bleed. 

Tbatdivelong night old Tiber smoothed his flood, 

And so restrained it that it seemed to stand 
Motionless os a pool, or silent lake, 

That jiot a billow might resist their oars. 

Vi ith cheerful sound of exhortation soon 80 

Their voyage they begin ; the pitchy keel 

Slides through the gentle d^p ; the ^uiet sfream { 

Admires tl\e unwonted burthen that it bears, * ' 

Well polished arms, and vessels painted gay. 

Beneath tbe shade of various trees, between 
The umbrageaa^<s branches of the spreadinj, groves, 

They cut their liquid way, nor da^uor night 
They a'ftjk their course, unwinding aS(*hey go 
The Icmc meanders of the peaceful tid& 

The ITowin^ sun was in meridian hei^t, 90 

When fpm aVar they saw the humble walls 
'A^d the few scatt:red cottages, which now 
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The4loman powechas equalled with the clouds; 

But such was their£vander*s scant domain. 

They steer to shore, and hasten to the town. 

It chained the Arcaduiii monaijh on that day, 
Before the walls, beneath a^hady grove^ 

Was celebrating high, in solemn feast, 

Alcides and his tutelary^ gods. 

Fallas, his son, was there, and them the chief 
Of all his y^uth ; with these, a worthy tilbe, 

]li.4f>oor but vendable senate, bumea 
Sweet incense, and their altars smoked with blood. 
Soon as they saw theJtoMicring masts appmach, * 
Sliding between the trees, while the crew rest 
Upon their silent oars, amaz^ they rose^ 

Not without fear, and all forsook the Aost 
But Pallas, undismayed, his javelin seized, 

Kushgd to the bank, and from a rising ground 
Forbade them to disturb Ae sacted rites. 

** Ye stranger ^uth ! what prompte yo9 to eaplofe 
“ This uny^ieerwav ? and whither ao ye steer? 

Whence; and who are J Bring yj peace or war? 
j^ncas from his loffv d^k holds fortli * 

Yhe peaceful olive oranch, and 4hus r^p4ieA 
^‘•Treianj and enemies to the Italian st^e, * 

** Whom they igith unprovoked hostiliticB 
** llave driven away, thou seest. We seek Evander; 
** Say this, — and say beside, the Trojan chiefs 
** Arc come, and seek his frienfship and his gidi'^ 
^l^Uas wiRh wonder heard that awful name, 

And Whosoe'er ^liou art," he cried, " come fugth ; 

** Bear thihe own tihinga to my father's car, 

I ** And be a welcome cues! beneath our roof," 

He said, aii<l pressed Uie stranger to his breast ; 

Then led him from the river to the grove, 

Where, courteous, thus Matas greets the king : 

** Best of the Grecian race, to whom I. how 
(Sti wills my fortune) suppliant, and stretch forth 
** In sign of amity this peaceful branch, 

** 1 feared thee not, although I knew thee well 
•• A Grecian leader, born in Arcady,. 

** Afld kinsman of the Atridae. Me my virtue, 

** That n^ins no wrong to thee, — the Oracles, 

** Our l2^d ^utfilies allied df oidp 

** And tny renown diffused through every land,* # 

• ** tfave all conspired to bind in friendship to thee,. 

** And send me sot unwilU^ to thy shores. * * 

^ ** Dardanua, autoor of the T^an state * 

(So say the Greeks), #a$ &ir Electra's son ; 

** Electra boasted Jms for her sire, 

*** Whose shoulders high sustain the sethereaLocl 
Your sire is Mercurw whosMoia bon^ # 

** Spreet Maia, on Cyllene'p hoary top. ^ 

• 1 I a • 
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* Her, if we credit au^ht tradition old, ' * 

** 'Atlas of yore, the selfsame Atlas, claimed 

** His daughter, 'i'hus united dose in blood, 

** Thy* race and ours one cfmmon sire confess. 

**'With these credentials fraught,iJ would not send 
** Ambassadors with artful phrase to sound 153 

“ And win thee by degrees, but came myself ; 

*ivfe, therefore, me thowscest; my fife the stake : 

** Tis I,' i 4 Cnea.^ v^ho implore thine aid. 1 

** Should Daunia, that now aims the blou^at thee, ' 

** Prevail to conquer us, nought then, they think, 

Will hitfdcr, but Hesperia must ke theirs, 

‘ -All theirs, from the upper to the netfier seeu 
“ Take then our friendship, arid return us thine ! 

** We too have course, we ha v^ noble minds, 

And youth w'dl tried and exercised in arms." 160 

Thus spoke /hlneas. He with fixed regard , 
Surveyed him speakirfg, features, ^orm and mien. 

Then brietly thus,— * Thou noblest of Ihy naloe, 

** How gladly do I take thee to my heart, ^ 

** How gladly thus confess thee ft>r a friend ! 

, In thee I trace Anchises; his thy speech, 

** Thy voice, th^ coutrienance. For 1 well remember 
** ManyV day sinc^ when Priam journeyed forth / 

“To Salamis, to see the land where dwelt t 
“ Hesione, his sister, he pushed on ' 170 

V K'en to Arcadii:^’^ frozen Ixmnds. "Pwas iJicn 
“ Thablofiu cf youth was flowing on my clieek ; 

** Much I admired the Trojan chiefs, and much * 

“ Their king, the son of great Laometion,, » 

“ But most Anchises, lowering o'er theai all. * 

“ A youtliful longing seized me to accost 
“ The hero, and embrace him ; I drew near, 

“ And gladly led him to the walls of Pheneus. 

“ Departing, he distinguished me with gifts, 

“ A mostly quiver stored with Lycian darts, 1 80 

“ A robe inwove with toW, with gold embossed 
“Two bridles, those which Pallas uses now, 

“ Tne friendly league thou hast solicited 
“rl give thee thermre, and to-morrow all 

* “My chosen youth shall wait oil your letum. 

“ Merjiwhile, since thus in friendship ye are comn. 

“ Rejoice with us, and join lb celebrate ' « \ 

“ These knftual rites, which may not be delayed, 

“ And^jbe at once familiar at our hoard.'* 

^ He sai^, aod bade replace the feast re^noved ; 190 

Tlimself upon a'gns^ bank disposed 
The erm ; but for ittneas oidei^%r^ 

A coudi smead with a lion's tawny sh^, 

ba^ himtdiare Che honours of his throne. 

The appointed' youth with gla4 alacAty 
As|{st the labouring pnast to load the board 
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With roasted ent&ils of the slaughtered bMves. 

AVell-kiicaded bread and mantling bowls. Well pleasLKi, 
i^'neiis iipd the Trojan youth regale * 

On the huge length of a wglbpiSiured chine. foo 

* Hunger appeased, and tables all despatched, 

Thus spake Evander Superstition here, • 

** In this old solemn feasting, has no part. 

** No, Trojan friend, from utmost dangef saved, 

** ih gratitude thft worship we renew. 

** Behold that rock which nods above the vale, 

** Tliosc bulks of brokets stone dispersed around f 
“ How desolate the shattered cave appears, 

And what a ru^n spreads tile incumbered plain. 

** Within this pile, but farVithin, was once sicf 

“ The den of Cacus ; dire his hatefuT’form, 

** Tie'll shunned the day, half monster and half mat.. 

** Blood newly shed streamed ever oif the ground 
Smoking, Mpd many a visage pah; an 9 wan, * 

** Nailed at Im gate, hun^ hideous to the sight. 

** Vulcan begot the bn|le* vast was hw size, 

** And from his throat he Inslched his lather^s fires. 

*** But the day came that brought us ^Iftit fire wished, 

‘fc The assistance and the presence of a god. • 

** brushed witWhis victory and the spoils he won 220 

** From triple-formed Geryon Mely slain. 

The great avenger, Hercules appeareck 
** Hither he drove his stately bills, and poured*^ 

, • His herds along the vale. But (he sly thief, 

** Cacus# that no^iing might escape his hand • 

** Of villftny or fravM, drove from the bUtlls 

• ** Four of the lordliest of his bolls, and-four 
** The fairest of his heifers ; by the tail 

** He dragged them to his den, that, there concealed,^ 

** No footsteps might betray the dark abode. 2io 

** And now, his herd with provender sufiiced, 

** Alcides would be gone; they as they went 
** Still bellowing loud, made the deep-echoing woods 
** And distant mils resound : when hark 1 one ox, 

** Imprisoned close within the vast recess, 

** iJBws in return, and fnuftrates all bis hope. 

** Then sefxed Alcides, and his breast 
Witl^mgnatiiAi heaved : ^h»piiig his club 
** Of knotted oak, swift to the monotain top * ^ 

• ** He ran, he flew. Than first was Cacos seen 240 

** To tremble, apd his eyes bespoke his fears. * • 

^ ** Swift as an eastern blast he sought his din, 

** And dread, increttin£ winged him as be went. , 

, ** 2>rawn up in ircnftlin^ above the gate, , 

* ** A rock was hung enormons. Such lus 

He bust the diainsf and dropped Itail thetioor 
IDien mppled it with irpnwork withi% ^ 

* ** Of ^Tts and bars by Vulcan’s art contrived. , 


THAATSLAT^IOJ^S 


** i^carce was he fast, when panting for rev^ge 
** Came Hercules ; he gnashed his teeth with rage. 


’ And t^uick as lightning g)anced his eyes around, 

In Quest of entrance. Fiery rod and slung 
** Witn indignation, thrice he wheeled his course 
About the mountain ; thrice, but tl\rice in vain, 

“ iSfe* strove to force the cjuarry at the gale, 

^ And thrice sat doWn o'erwearied in the vale. i 
** There stoorl a pointed rock, abrupt and l^dc, 

That hig|i overlooked the rest, close at the back 
“ Of the fell monster’s den, where birds obscene 
^ c>r Ominous note resortei.1, choughs and daws. 

^ “ Thjs. as it leaned obliquely l!b the left, ^ 

*“ Threatening the stream below, 'ns from the riglit 
Pushed with his utmost strength, and to and fro 
* * He shook the mass, looseping its lowest base ; 

“ Then shaved it from"its seal ; dLwn fell the pile ; 

** Sky thundered at tMe ; the banks give wry,- 
** The affrighted stream flows upu’^ to his sJurcf. 

“ Dehold the kennel ^f the brute exposed, 

J* The gloomy vault laid open. So, if chance 
'*• Karth yawning (o th«j ccnVrt; should disclose 
** The mansions, the, pale mansions of the dead, ^ 

** Loathed by the gods, such would the gulf eppear, 

** And the ghosts tremble at the sight of day. 

‘‘/rhe monster braying with unusual din 

“ willim Ws^hoDow lair, an4«sorc amazed 

** To see such sudden inroads of the light, ' 

** Alcides pressed him close with what at hand 
** I^y readiest, stumps of trees, and fra||?ncnts hu^e 
“ Of millstone size. He (for cscaj^e was none), 

** Wondrous to tell ! forth frmn his gorge discharged 
“ A smoky cloud that darkened all the den ; 

“ Wreath after wreath he vomited amain 

** The, smothering vapour mixed with fiery sparks : 

“No sight could penetrate the veil obscure. 

“ The hero, more provoked, endured not this, 

“ BuY with a headlong leap he rushed to where 
•* The thickest cloud enveloped his abode ; 

There grasped he Cacus, spite bf all his fires, ' 

“ Till, icrushed within his arms, the monster bhowsi 
** Uis bloodless throat, •now dry with panhng hatl,\ 
And hts'yfessed eyeballs start. Soon he tears down 
“ The 1:tam^cade of rock, the dork shyss 
> “lL.ie& open,; and the imprisoned bulla, the^Jheft 
“"He had*tyith o&ths denied, are brought to light ; 

“ By tha heels the miscreant carcas^is dragged forth, 

“ His fifcci. his eyes, all terrible, his br&t 
* “ Beset ^tli brkiles, and his sooty jaws 
“ Are vi»ed a ith wender neve.* to be doyed. 

Hence me ccleb^^ thou secst, ,and hence 
Tills fesfal day. Fotitius first enjoined 
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** Posterity theseftolcmn rites ; he first 

** With those who bear the great Pinartan name, 

** To Hercules devoted, in llie grove 
** This sdtar built, deemed sacred in the highest 
By us, and sacred ever td be deemed. 

** Come then, my friends, and bind your youthful brou's 
** In praise of such deliverance, and hold forth* 

“ The brimming cup ; your deities and ours , 

“ Arc now*lhc s^e ; then drink, and Irccly too.” 

So saying, he twisted round his reverend lot^s 
A variegated poplar wreath, and filled i 

His right hand with a consecrated bowl. 

At once all pour lilxitions oi^thc board. 

All olTcr prayer. • AikI nugr, the radiant sphere 
Of day descending, eventide drew near; 

When first Potitius with the priesls adv.^nced, 

Begift with skins, and to|phes in thei^ hands. 

High piled w^i meats of savoury taxt^ they ruined 
'I'he chaigerspand renewed the griteful feast. 

Then catdh the Salii, crovtled with poplar too, 

Circling the blazing altars : here the 3a)uth 
•Advanced, a choir liarm oniony there wc^' licard 
'J^hc reverend seers responsive : Upraise They sung, 

Much pftiise in honour of Alcides* deeds; 

Hc% first witlrinfant gripe two serpents huge 
He strangled, sent from Juno ; next they sung 
How I'roja and (£chalia he dastroyed, * 

Fair citiiss both, and many a lAlsomc task * * • 

’ flcncath Kuryslhcus (so his stepdamc willed) 

Achieved vicloridu^ ** Thou, the cloud -born^air. 

** Ilylccus fierce ana Pholus, monstrous twins. 

Thou slewcst the minotaiir. the plague of Crete, 

** And the vast lion of the Ncinean rock. 

** Thee Hell, and Cerberus, Heirs porter, feared, 

** Stretched in his den upon his half-gnawed bones 
“ Thee no abhorred form, not even ihe vast 
** Typhoeus, could appal, though clad in arms. 

** flail, true-born son of Jove, among the gods 
** At length enrolled, nor least illustrious ibou, 

“ liaste thee propitious, ^nd approve our ^ngs ! 

Thus hraned (he chorus ; alx>ve all they sing 
The cajp of Caews, anrl the l\pmes he breathed 
The woole grove echoes, and the hnls reboun^ 

The rites pefformed, all hasten to the town ; 

The king, bSmding with* age, licld as he went 
Aeneas and his Tailas by the hand, • 

With much variety of pleasing talk 
Shortening the wajt ASneas, with a smiley - - 
' Looks round him, charmed with the delightful sienk^ 
And many a questioi^sks, much he leltena # 

Of heroes far renowned in ancient lioSea. ^ ( 

TJPen spake Evander : These extensive groves 


HO 


320 


330 


3S8 



TRANSLA 7 JONS 


^\Were once inhabited by fauns and nym]0is 
** Produced beneath their shades^ and a rude race 
** Of ipcn, the progeny uncouth of elms 
“.And knotted oaks. no refinement knew * 

“ Of laws or manners civilized, tb yoke 
“ The steer, with forecast provident to store 
“ ,The hoarefed grain, or manage what they had, 

“ But browsed lik^^beasts upon the leafy boughs, 360 

, “Or fed voracious bn their hunted prey. ^ ' • 

“ An exile from Olympus, and expelled 
“ II is natii:e realm by thunder-liearing Jove, 
v“.Fiij5t Saturn came. He from the mcuiuains drew 
“ This hcnl of men untractabV: and fierce, 

(. “ And^gavc them laws; and cal^d his hiding-place, 

“ This growth of forests, Latium. Such the peace 
“ Ills land possessed, the golden age was then, 

“ So famed in story ; till by sIom% degrees 
“Far other times, ac'ti of far different hue, 370 

Succeeded, thirst of gdid and thirst of bloo*.. 

“ Then came Ausonian bands, anl armed hosts ^ 

“ From .Sicily ; and Latium often changed 
/ Her master anc} her name.^ At len^h arose 
“ Kings,! of whom Tybris A gi^n tic form 
“ Was chief ; and Wb Italians »nce have called 
“ The river by his name ; thus Albula ** 

“ (So was the country called in ancient days) 

*<'Was <juitc forgoU Me frem my native land 
“An mlcf fliibugh the danf^erous ocean driven, . 3S0 

“ Resistless fortune and relentless fate ' ' 

“ Placed wh^re thou seest me. Phorbta find ‘ 

** The nymph Carmentis, with maternairare 
“ Attendant on my wanderings, fixed me here. ” 

[Ten lines omitted.) 

He said, and showed him the Tarpeian rock. 

And the rude spot where now the capitol 
Stands all magnificent and bright with gold, 

Ihev overgrown with thorns. And yet even then 
The swains beheld that sacred scene with awe; 

^Tffe grove, the rock, inspired religions fear. t 390 

“ This grove (he said) that crowns the lofty ^pp 
“ Of Alia fair hill, some deit](j we know, < 

“ Inhabit^ t*at what dS^ we doubt 
“ The ArSkdians speak of Jupiter himselC 
“»That<hc3- have often seen him, taking here 
“wHis glopmy aegis, while the thunder-stonfis 
“ CaiAe rolling all around him. Turn thine eyes, 

“ BchojrPthat rain ; those dismantled rrUls, 

Whefc once two towns, Janiculum ^ 

tldjf and that by Satnzii l^il^ 400 

“ S.'itnniir." ditch disconrse brought them beneath 
*prhog:obf of poor KvaadOr ; thenC’C they saw, 
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Where now th^proud and stately Forum stands^ 
The ^grazing herds wide scattered o'er the field. 
Soon as he entered—** Hercules^" he said, 

** Victorious l lerculcs, on this threshold trod, 

I '* These walls contained ^im, humble as they are. 
** Dare to despise magnificence, my friend, « 

** Prove thy divine descent by ug>rth divine, 

** Nor .view with haughty scorn this n^n abode#" 
Ss saying he lad /Fncas by the hand, 

And placed him on a cushion stuffed with leaves, 
Spread with the skin a Lybistian bear. • 

[Tlic Episode of \knus aod Vulcan omitted.] 

• • • I 

While thus in I^mnos Vulcan waa employed. 
Ai^kened by the gentle dawn of day, 

And the shrill song of Urds lAneatk the caves 
Of his low mansion, old Evandearosft * . 

liLs tunic am the sandals pn his feet, 

And his good sword weft girded to his slde^ 

A panther's skin depmdent from his^eft, 

' And over his riglit shoulder thiown aslaift, 
sTinis was he clad. Two mastiffs followed liim, * 
II U wlTole rclinue and his nightly guard. 
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The winter night now well-nigh w'om away, 

The wakeful cock proclaimed approaching day 
When Simultts, poor tenant of a farm 
Of narrowest limits, heard the sfariU alarm. 

Yawned, stretched his limbs, and anxious to provide 
Against the pangs of hunger unsupplied. 

By slow degrees his tattered bed rorsoolc, 

An4 poking in the dark, gxplored the nook 
Where raber^ slept with asnes heaped around. 

And. wm burnt fi^r-ends t%e treyurt found. 

It dftneed that from a brand beneath his nopCj 
Sore proof of btent fire, some smoke arose ; 

When trimming with a pin the incrusted tow, 

And stooping if towards the coals below, • 

He toils, with cheeks distended, to eadte 
The lingering flamii and gains at lengtli a li^l 
With pmdent heed he spreads hu hand before 
The qniverii^ lamp, and oops his grapa^ 

Small was bis atocic, nut taiang for the <uty 
A fiseasurod stmt of twic^ eight poundsfiway. 
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\V^'th these his mill he seeks. A shelf at liand, 

Fixt in the wall, affords hts lamp a stand : 

Then liCiring both his arms^^a sleeveless coat 
11% girds, the rough exuvise of a goat ; 

And with a rubber, for that use designed. 

Cleansing his mill within, begins to g{lnd : 

Eat'h hand has its employ ; la}x>uring amain, 

This turns the wind.’, while that supplies the gran. 

' The stone revolving rapidly, now glows, * 

And the bruised coin a mealy current flows; 

While he, to make his heavy lahout liglit, 

’I'SRfXs'oft his left hand to relieve his ri^U ,• 

And gbants with rudest accent,'* to beguile „ 

*llis ceaseless toil, as rude a straiiV the while. 

And now “ Dame Cybdie, come forth ! *' he cries ; 
But Cybalo, still slumliering^ noueht replies. 

From Afric she, thef swain's solTscrvmg-maid, • 
Whose faci and foi iiV'aIil|c her birth betrayech^ 
With woolly locks, lips tumid, sable skin, i 

Widt bosom, udders, flaccid, bclly^lhui, 

J.cgs slender, broad and most misshapen feet, 
^diapped into cliiflks,^ apd ]>tA'ched with solar heat. 
Such, sinhnnoncil ofi^ sue came ; at his command , 
Fresh fuel heaped, the sleeping embers fanncal, 

And made in haste her simmering skillet steam, 
ll^eplcnishcd newly, from the neighbouring stream. 

The /abo|«us vf the mill pi’formcd, a sieve 
The mingled flour and bran must next receive, ' 
Which :>hakoi oft, .shoots Ceres through ro*incd, 
And better dressed, her husks all left bdPnnd. 

This done, at once his future plain repast, 
Unleavened, on a shaven Imard he cast, 

With tepid lymph first largely so.aked it all. 

Then gathered it with Ixith hands to a ball. 

And spreading it again with l>oth hands wide, 

Willi sprinkled salt the stiftened mass supplied ; 

At length, the stubborn substance, duly wrought, 
Takds from his palms impressed the shape it ought, 
Bei.o.'.A?s an orb, and quartered into shares, 

•The faithful mark of just divisioif liears. 

Last, on his hearth it finds convenient spape,' 

For Cybale before had lwept*the place, 

And therc^ >^th tiles and embers overspread. 

She leaves jt,— reeking in its sultry bed 
L *Nor Simijius, while Vulcan thus, alon^ « 
llis part p^rformVl, proves heedles^of his own. 

But sedulpus, not merely to subdue ^ 

His hui|^, but to please his palate too, 

* Preparcsk^ore ^avoury food. His chimney-side 
Could Ix^it n(f gammon, salted' well, dried. 

And hooKe<l bchin^ liim i but sufficient store 
. iOf nundiftd anise, and a cheese it bore ; 
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A broad round Aieese, which, throui^h its centre strung « 
Witba tough bjoom-twig, in the comer hung; 

The prudent hero therefore, wi^i address 
And quick despatch, nowj&ceks*another mess* 

• Close to his cottage lay a garden-ground, 

With reeds and osiers sparely girt around ; • 

Small was the spot, but liberal tea produce, 

Ngr wtftitsd aught that serves a peasaniis use ; 8o 

/md sometiines%vcn the rich would borrow thence, • 

Although its tillage was his sole expense. 

For oft, as from his^toik abroad he ceased. 

Home-bound by weather or some stated feast. 

His debt of culture here he^uly paid, 

And only left life plough^o wield the spade. 

He knew to give each plant the soil'it needs, 

Toglrill the ground, and cover close the seeds 
And could with ease coftpel tfte wanton riU 


To turn, and^'ind, obedient to Ida wffl. 

I'liere flmiriflied starwort, .and the branching beet. 
The sor^ acid, and Ike mallow swee^ 

^ I’he skirret, and di#* leek's aspiring kind, 

I'hc noxious lK)ppy — qucnchi^sof ll^c%ini!d I 
t)a]nbr|pus sequel of a sumptuous boa^fl, 

Tl^e lettuce, and the long hugc-liellicd gourd ; 
liut these (for none his appetite controlled « 
With stricter swi^y) the thrift t rustic sold ; 

With broom-twigs neatly boiSd, each kind»n]M^T 
•He bofc them ever to the public mart ; 

Whenc^ laden «till, but with a lighter load, • 

Of cash well oarnflri, he took his homeward road, 
F.xpcn<ling seldom, ere he ({uiticd Rome, 

ITis gains, in flesh-meat for a feast at home. 

There, at no cost, on onions rank and red, 

Or the curled endive’s bitter leaf, he fed : 

On scallions sliced, or with a sensual gust 
On rockets — foul provocatives of lust ; 

Nor even shunned, with smarting gums, to press 
Nasturtium, pungent face-distorting mess I 
''omc such regale, now also in his thought. 
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ith hasty steps his gaixfen -ground lie souglit : 
I'hcre Jpclvin^ wjth his hand^ he first dispiat 
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Four ^afts of garlick, largcf and tooted fast ; 

I'liie tender tops of parsley next be culls, # 
Then the old rue-bush ahudders as he pulls^ ^ 

And corianderdast to these succeeds, , 

That hangs on slighteiu threads her tremming Mdiu. 

Placed near his uprightly fire he now denunKM^ ^ 
The mortar at his wble servant’s hands ; ^ \ 

When stripping all his garlick first, be tom 
The exterior coats, tAd ca^ tfiem on4be fldbr. 

Then cast away with lik« Contempt the|fkin, 

Flimsier concealment of the cloves withuL 
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' ' . » 
I'htcae searched, and perfect found, he one ty one 
Rinsed, and disposed within the hollow stone ; 

Salt added, and a lump of salted clieese, 

Wiih his injected herbs he <fover^, these. 

And tucking with his left his tunic tight, 

And seizing fast the fiestle with liis right, 130 

i'hs garlick bruising first ke soon expressed, 

And mixed the varieus juices of the rest 
• He grinds, and by degrees his herbs below,f 
Lost in each other, their own powers forego. 

And with the cheese in compound, ^/^ the sight 
lf«ft.-ivholIv green appear, nor wholly white. 

His nostrils oft the forceful fumt resent ; 

^le cuT^ full oft his dinner for itf. scent, ' 

Or with wry faces, wiping as he spoke 

The trickling tears, cried — “ Vengeance on the smoke ! ", 140 

The work proceeds : na>t rou)»hly tdms he now 

TVa i)estlc,*out in cirllcs %*nooth and slow ; 1 

With cautious hand that ^dges what it spills,* 

Somo drops of olivc-oil he next instils ; 

Then vinegar with caution scarcely less ; 

And gathering to d hall the nedley mess, 

Last, with two finger^ frugally applied. 

Sweeps the small remnant from the mortar’s 
And thus, con^plete in figure and in kind, 

O^aiiis at length tlid Salad he designed. 1 50 

And gow^l^aolc Cybale beilirc him stands, 

The cake drawn newly glowing in her hands : 

He glad receives it, chasing far away « 

All tears of famine for the passing day ; r, 

His legs enclosed in buskins and his head 
In its tough casque of leather,, forth he led 
And yokra his steers, a dull obedient pair, 

Then drove afield, and plunged the pointed share. 

jutu 17.J9, , 
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iiVID. TRI6T. Lib. V. Eutc. XH. 

Scribift, ut oblecten. « 

Yo^id me write to amuse the ted^pus boon, 
AndBtee from withering my poedc powers. 
Hard^ the fask, my frmd. tor verse should flow 
From^e fi^be mind, not fetthred dhfwn by woe. 
Bestless amidst, uooening teinpests tossed, 
WhoeVsr has cause for sorrow, 1 have most 
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Would you^id rriam laught his sons all slain ; 

Or childless*Niobe from tears refrain, 
foin the gay dance, and lead the festive train ? 
Dc^s grief or study most b|fit the mind, • 
To this remote, this Imrbarous nook confined? 
Could you impart to my unshaken breast 
The fortitude by ^cerates possessed, • 

Soon would it sink beneath iftch woes as mine ; 
Fof vwhat is human strength to wi^h divine?* 
Wise as he was, and Heaven pronounced him so, 
My sufferings would have laid that wisdom ^w. 
Could I forget 9iy Country, thee and all. 

And even the offence to which 1 owe my fall, * 
Vet fear alone wotdd fiCeze the poet’s vein, 

While hostile troops $warm oVr the dreary plaim 
Add that the fatal rust of long disuse 
iUiifits me for the service the Muse. 

Thistles and weeds arc all wc cdh^xpect ^ 

From tlif l)est soil impoverisllcd neglect ; 
Unetierciscd, and tojiis stall confined, 

The fleetest racer .W'ould lie left Ig^liind ; 

The best bull' bark that cleaves the watery way, 
Laid Useless by, would mSildcr^fid Aecay ; — 
'No^hope remains that time shall nyc restore, * 
Mean as # was, to what 1 was liefore. 

Think how a series of desjxjnding cares • 
Benumbs ihchgcnius and ^ force ini(iairs. 

How oft, as now, on thisfievoted shectf 
My vei-se const mi ne<l to move with measured feet, 
Kclhctant aad laborious limps along, a 
And proves itiUlf a wretched exile's song. 

What is it tunes the most melodious lays? 

'Tis emulation and the tliirst of praise ; 

A noble thirst, and not unknown to me. 

While smoothly wafted on a calmer sea. 

But can a wretch like Ovid pant for fame? 

No, rather let the world forget my name. 

Is it because that world approved my strain, 

You prompt me to the same pursuit again ? 

|No, let the Nine the ungrateiul truth excuse^ 

I charge my hopeless*ruin on the Muse, 


And, shipwrecked enoe, to tempt the deep ggaj^ I 
111 fares tb« bard in this unlettered laijd, . 

None to consult, agd none to understand. 

The purest vene has no admirers here. 

Their own rude language only sniU their ca% $ 
Rude as it is, at lei^ f a m i l i a r grown^ M 
1 lean it, aM alfhost tAleam mjFosm. ^ K 
Yet to say truth, even tiere die Mii|^ dudaim 


4 



TAAMSLAT/OyS 


Confinement, and attempts her former strains, 

But finds the strong desire is not the poWer, 

And what her taste condemns, the Hames devour. . 
A part, perhaps, like escapes the doom, , 
And though univorthy, finds p friend at Rome ; 
But oh the cruel art, that could undo 
Its votai^ thus ! would that could, perish too 1 


HOR. Lib. I. Oor. IX. 

Vides. ut ftlti stc0 o’oe candiJum 
Suracte * 

Seest thou yon mountain laden with deep snow, 
The groves beneat)^ theio fleecy burthen bow. 

The streams; congealed, forget to flo^ ? 

Come, thaw the cold; and lay a cheerful pi e 
Of fuel on the hearth'js* ^ 

Broach the best efisk, and make old Winter smile 

With s^aii^inablc^iViirtlL 
, 1 

This be our part*,— let heaven dispose th^ rest ; * 

If Jove command, the winds siiall sleep, 

That n6w wage war upon the foamy deep, 

And gciijlc^gafes spring ^’om the baliiiy west. 

Lvai let us shift to-morrow as we may ; , 

When to-morrow’s passed a^ ay, • 

W’c at least shall have to say, 

We have lived another day ; 

Your auburn locks will soon be silvered o’er, 

Old age is at our heels, and youth returns no more. 


HOR Lid, I. Oi^ XXXVIII. 


Fenicos odi. puer, nppvaui^ 

^Boy, I hat^ their empty shows, 

, Persian garlands I detest, 

Brif^^ not me the late-blown rosr, 
, Lingering after all the, rest 


»* *' r 

* Plainer myitie pleases me, 
fb Tbits outstretched beneath my vine, 
pMyfde more becomhtg thdk, 

Waidng whh thy mstor’s wine. 
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rsOM THE ZA7VH C LaS^CS. 


ANOTUER TRANSLATIOrj OF THE SAMB ODE. 

(Rnetlsh Sipphics have been attempted, but wUh little Micce^e, became In our language we ha^ 
no certain nilcs by which to determine tlie t|uaiitity. The fultowinj^eveniion wan made merely in 
tiic way of experiment how far it mighf bo posHibie ^ imitate Latin Sapphic^ t% Kugluh witliuut 
any attention to that cvcumstance.] ^ , 

• • 

Boy I I detest all Persian fopperies, 

Fillct-lioiind garj^inds are to me disgusting ; 

Task not thySclf >vtth any search, 1 charge thce^ 

Where latest rosns linger. 


• • • # » 

Bring me alone (for thou wilt^find that readily) 
IMain myrtle. Myrtle neither 'will disparage 
Thee occupied to%crve ftie, o( me drinking 
^neath my vine's coo^ slitter. 




HOR. Lib. II. Odi XV. 


Otium Divos rogat in patents • 

• • • 

• Ease is the weary n^rchant's pra)%r* - 
Who ploughs by night the ./Egcan flood, 
%When tiejlher moon nor stars appeal? 

Or fainTly glimmer through the cloud.' 


For ease the Mcde with quiver graced, 
For case the Thracian hero sighs ; 
Delightful exse all pant to taste, 

A blessing which no treasure buys. 


For neither gold can lull to rest. 

Nor all a Consul’s guard beat off 
The tumults of a troubled breast, 

} TIk cares that haunt a gilded rooC 

• • • • 

Happy the man whose table shows • 
A few cleax^ounces of oM plate ; 
No fe|r intrudes on his repose, 

No sordid wishes to be great * 


Poor shoftdived things, what plans we Jsl|^ 1 
Ah, why forsake our native home, m 

To distant 0imatas speed away ? • # 

For self sticks tlose where'er we roam ! 


f 


I 


TRSANSLATIOm 


Care follows hard, and soon o'ertakes 
The well-rigged ship, the warlike steed ; 
Her destined qua^ ne’er forsakes \ 

^ Not the wind flic^ with half her speed. 

m 

From anxious fears of future ill 
Guard well the cheerful happy now ; 
Qild e’en your soi^'ows with a smile, 

No blcssifig is unmixed below. ^ ' 

Thr neighing steeds and levying herds, 

, Thy numerous flocks around thee grazes 
And the best purple T3irc affords 
•k. Thy robe mcgnificent displays. • 

On me indulgent fleaven bestowed 
A rural mansion, f.eat aw A small ; 

ITiiB lyre ; — s id for yonder crowd, ^ 

The happiness to hate them all. 



FROM TfiE 

t 


LATtN dF OwjffjV: 

^ I 



EPIGRAMS, T^NSLATfiD FROM THE LATIN- OF OWEN. 


ON ONE IGNOltANT AND ARROGANT. ^ 

Thou mayst of double^ignoranqjc boast, 

Who knowSt not thft thon nothing know'st ^ 


PRUDENT Sr.MPJ,lt»TY. • 

Thj^t tnou mayst i%tire no man, doye-like be, 
And serpent-like/ that none ma> injure thee ! 


^ • TQ^ FRIExnu i« JL;i9iK.i!.5d. 

1 WISH thy lot, now bad, still worse, mf friend ; 
For when atVorst, they ^y, thing^idwa^s mend 


•RETALIATION. 

The works of ancient bards divine^ 
Aulus, thon scom'st to read ; 
And shoold posterity read thine^ 

It would be strange indeed t 


SELF-KNOWLEDGE. 

When little mofe than boy in age, 
fl deemed myself almost a sage ; 

Rut noif seem worthier todbe styled. 
For ignorance, almost a chiliL * 


SUNSET.AND SUNRlStf. 

CoNTEM Aate, when the sun dedinei 
Thy death, with deep reflectioii : 
And when Min he risifv shineii % 
Thy day ol leforrection I 



■ tkAl^SLATIONS 


TRANSLATIONS OF GREEK VERSFS. 


i* 

FROM THE GREEK OF JULIANUS. 

A Spartan,* his conmi^ion dain, 

Alone from battle ned ; 

Ills mother, Icindling with disdain 
That she had home hfhi, struck him dead ; 
for couraj^, ard not birth alone, « 

In Sparta, testifies a son 1 " ^ 


ON THfe SAME. BY PALLADAS.' 

A Spartan ’scaping from the (ight, 

J(Iti nother met ni}n in his flight, 

Upheld a falchion to his breast, ' 

And thus the fugitive addressed ; 

Thou canst but live to blot r 'ith sham6 
” Indelible thy mother’s name, 

** While evcrjr breath that thou shall draw 
** Oflcnds against thy country’s law : 

’* But, if thou perish by this hand, 

“ Myself indcwl throughout the land^ 

” To my dishonour, shall be known 
“ The mother still of such a s^n ; 

“ But Sparta will lie safe and free, 

And mat shall serve to comfort me." 


• AN EPITAPH. 

MV name— my country — ^what areVhey to theef * 
What, whether base or pit^id my pedigree? 

^ Perhaps 1 far suipassed all othi^- men ; 

^ ^rhapa I fell below them all ; what then ? 

\ iflicaAt, stranger ! titat thor seest a tomb ; 

*1aou know St its use ; it hides — no matter whop. 


f 'GREEK VeASES. 
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ANOTHER. 

TAKp/to thy bosom, gentfc Ei^h f a swain 
* With much hard labour in thy service worn ; 

He set the vines tha^ clothe yon ample plainf 
And he these olives that the lidc adorn. 

• • • * 

Ife filled withfrain the glebe ; the rills he led 
Through this green herhaTO, and those fruitful bowers ; 
Thou, therefore, EJprtb ! lielightly on his head* 

His hoary head, and deck his grave with dowel's. * 

• • 

ANOTHER. 

• • • 

Palter, this likeness ia toevstrong, • 

AnC we shall mourn the aead too long. 

• • • 


ANOTHfiR. 

At tflrecscore winters* end I died, 

A cheerless being, sole and sad 
The nuptial knot 1 i^ver tied, • 

And wish my fathA' never had. 

• 

BY CALLIMACHUS. 

At mom we placed on his funereal bier 
Young Melanippus ; and at eventide, 

Unable to sustain a loss so dear, 

By her own hand his blooming sister died. 

Thus Aristippus mourned his noble roce^ • 

Annihilated by a double blow, 

•Nor son could hope, «ior daughter more to embrac^ 
alldCyrene saddened at his woe. 


Olg AN UGLY FELLOW. 

Beware, my<riend I of crystal brool 
Or fountAi, lest that hideous hook. 
Thy nose, thou chance to see ; 
Narcissus’ wogld then be thi^ 
And self-detested ibou woulm pine^ 
As sdf-enamoftred he. ^ • 


TiiAi^SLATIOifS 

I 


BY HERACLIDES. , 

In Cnidtts born, the cqpsort I became^ 

Of Euphron. Aretimias was my name. 

II is bed I shared, nor proved a barren brid 
But bore two cb'ldren at a tiirth, and died. 
"One child I leave to solace and uphold ^ • 
Euphron hereafter, when infirm lad old, 
And one, for his remembrance* sake, 1 l^ai 
*1 o Pluto's realm, till he shall join me then 


4 

ON THE REED. 

1 WAS of late* a barfen plant, 

Uselels, insignificant, 4 

Nor fig, nor mrape, nor apple bbre, 

A native of the marshy shore ; * 

But gathered for poetic use. 

Add plt|nged into a sable juice, 

Of wpich my modicum I sip 
With narrow mouth and slencler lip, ' 
At once, although by nature dumb, 
Alltcloquent I have becon^, 

And sp^k wvh fluencjr untired, 

As if oy Phoebus’ self inspired. 

r 


TO HEALTH. 

Eldest bom of powers divine 1 
Blessed Hy^U 1 be it mine 
To enjoy what thou const give. 

And henceforth with thee to live t 
For in power if pleasure be. 

Wealth or numerous progeny, 

Or in amorous enforace, 

Where no spy infests the place ; 

Or in atf^ht that Heaven n^tows • 

To allevute human woes, 

When the wearied heart despairs 

* Of a respite from its cares ; 

Tliese and ev^ true delight 
Flourish only in thy'kinht ; 

And the sister Graces tUTee 

Owe, themselves, their youth to thee^ 

* Without whmn ere m»/ possess 
Mnrb. but n#vnvhanniiiess. 


bREEK f^EliSEE 


ON AN INFANT. 

Bewail not much, mgr paAntx t mOi the prey 
Of ruthless Hades, and sepulchred here. 

An infant, in my^ fifth scarce finished yeaf^ 

He found all sportive, innooint, and gay, 
Ydur^oung Callimachus ; and if i knew 
Not many 7 >ys, my griefs were also few. 


ON THE ASTROLOGERS. 

The astrolhgers did %]! alike presage 
My uncle's dying in extreme old age ; 

^ One only disagreed. But he was wise. 

And spoke not till He heafd th9 funeral cries. 

t • • 

• ON AN VlD woman. 


Mycuxa d}es her locl^^kis s|i(l; • 

• But ’tis a foul aspeision : 

Site buy^them black ; they therefore need 
^ No subsequent immersion. 


ON INVALIDS. 

FaH happier the dead, methinks, than they 
Who look for death, and fear it every day. 


ON FLATTERERS. 

No mischief worthier of our fear 
In nature can be found 
Than friendship, in ostent sincere, 

But hollow and unsound ; 

For lulled into t dangerous dream 
f close infold a 
•Who sfrikes, whentaost eecure we seem, 
The inevitable blow. 


ON A TRUE FRIEND. 

Hast tfl&n a friend? Thou bast indeed* 
A rich and large supply, ^ 
Treasure ti^seire^our every needf 
Well manaoeds till von me. 



translations 


TO THE SWALLOW, 

Attic maid t witlvhoney fed, 
Bearest thou to thy callow brood 
> Yonder locust from the mead, 
Destineddheir delicious food ? 

Ye have kindred voices clearf« ' 
Ye alike unfold the wing, 

« Migrate hither, sojourn here, 

Both attendant on the spring I 

Ah, for pity drop i\it prize ; . 

Let it pot witli truth be said 
That a songster gasps and dies 
That a songs ter m^y be fed. 


ON late-acquired wealth: 

Poor in my pou/h, anc|,in life’s later scenes 
Rich to no end, *1 curse my natal hour, 

Who nought enjoyed while young, deni^ the fiieans ; 
And nought when old enjoyed, denied the powei'. 


ON A BATH, BY PLATO. 

Dii> Cythcrca to the skies ^ 

From thisj^llucid lymph arise? 

Or. was it Cytherea’s touch, 

When bathing here, that made it such ? 


ON A FOWLER, BY ISIODORUS. 

W'lTH seeds and birdlime, from the desert air, 
Eumelus gathered free, though scanty, fare. « 
No lordly patron’s hand he deigned to kis$,t 
•Nor luxu^ knew, save liberty, nor. bliss. ' 
Hiriof thirty ytm he lived, and to his heirs ^ 

Hi^ jeeds b^ueathed, his birdlime, and his snare*. 


ON NIOBE. 

i. 

Charon ! receive a family on board, 
imif spffieient fog thy orazy yawl ; 
Apollo and Diana, mr a word 
By iBf too proudly spoken, slew us alL 



pF'GREEJC VEESES. | 



. ON A GOOD MAN. 

Traveller, regret m# not) for thou shilt find 
Just cause of sorrow none in my decease, 

Who, dying, children’s children left behiiriA, 

And with one wife lived many a year in peace : • 
Thihe virtuous youths espouse<l my«daughter8*threc. 
And oft t*fcir infants in my bosom lay. 

Nor saw I one, of all derived from me, 

Touched witl^ disease, or tom by death away. 
Their duteous hands my funeral rites bestowetf, * 
And me, by blamele^manncrs fitted well 
To seek it, ^ent to th^serene abotlc • 

Where shades of pious men fdrever dwell. 


ON A Mi3£R> 

• a * 

They call thee rich ! — ^I.decfh thee poor. 
Since, if thou darest use ihyKtore, 
But savest it only for thine^eirs, • 

* The Measure is not thine, Imttbcirs. 


ANOTOER. 

*iA Mis^ Iraversing his house. 

Espied, umisual there, a mouse. 

And thus his uninvited guest 
Briskly inquisitive addressed : 

“ Tell me, my dear, to what cause is it 
“ I owe this unexpected visit?” 

The mouse her host obliquely eyed, 
And, smiling, pleasantly rcpiiecf : 

** Fear not, goM fellow, for your hoard I 
” I come to lodge, and not to board.” 


ANOfHER , 

• 

Art thou some indMdoal of a kind 
*Longdived by nature as the took or hind? % ^ 

Heap treasure^ the%; for if thy need be sw^ .* 
Thou hast excipe, and scarce canst heap too a%ch. 
But man thou seem’st : dear therefore mm thysbrear^ 
This lust of treanire— fdly at the best ^ g 

For why shonldst thouk wisted\o thetonA 
* To'fatten with thy thou kabi^^aot whom h 
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TAAttSLATJOlirS , 


ON FEMALE INCONST/tNCY. 

i 

5<ich, thou hadst lovers poor, hast .none : 

So surely want extinguishes the flame, 

And she who called thee once her pretty one, 

And her Adonis, now inqui^ thy name. 

•I 

Where wast /hou bom, Sosicrates, and wjiery. 

In what strange country, can thy (parents live, 
Who seem'st, by thy complaints, not yet aware 
That want’s a crime no woman can forgive ? 


. on'hermocratia: 

Hrrmocratia named — save only one. 

Twice fifleen births I 'bore, Vlnd buried none ; 
ForMeither Pk.ebijs pierced my thriviry joys. 
Nor Dian — she my girls, or he my bo^. 

. But Dian rather, when my tlaughters lay * 

In parturition, Phased their pangs away. 

And ail myKSons, by Bboebus’ bounty, shared 
A cHgorous youtfl, by sickness unimpaired. 

0 Niobe 1 mr’less prolifle I see r 
Thy boast against Latona shamed by me ! 

* < 

' ' FROM MENANDER. 

Fond youth I who dream’st tha^ hoarded *gold 
Is needful, not alone to pay 
For all thy various items sold, 

To serve the waoU of eveiy day ; 

Bread, vinegar, and oU, and meat, 

For savoury viands seasoned high ; 

But somewhat more important yet — 

I tell thee what it cannot buy. 

1 No treasure, hadst thou more amassed 

Than lame to Tanialusf assigned, 

A Would save thee from a tomb at lastly 

But thou mus, leavb it all behind. 

» 

1 give thee, therefore, coun,sel wise ; 

Confide not vainly in thy store, 
Hoveverlaige— much less despise ' 

Cthen cumpantively pood ; 

iW in thy more exalted state 
i A jnsJejnid equal temper diqw, 

T| It aiTwho see thee rU aiid*gieat 
May dee||a diet woithyio be so. 


, OF GREEK VERSE 


SP5 


ON 


THE GRASSHOPPER. 


Happy songsjpr, jfcrched aWe, 
On the summit of the grove, 
'Whom a dea'drop cheers to sing* 
With the freedom king ! 
From thy perch survey ibc^elds 
Where prolific nature yielas 
Nought that, willingly as she^ 
Man suri^ders not to thee. 

For hchtility or hate 
None thy pleasures can create. 
Thee it satisfies to sing • 

Sweetly the return of spring, 
Herald of the genial hours, 
Harming neither herbs por flowen 
Therefore man thy vgicemttendii 
Viladly, — thou ana he are friends ; 
Nor thy neiftf-ceasing strains 
ncebus dr the Muse disdains 
As too simple or Igo long^ • 

For themselves inspire fhe songr. 
^irth-bom, bloodless, undecaying 
^er singing, sporting, playing, 
What has nature else to show * 
GodXke in its kind as thouf 


* • ON A THIEF. 

When Auhis, the nocturnal thief, made prise 
Of Hermes, swift-winged envoy of the diies^ • 
Hermes, Arcadia’s kin^ the thief divine. 

Who when an infant stole Apollo's kine, • 
And whom, as arbiter and overseer 
Of our gymnastic sports, we planted here ; 

** Hermes," he cried, " you meet no new disast^; 
** Ofttimes the pupil goes beyond his master.’V^ 


ON PALLAS BATHING.® I 

FEOM A HfrMK OF CALUMACKUS^ 

* • % 
Non oils of Jbalmy scent produce, « 
Nor wj^T for Minervm^s use^ •% 

Ye Dymplu who lave her ; sh^ arrayid • 
In genuine beau^, scoms their ijd. 

Not even when mey left tMh skiS 
To sedc on Idal head dw pij^ 


TltAN^LATlONi , 

fe 

• ' 

From Paris' hasd, did Juno deigt. 
Or Pallas in the crystal plain 
, Of Simoib’ stream her locks to irLcc^ 
Or in the mirror*tf‘'polh|hed face, 

I hough Venus oft witn anxious care 
AJ^Ubted twice a single hair. 


TO DEMOSTHENES, * 

ON A FLATTERING %llRROR. 

# 

It flatters and deceives Jhy view,* 

This mirror of ill-ponshed ore ; 

For were it just, and told thee true, 
Thou woujdbt ccnsult a never more. 

< 

ON A similar CltARACTER. 

You give your checks a rosy stain, 

* >Vith wasKes dye your hair ; 

But paint ^nd washes both are vait 
T,o give a youthful air. 

Thosf wrinkles mcLk your dailj toil, 

* No labour will ctlacc 'em, 

Yop wear a mask of smoothest oil, 

Vet still with ease we trace 'em. 

An art so fruitless then forsake, 

Which though you much excel in, 

V'ou never can contrive to make 
Old Hecuba young Helen. 


ON MILTIADES. 

Miltiades I thy vakur best 
(Although in cveiy region knowr.) 
The men o( Pensia can attest,^ 

^ Taught by thyself at Marathon. 

«• 

0 m • 

ON A BATTERED OEAUTY. 

* ' 

EIair, wax, rouge, honey, teeth yen buy 
^ myHfarious store ! , 

AAiask at onbe would ^ supply, 

No wotiM it tdfet you morcii 



^ OF GREEK 


£1 

ONi P£D«^R£E.‘ 

^ PROM EPICHARMUS. 

iMy mother I if thou lofe me, name no more 
My noble birth ! f^oundmg at evury breath 
My noble birth, thou kill’ll me. lni(|ier fly, 

As to their only refuge, all from whom 
^ature witl^holds all gooa besides ; they hoast 
Their n^le birth, conduct us to the tombs 
Of their forefathers, and from age to age 
Ascending, trumpet their illustrious race^ 

But whom hastTuiou beheld, or canst thou na^pe, 

Derived from no for|ralhers ? Such a man 
Lives n^ ; for how could suulx be bom at all 
And if It chance tnat, nativti^ of a land * 

Far distant, or in infancy deprived 
Of all his kindr^l, on^ who cannot trace 
His origin, exist, why oeem^m sprung^ 

Froi|plM^r ancestry than theirs who can ? 
l^y mother ! he |f 1mm nature at his birlli 
Endowed with virtuous qualilies, although 
An /Ethiop and a slavf , is nobly ^ora. 

* • 

ON ENVY, * 

^TY, says the Theban hard, 

From my wishes I discard ;• i 
Envy, let me rather be, 
father far, a theme for thee 1 • 
to distress is shown. 

Envy to the great alone. 

So the Theban : but to shine 
Ixrss conspicuous be mine ! 

1 prefer the golden mean. 

Pomp and penury between ; 

Fur alarm and peril wait 
Ever on the loftiest state, 

And the lowest, to the end. 

Obloquy and scorn attend. 

• 

TRA|rSl.AT[dN OF AI> EPIGRAM OF HOMER. 

* Pay me my pricey potters f and I wil Aing. 

Attend, O Palms ! and with lifted arxif * 

Protest their oven ; let the cups^nd Mb , 

• • 

• No title b prefixed to thb piedi, but It appeore to he a trandatioii of the 

of lll^r tailed 'O Kojuvot, or The Puraacr. Herodotui, or whoev* v«ui the ai^or die Life 
of Homer ascribed to him, obsenma ; ''Certaia pocteie. wbifc they wembusy in baking theu warfc 
seeing Homer at a nnall dbtance, anfi harinf heard muoh iiaiJPi>r hi|feud<mi, callecT t^im^ and 
promised himumear of their oemmodity^iid of such other ihbgns they oo^ '5 ho « 

nouMsuf mmSi; wheahesugaifoBofia** ^ § 


5"? 1 TkAifSLATIONS 

— — I I 

• • I * 

• The sacrecl vessels bkcken w«lt, and, baked 
Wuh good success, yield them both fair renown 
And profit, whether in the market sold' 

Or streets, and let no d:rjfe,^nsue between us. 
But oh, ye potters ! if with shameless front 
Ye falsify your promise, then 1 leave 
, No mischief uninvokrd to avenge the wrong. 
Come S^tripsi Smaragus, Sabactes, come, 

And Asbetus ; nor let your direst drea/, 
Omodaniiis, delay ! Fire seize your house ! 

May itoithcr house nor vestibule escape ! 

«'^fay ye lament to see confusion mat 
And mingle the whole labriir of your hands, 
Anfl mav a sound*fill all youi» oven, such 
As of a fiorsc grinding his provender, 

While all your pots and flagons bounce within. 
Come hither also, .daughter of«^.he sun, 

. . C’irce the sorcero.s, qnd with thy drup ^ 

Poison themselves, and all that they haveVnade ! 
Come also, Chiron, with thy ftumcrous troop* 

Of Centaurs, as Well those who died l)eneatr 
The club of Hercules, f^o who escaped, 

Andi stamp their ctockery to dust; down fall 
Their chimney let them sec it with thejr eyes,* 
And howl to see the ruin of their art, 

^ While I ^ejoiep ; and if a potter stoop 
* To peep iijto his furnace!' may the firi 
Fll^sh i'aliis face and scorch it, that all men 
Observe,, thenceforth, equity and good faith 


BY PHILEMON. 

« 

Oft we enhance our ills by discontent, 

And give them bulk beyond what Nature meant 
X parent, brother, friend deceased, to cry, 

dead indeH, but he was bom to die ’* — 
Such temperate grief is suited to the size 
Ar.d burthen of the loss ; is just and ynit : 

But to exclaim, ** Ah I Wheraore vras' I bomj 
** Thuv lo be left for ever thus forlorn?” 

Who Vhus laments his loss invites distress, 

, - And nyigni^s a woe that might be les;; 

Thyotigh dull despondence to his lot resigned, 
An ^ , 'caving reason’s remedy bShind. 



OF GREEK 


V^KSE^. 


BY ^O^CHUS. 


1 SLEFr when Venus entered : to my l)ed 
A Cupid in l)|er beauteous hand she 1^, 

A bashful seeming boy, iffid thus she said^ 

• Sl^phCrd, receive my litllt one 1 1 bring H 
** An untaught love, whom thou must teach to sing. 
She said, and left him. 1, suspecting i^)Ughl, 

Many a sw^t Strain my subtle pupil taught, 

How reed to reed Pan first with osier bound, * 

How Pallas formed the pipe .of softest sound, 

How Ifermes ga^ the lute, and how the quire 
Of Phoebus owe to Pha*bus^ self the lyre. 

Such were my themes t my themes nought heeded he| 
But ditties sang%f amorous %ort to me, 

The|pangs that mortals aUd iftmortals fSrove 
From Venus' inf^ence, and the darts of love 
fhus was thejteachcr by thej)upil taught ; 

His lessooi I retained, and mine forgot. 

•• • • 


TRANSLATIONS 


translation's 0 %' ENGLISH VERSES. 

f. ’ 

FRdM THE FABLES *OE CAY. 

#> 

. LEPUS MULTIS amicus.' 

Li.^sirs ainicitta c<>t, uni nisi dcdita, ecu fit» 

Simplice tii nexus fvder^, lus^s amd^. 
genitofe puer, nd^ sj-pc patemae 
. Tulanicn novit, deliciasquc domiu^ : 

Qiiiquc sibt iidos fore multos sperat, ilinicus, 

N|irum est huic iiiiscro ferat ullus opem. 

Comis erat, mitUque, ct nAlIe et vellc paratus 
^ Cum quovis, Gaii moie modoque, Lepus. 

Illo, quot in .sylvi.s ct <iuot suatiantur in agris ‘ 

Quadruperles, dorat ^conctliare sibi ; ic 

Ki qifisquc innocuo^ invitoqiio laj-esserc quenquam 
l«abra teVni.s ^.dlcm (idus amicus erat. > 

Ortum sub lucis ^ium pressa cubilia linquit, 

^ Rorantcb licrbas, pabula sucta, petens, ^ 

Vcnatonim audit clangorcs pon^ sequentum, 

Kulmineumque sonuin territus erro fugit. 

Corda pavor puKat, sursum sedet^ crigit aurcs, 

Rt"%picit, ct sonlit jam prope adcsse necem. 

Ulque cancs fallat, lat^ circumva|]pis» illuc, 

Unde aiiiit, inira calliditnte redit ; 2C 

Viriluts at fraclis tandem sc projicit ultro 
In meilia niiscruni semtanimcmque viS. 

Vix ibi ^ rtus. cqui sonitum |)edis audit, ct, oh spe 
adventu cor agii.iinr cqri ! 

. Vorsuni (iqquit) mihi, chare, tuuin concede, tuoque 
Auxilto nares fallcre, viiMue c^num. *- 
* Me mens, ut iiAsli, prouit — hdiis amicus 

Fert quivlcuAqnc lubens, ncc grave sentit, onus. 

Belle iniscIL ldpu.sculc (equus respondet), amara ^ 

V'nv..i!i (jjua* trhi sui.t, sunt ct amara mihi. ' jc 

Veruni age*-sit.ne an imos*— multi, me pone, bonique 
AdveniuiV*, ''quorum sis citb salvus opc. • ^ 

l^a.imus a! induti dominus bos solicitatus 
Auxilium hU vci^'.s se dare poss^ necat 
. ' Quando quadfcpediim, quot vivunt,, nuTlus amicum 
^ Me-ncfJtrc potest us/^ue fuisse tibi. 



I 


^OF ENGLISH JfERSES.^ 


l^fl)ei'tate xquu^ quam cc<Ht amikus amico, 

Utar, ct absque inetu nc tibi dmpliceam ; 
llintf me mamlftt amor. Juxta istum incssis acerviyn 
Me iiiea, prx cunctis chw, jl^vcnca manct ; *40 

£t quls non ultro qua;cun(/fie negotia liiiquit, 

^ Pareat ut dominae, cum vocal ipsa suw ? ^ 

Neu me crutlelem dicas— discedo— se»l hircus, 

Cuji^ opc effugiaa integer, hirem adcst. • 

I^abrcm (ait hini^is) habes. Ilcti, sicca*ut lumina langucnt !• 
Ulque caput, collo deficientc, jncet 1 
llirsutum milii toi^gum : ct forsan la^scrit aegrunna; 

Vcllerc eris melius fultus, ovisque venit. 

Me mihi fecit onus natura, qvis inquit, anhclans 

Sustineo lana; poiidrra ^anta mca; i 50 

Me nec vclocem ncc forlem jacto, solcntque 
Nos etiam sx*vi dilacerarc canes. 


Ullimus accedit vitulus,^*itutuvque precatur 
Ut periturum alias ocyus cripiaL • • 

1'loinne ego,^spondet vitulus, suscepero tantam. 
Non d||puTsus arihuc u^c, natus hert ? 

Te, quern maturi canibus validiquc rslinquunt, 

• Jncohimcm potcro •■eddere yoirvus 
Przeterea tollens quern illi aver^ntua, amicis 
* Kbrt^parum vidcar consuluisse meis» 

Igij^cas oro. ^Fidissima dissoctantur 
Corda, et tale tibi sat liquet esse meum. • 

Ecce autem ad codecs canis es^! te quaWtn ^rempto 
Trisl^tia cst nobis ingruitur#! — Vale I 


AVARUS ET PLUTUS. 

IrTA fenestra Euri flatu stridebat, avarus 
Kx somno trepidus surgit, opumque memor. 

I.ata silentcr humi ponit vestigia, qnemquc 
Respicit arl sonitum rcspicicnsquc tremit ; 

Angustissima qua^que foramina lampadc visit, 

^ vectes, obices, fcrtmie referique manitm. j 
. Dein rc^rat crebns junctara compagibus arcom, 

Kxultfnsqu^otjincs conspicit intus opes. * 

Sed tfmdUki furiis ultricibus aStus oH artes ^ 

QuSa sua res tenuis creverat in cuipulum, S to 

• Contortis manibus nunc*stat, nunc pcctora puLsa^s 

Aunim execnitur, pcmiciemque vocat ; , ^ ^ ^ 

I O mihi, ait, misero mei^ quam tranquilla luisset^ 

Deic celisset adl^c si modo terra malum 1 • 

. ^unc autem virtus ipsa cst venalis ; cl aurum • 

Quid contra vitii tormina sa^a valet ? * 

O iniraicam aurum ! ^ honffini infestiftima pesti^l 

Cut datur illccebras vinsEre posse tnasJ 

• • ^ 


TRA^SLATI 02 ^^ OF ENOLFSH VERSES. 

-< ; r. : 

* Aunvn homines suasit cont^nnere quicquid lyc^nestum est, ' 

Et prxter nomcn nil retinere boni. 20 

Aurum cu/icta mali per terras semina sparsit ;< 

Aurum noctumis furibus arpia d^t. 

Bella docet fortes, timidosque ad {h^ssima ducit, 

Kcjcdifra^as aftes, multipiicesque dolos, 

Nec yitii quicquam cst, qucnl ribn in veneris ortum 
Kx nialesuada auri sacrili^Aque fame. ^ 

Dixit, et ingemuit ; Pfutusque suum sibi nump 
Ante oculos, ird fervidus, iuse stetit. 

A ream clausk avarus, et ora norrentia rugis 

Osterdens, trimulum sic Deus increpuifc 30 

Questibus his raucis mihi cur, stqltc, obstrepis aures ? 

<lsta tui siinilis tristia quLsque can^t. 

Commacuiavi egone humanum genus, improlw ? Culpa, 

Dum rapis, et captas omnia, culpa tua est 
Mene execrandum censes quiy turn pretiosa 
C^iminibu^. fiunt pcri^iciosa tuis? 

Virtutis specie, pulchro ceti' pallto amictus 
« Quisjgue catus ncbulo sordida facte legit. 

At<jue suis manibus commissa potentia, durum 
'iLt diruin subito \ergit ad in^nerium. 40, 

I line, niinij^m dum latrotiaurdm detnidit in arcam, 

Idem aurum latet iivpectore pestis edax ; 

Nutrit avaritiam et fastum, suspendere adunco* 

Suaiiet naso mopes, et vitium omne docet. 

*Aufi at larga probo i\ copia co^ligit, instar* 

Koris £ila{i<ii< ck xthere cunda beat : 

1 um, cjuasi iiumen inesset, alit, fovet, educat orlx)s 
Et viduas ]a<irymis ora rigare vetat. , 

Quo sua crimina jure auro derivet avarus^ 

Aurum animse pretium qui cupit atque capit ? 50 

Lege pari gladium incuset sicarius atrox 
Caeso homine, et ferruin judicet esse reuxa 


PAPILIO ET UMAX. 

Qui subito ex im^ ren^tn in fastigia suigit 
Natieas sordes, quicquid agitur, olet ' 



• kOTES., 


\Tke autkfirities for thou poems wht^ toere not puhlishtd hy the Author himself ^ Are given 
het-wem buckets in smatl capuais*] 


ftage I (Haylrv» i. 89), / 17. ,** Exhale^^o 
tJr.tw out : mciiuing now obholcte. So SnA* 
fc|Har« : — 

'* H 4 m. d*vtd Vtnry'* wniiiiilii 
OpuM thwir coiinAitwl iiiMUtJta him! liletKl afra^ 
Hhiah, IiIuhIi, tlniu lump of foul : 

Viit *Ua tliy vrmMUw Ui.U iiahidvu tliia bluod." 

llie allusion at the eiut^f this iioein is 
liruhahlv Ki Luni Chcsftrfiuhl, uho resig#ed 
t <0 Seals of Secretary of State, Fch fith*. 1748. 
Sre Mahofi's^iist. elk axx.,or Studeat'a llumci 
p 608. . 

/VijLV a. A UhIic pieces from this to p. 8 are 
from Kaklv Forms. * ^ 

CowiM.^ is curiously defective in his 
rhymes. The frylowinif rhvmcs will he fouml in 
this one pajjc /MiM, ; Jted, speed; 

/rey, seo; wretch^ hetuh; prepared; 

j^Pirit, 6 e.ir%t/^ had, s%id; Perter^ smarter; 
do, SO i shapes, reiapu ;^<*oiish, ppltsh ; alone ^ 

A ««. • 

Pare 4. Ciitfield, or rather Caffiefl, wxs the 
parisH of Cowwr’s unr Ic, Rev Ktiger Duiiac. 
t_«»wpcr visitcii it often in youth. 

/*.ifr 6. Sir C. fJrandison " was ptililislied 
in the atiluran of 1753. 

last stanra. to drcss.io prink. 

A ludicrous word." (Johnviii's Dictionary.) 

, " Every ucribbling lunn 

Grown a fop m fMt m e'rr he van. I 

PnincH np. Mid Mk« bin nrnrle. the gtsM, 

If |>luk or purple bavt becoiue hie face."— Arieim. 

9- <Havli^, i. y.) Written the yetr 
he wa.s called to the bar, i7S4« Contains the 
first allusion to his fits of nielan^olir. 

•* Piteh-keitled^x fawurle phrase at the lime 
this Epistle was wrinen, expressive of being 
iKizzlcd, or vhat A the Spectaiods time wguld 
have been called damhoozfedP (Kayley.) 

The illustgli^n JT Dame Gurto# and ner son 
is taken froi% the celebrated comedy of Gammer 
Giirton’s needle, sai^o have been wriiietf by 
Buhop Still, akiMt tnV year 1565. • 

Pagef 10-14. (All from Early Poems.) 

Pago zo, lit and and stanzas. Hebi«s was i 
Ihe princi^ riv^ in Jbzace. On its banksp 


Orpheus was lorn in pieces by the 'I 1 imri.-in 
wotiicp, becau'ic of his j^ief for his lust Eiirydice. 

Page la. K. S. S. 1 have not a notion of the 
^caning of these letters. 


. (Hayi. 

e.m drowned 


■iV»*-79') William KiisscU 
t bathing ihThPTliaiiies, 1 757. 


whilst L 

Page 16. ('riiis and the followiqn .Satfte uerc 
printed in Diincomlie's Horace, 17^7. 

1 hinromljcs. father and son, wcunf Hertford , 
• shire, ai^l ^e elder was an intmuite friend of 
t‘ow}^r's father. At the time tln.s trniislntion 
W.IS iiia^e, its author Viui leading n ilikltaiiie 
life at the Temple, amusing himself w|(^ such 
matters nnd always ready to furnish llicin to 

S aiiv friend who ;Eked his help.) 

Alsecemil was ^‘iit to Briftiduvum A.t^.r. 
71 St to arrange ^iffcreigrrs lictwucii Augustus 
and M. Ani'iiiy, aiiu^ in orrJer to beguile the tcdi< 
ousiicss of the expedition, siiiiiiiiuiictL Hor.'ice 
and other literary friends. Horace a rote this 
account of his own journey to amuse Macciius. 
Clf llelicniorus nothing is known. 

Aricia W'as 16 miles from Rome, and *pnii 
Forum 90 miles further on. Here they ^aae 
barges on the canal for 20 miles to Tcrracina. 4 

Page 17, col. I. /'>nmiVz*an ancient Sahine 
goddes-s uitroduced by th# Sabines among the 
Komans. Herchirf temple was at 'i'crr{tciiia« 
where a well of pi-re water, s;ii;red to her, 
flowed down Mount Foracte. It is " ilic pure iftli 
glassy stre:im " here referred to. ^ 

Cocceitts was a cTimmor^ilend id aiid 
Antony. His presence with M«eccans waeffierc> 
fore a sign of pc.'ice. I'hev had alreil^y olkcted 
I the treaty of BrundusiiifA 
• '* eyA, by watery,” &c. This was owing 

to having slept in fh« open air, in the marshes., 
Capifo P'oHteius nAs Antony's legate in A.sia. 
Fundi, 9 miles frodl Ttmociiig. 

Aufdiust gnetor of Funi^ fpsc original 
here is very humorog And sarcastic. ‘ A .scribe 
was a clerk. * 

Munrms was MlAtnas* brother-indiiw. 
Ploiisa and tPariusp thg two lapst intimate 
friends of "the^rd of Mantua,** Virgil. 

P'ormi^ is tnl modem Gacta, 80 miles from 
Room: • ^ 

• et A 



— « 


A'UV/f.'^ J 

1 


Sintfvssa^ i8 nrks from Formla, bn the cc|ht. 

Pag*' T7, r/»/. a. Candiunt was the seen#* of 
the rclirbraied huniilial'on nf the Koiiinn army, 
Uf awn as the *' f'audinc F<»rlis ” 'I’hc ** taverr#' 
f rnbahly lay beside the road : and the villa of 
Coreeius on the hill aljovc.^ 

Osrian^ that is, Cani|ianiaA. *'True 0 <u'ian 
breed” is a satirlral way of saying that lie )yas 
a low and mean fc1lnw>«just as we might talk 
^if ‘‘griiuinAScven Dials iKietry.” * 

** For (aroiint.lcs,” K:r. 'I’he iieople of Cam- 
pania were s»iljjc«:l to the Krowth of great warts 
or wens on their fore heads,*# hich, when cut out, 
left great Hears bclijnd. 

i8, rtf/. T. “ Nor does ymir phi/,” &c., 

I. r IjciMiise yniir face ;s so ugly. 

“Of you, nir,” &.c. It was the rtistoni, when 
any one had received any deliveranre or other 
piece of good fortune, to leave some oflering 
representing it in the temple of the godti Hoyv 
and girl.s, oii^r^wing upj»are said to ^.av^lcft 
their toys and dolls as ofleriiigs to the luires, 
or hcfiisehojd gods. Cicimis jocosely asks 
Ssarmentiis when fte hung up hts chains, iin- 
plyiiig that 1^ is a runaway slave. andUhat his 
former mistress has still a title to Ipm. ^ ^ 
'i'lnviciis, a little villaj^e still called Irigico. *• 
<•<>/. a. “ Whose name my verse,” ^c. The 
naiiiet 'as K^HotuticuM, whioh could not any- 
how he got into :iii hexameter verse. 

Phhy Barinm. On the Adriatic. The in- 
habitants Kill flivc hv fishing. ^ # 

“'I'hat incense,”^. Clytyf in his Natural^ 
flistnryfii. iii), mentions this .supposed miraede, 
nud believes in it. It was^nut likely to find 
f.ivi>iir with Kpicurean Horace. 

Page eol. t. Beard, manager of Covent 
Golden '1 hcatre. He had just achieved gre.it 
KLicceso with his “(Ipeni of Artaxerxes." 

“Well, I'm convinced my lime is come,” ftc. 
The poet has hitherto tried to he civil, but, 
finding this of no tise, tries iii.su Icing his 
tormentor, by invebting thi.s prophecy for the 
nonce. 


P/>. 17-3^ 

— f 

- ** The iwm whi'-b pity tanirQt to fluw 

If 7 ••fisi aImII tlifii (tlNiiwii ; 

Tim le-urt »liUli tlimtilM-il fur nthen* woe 
Stiati^hffi ■t.itnsi feel ita a«ii. 

I ** Tlio wound* which ^w each looineut bU-ed, 

^ t Kiu-h iiioiiM'iit tIuSi *linll cltNte , 9 

And prnreful day* *h«ll still tULceed 
Tu uiKhii uf Hwcut reyoM.” « 

Page'll. Ah Ode t &c. Thi-i Mock Ode 
appeared in the .V/. yatnes' Magazine for Nov. 
1703, where it wassignm^ ” L.” ^ Lloyd was the 
editor of than «nagairinc. and«his old Westmin- 
ster friends contrikuitcu. At^ the bt^inning 
Cowper wrote nothing for it, licing at /Brighton 
but stfon he furnished a paper, signed “ W. C 
on Kngifkh Pindaric odes, and promised to 
fiirni'ih one according to rule. On this ground 
^ Southey identified the present ode ashis, w'hich 
afpeared a ft w* months after: but there no 
further proof of the authorship. 

Page »3 (Cowpkr’s Ai'Tomor.RAPHV.) The 
cirA'tmstances under which he wrote these 
appalling sappliics are told in the Imroducinrv 
Memoir, p. xxlD Southey says of the third 
liiu^ in the two last .stanzas respectively, th.it 
they are Imlh “ cvicf-ntly corrupt,” and sug- 
gests that ill the firmer, insteaa of “if van- 
quished,’* the author may havcg written “ In 
anguish.” But the text is probably »‘uht He 
had an idea that there u’a.; a «bare r tiance for 
him in the strij^ with tNe Avenging I)city. 'Phe 
expression, “led with judgni’mi,” Is takpn from 
£zek. xxxiv. 16. 

Pae^e a4f On the Oi.ney pTymns generally, 
see Introductory Memoir, p xxxviii. 

H. i. 5th stan/a. ^*evcral w'ld.im editions 
have altered*” thy thr«nr,*' in the third line, to 
'* its ihrsnc."^ But ftiis is quite wrong. 'I'lic 
poet is regarding his own heart a.s the rightful 
throne of il*e Holy Ghost, and* the iLol as 
usurping it. 

H. ii. 3rd stanza : 1 Sam. xxiii. 37. 

Page 37. H. xi. was certainly written at 
Huntingdon, heiiig exactly like a letter which 
he wrote to Mrs Cowper trom thence. 


•f Cf*/.* a. “ Rufus Hall.” In the origiiual, 

** Temple of Vcsf.i,” which was by the Fonim, 
as Westnpnster Hall was hy the law courts. 

Nkv'^asitg, the rt.cn Pnme MinLstcr, is in 
the origig-il “ Marcctas.” | 

Page 30 . (Joiik^on's Cowpf.r, Iii. at) Thiy j 
Prayer for Indifference appeared in the Jt HHitaf | 
Pegtsfer for 1761, p, ioa.\ The writer qddresscs | 
it to Oberon, and declare th.it she prays not fir | 
lovc-charms. nor dasl, fior peace, but for the ■ 
nymph Ifvliflelpticc. <0^ owing extract { 

w'lll convey .1 fair idea of«it, and show the point { 
of Cowper ‘s reply , 

*• At / rt- ip|>niii/:i H ■’ hupp. ««>« fmr. 

Hc« •Bt|>n-i«linn ily ; 

, Vith (li*ep|MilFitii|i>nt tii/'.i* ivur. 

That blastothef ar|H>*««ljwy. 


/VrjV3o H. XK and stan/a. “llic paschal 
sacriAce,” &c. F,.\od. xii. 13. 

3rd stanza. *' I’he Lamb,” &c. Lev. xii 6. 
• 4th .stansx “ Tlu .scli|>e-goat,” &c. Lev. 

xvi. at. , % 

5 th Stamm. “Dipt in h» fellow's blood,” 

&c. Lev. xiv. 51. f ^ 

Page 3t. H. xxvi. was written for the open- 
ing service at “ the Great House.” See 

Memoir, p. xxiv. ^ 

Page 33. H. xxviii. snd stan.^, Luke xii. 50. 

/\t^tf^4. H. xxxiv. ^fiTstan. Cant. v. 8. 

H. XXXV. was written on tfc very tve of his 
second attack of insanity, Jan. 1773. 

Pai^ 36. H. xliv. 3rd Stan. Josh. xii. ti. 
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37* H. ijvi. was written at Dr. Cottc#*.H, 
whilst ho was rccoserin;;: from his first attack. 
H. xlvii, was writt'^n wfieit he was on the {Htiiic 
ff Ic.ivint;: Dr. L'otuiii's, and fornfliig the restdu- 
tion •ot to return to Uindun. ^ 

Pagr tfin Tabi.b Tai.k, see Memoir, p 
xivi It w.is at the end of 1780 'I'hoiii^h 

n )t first wiittrn, it was placed first, hii.aiisc it 
had less of religion than the rest of the lari^er 
iKMrms M\tl he wishcd^ot^o di'^urillSc rc.iders 
(•>* hcyiptiiiii; thlfseruuisly* “ Atm nicrr>‘,** he 
writes, ‘‘that 1 may decay people into my 
* 1 jiii|>.iny* and gr.xve, that they may be the 
Letter f*«r it." , • 

/ 6. There was a very old but ciroiieoiis 
idea chat tik;htiiiiig will not strike laurel. Tin# 
Kifl)>cror Tihcriiis used to wciy a wreath^of 
it wilt’ll a thunderstorm threatened. Byron 
cleverly thrown a syinliulic.d meaning into this 
notion : — 

• « 

** Fur tl)(! tniii Imnrl vrcAtti wliloli tfl<>ry wtiavcfl 
la u( llii; trtt. uu IkiU ul Uiuiiilig « U st « it “ 

^h»ldritaf3td, Ir. 41. 

// 13-4^ These line# were added hy^he 
author alter the M.S. had Ijceu .sent* to the 
|>riiiti:r. ^ 

I s(). •'I'hc author is writing gcnmlly, hnt 
prolubly he ha.s 'Frederick the Orcac lu hu 
mind, usfjecially. * ^ 

Ptijlr 50, //65-fa. Intended as a description 
of Cicorge 11I.« ^ 

/83. See Macaulay's Essays, i. 379 sSx. 

j}!.*/ f3. t^liievedo de VilUgas died at 
Madrid in 16^5, .sged His** Vwioiisof Heii’* 
loive l>ecii irau-sKutd iiil!li English. ^ 

/ mo. it fpiit rent w.*!! the nominal rent (it 
might V>e a handful of com, or a pcp(iercom, or 
a flower) by the (Kiyment of which tlie tenant 
of an old manor was able to go and free. 
The .satire of (his and the following lines will 
be abundantly illustrated by the Poetical pages 
of any old magazine. 

Pag'd 5a, / 18a. Francis, third and last Duke 
of diridgewater, is railed the father of British 
internal navigation. He was living quietly 
at a retired cuun|nr house at WorsTey, n^r 
Manchester, wrhen ni.s attention was called *0 
the difficulties of transpming tlm coal of which 
the surrounding soil was fiill. Ifc met with 
James Brindley, who Mdmook to make a canal 
to Maiiche.ster, w’ith great engineenrig 
skill, backed by brave support from the Ebike, 
he accomplished the design in i7fiO. Six years 
later, Brindlgir began the ** Grand V'nink Canal " 
from the 'J^nt to the Mersey, and before his 
death in 1773 dre«^^ plan for the OxfnnAiire 
Canal, mnnecHig thyTrent with th# Thames. 
(Mahi^s Hifitory, ch. xli.) 

P^X'd 51 , f ** When admirals,” &|r Pro>^ 
babiy referring to Admiral KeppeL For a^ 


.’tkoimt of*tlie popular /unigif afer t A court- 
nfln’ti.al on him, sec M.ihon, vi. s(>^. 'i'ho 
generals arc thoM of tne Aincricaii wiu. 

g Pagr ffjf I ^yj. ** a«fioIii' — an ncUnf 

waiiiuii gaiety (Johnson.) (.'oriiiiare these h^s 
with the event!, nine yean, later. 

/ 318. The Cordon riots of 1780. Mahon, 

vbaj- • • J 

/ 339. gphaiham d!i-d May 11, *778. ^ 

i^age «;6, ^361- ** Subscrvirncy.^bcdicnrc to 
(tod's will. The unfavourable meaning w hn h 
w'e now almost inv.ifi.ihly give this word is not 
ftiund ill Johnson's Dictiog^ry. 

/ ibj. This alludes to the “Armed Nentra- 
lity" jof 1780, an alliance lic^ecn Ktissiri, 
.Sweden, and IVnniar)^ (afterwartls joined by 
i*rus.s(a and Holland), to maintain . in opyx^si 
tion to the principles of British maritime law ' 
and the derisions of her Admiralty courts, that 
* neutml xhips make free coods. ^ Eiigl.'ind thus 
Mq^nl M l»ay againitl nil tne mxtgms of Kiiro|iti 
as well as against her insurgent colonies in 
America. But the combination w'gpiighnier hut 
slight iniury. Sec Lord Sflinhn]te's History pf 
I Etiglano, chaps Ixii. and Ixiii. ^ • 

fa ^ 384# Brown, D.l)., ViV.-ir of New- 

' castl#-on-Tync, a vo)|iniinuiis writer, poimlar 
in his title, but now forgotten. 'Ibe work here 
referred to, “ An Estimate of the Manners 
and Principles of the 'i'ime,” made a vast sen'-.i* 
tion whei^t appeared, ami went through tii.niiy 
editions, ^e depicts Knglana asAiiim into a 
p }io|>e}ess condffiot,t>t>d gl the |xdnt of utter ruin 
as a nation. The rest of George the .Second’s 
reign, from thev^pry ycarof this publication, is a 
chronicle of glorious victories Uith by land and 
sea, planned apd ex>N:titcd by the genius of 
(.'hatnain. Sec Macaulay’s Essays, i. 30^ 

Page 58, / 500. "I’hc graceful name,'«r.e 
rates, % 

• • 

Page 59, / Southey says that this was 
the custom still at Wcsilhin.sicr Schcxil in hi«> 
time. But 1 believe it is s«i no longer.* 'J‘hi» ^ 
head-master was sub-alfiioner to the 
and used to present the good boys w’ith 
money. - • 

/ 519. '* Morris-danlb,” a gdmippon of 

Moorish dance,” a fantastic *>|fformance. 
accompanied with thee sound of bells and ^ 
|i wavi|g of ribUjiis, 

/ 537. llie foMcm-ing description Is •taken 
from ♦lonhoiick’a# “ History of Iiomlon* 
(1773) ;<— ** The dial (Ah^ ciock projects over the 
street at the extremity of adman^and over it 
by a kind of whiroslbAcQnceif, dncniated only 
for the amusement df co&ntrymen and children, 
is an Ionic |x>rch, corJ^piing the figures nf.twn 
savages, carved and ^iqprd, as Irmas life, wJik h 
with knotted clubs aitcmately strike the hours 
and quarters dM^*^** ^llsbung betweeiyhcm.*' 
llie chuKk was reb#i in 1831, ami thi^gure* 
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• I 

/ r- "— — 

Here nAt reHtt>n;4' 'I'hey now ornaihent a 
uvur the Kegcnt^ Puijr. f 

/-Vigr 59, / 553. •* Pounce,” to seize with the 
/ounces or taluiu. I'he expression, " pounce 
is tpiite ftiodcrn. f 

*' Pagr 60, i 559. This is borrowed from Dry- 
clcn's Kpigr.'tin on Milton, Gln^w fclUition, p. 653. 

/ 50(S. 'i’he apeients lM:lieved that, duung 
the seven days before, «■ and the seven alter 
tlie shortc^ tlay, the halcyon, or f-ingfisher, 
W.14 breeding on the waters, and that during 
tii.it time there was always calm at sea. 

/ fto\. The thyrsus waA a suff bound round 
with ivy and vine Irives, stippoHed to be borne 
by Ihu'clms. 

/Vivi' fia, /C70. See Memoir, p. xxv. . 

/’rtC’r' 6 1, / 716. This thought was sugfgcstrd 
to him by reading folinHon's ** I.ivcs ut ine 
poets '* lie Nays in a letter that it w.isa tnolaii- 
choly rrilcrtion, forced ii|Mni him by th.it a urk,* 
th.it nearly alj^pe'rt.s were (ricked men.** f 

/ 7fo. Siernhohl and Hopkins, authors of 
the ‘*n!<l \t:rsion” of the Psaiiiis, middle of 
i^cli century. « 

/’irv*’ fM-. *l'«w Pr'm;rkss op Pkror was^ 
the fust written of this vi ies •»!* 1*0^111-^ Sc*. 
Memoir, p xlv. Its vcfNitic.uioii is liarsti, but 
it is fit|( of pithy sayings. 

y 1 f/^r 60, 794. Tumh r/, a dpng-cart/' (John- 
son.) ^ 

i lai. %lotimoiith Street. ii| St. \ 5 ilcs', was^ 
chl'tifly occupied by oIC clolhts shops. ^ 

/ 134. All the commentators h.ive taken 
“ Oicidiiin” to Ik; o punidng nickname for 
^yes!e>^ ff this is so, it must h.ivc liecii 
(’lurles. nie proceedings here s.ilirtzcd seem 
all Ipether at vari.incc with what uc kn(»w of 
John Wesley. Ihil Charles was cheerful and 
^ joyous 111 his luthils, and his musical talents were 
very great. It is, therefore, most likely tliat 
it is really he who is the subject of tins .s.atirc. 
though I nave failcdtto find any direct evidence 
'of it.<Mr. Priice hurl seen a copy of the pi»enis, 
Ijl^oiiging to Mr. Ifough, annotated by .some 
iicigldMmrK of (.'ow|)er, in which it was stated 
liiat ^ Occidims" wa^* a clergyman ncarOhiey. 

A letter o!* Cowper^Ai Xcvvton. dated Scp». 9, 
1781. ihH;.iksH)f this iiLittcr further, but without 
cnhghAnnig us as to,*he name. 

Pagt 67, i 156. Is. Iviii. 13, Ivi. 9, & c ' 

* /’rtjrr 70, / 113 . gswne floyn at by 

u hawk.** (Johnson.) ^ 

/ 336. ^rd Chesterfield, who is referred to 
here underv'he^in^ o# '<^Petrf»ftius'‘ rcsimicd 
the office of Seci ci.ir)r of k'tatc in 1 jalk Iruee 
yci^rs afier he proposed rnd carried tqe Reform 
of the Ca1<md«ir. 'fnis was his last public 
work : he ^came deaf, and retirco into 
private life. During this tiiyci he wrote his 
*' Lel{«>r9 to his Son,'^ RWoPb bmiUe^itioialdy * 


ii^ 1733. The latter, however, died in 1768, 
leaving liis lather to laiigiiiiih cheerlcMly for 
five years longer. On tljc old nuin's death, 
Philip Stanhdpe*8 widow published the whole 
Correspondence. 1, # 

^ It had apiicared, on the death of Chester- 
field's sun, that he had secretly hiarried with- 
out his father’s consent, or even knowledm ; 
and the wid>iw, iipun Chesterfield's own demise, 
published for prufu the whole correspondence 
of the llSrl wt'n hfr 1 itc ht^shand;— a corre- 
spondence wfften ill the closest' coiifid 4 .ice aiul 
unreserve, and without the slighicy idea ol^ 
ever meeting the public eye. It is, however, hy 
lheN«^.vl^crs that t.'hehtcrfichr.s character, as an 
anthe r, must Ktaiid or fidl. Viewed as coinpo- 
* sicion, they appear almost unrivalled as models 
fi^ a serious epistolary style, clear, elegant, (tiid 
terse, never straining at clfect. and yet never 
hiirnud into carelessness. While constantly 
urging the siinie topics, .so gpsit is their variety 
of iRguinent and illustratioii that, in one sense, 
they apt»c.ir always clifTcrcnt, in another sense, 
uluays the s.imc^ 1‘hcy have already inciirrcil 
reprchciision on two separate grounds : 
firtt hcc.uisi: some ofttheir iiiavinis arc repiig- 
iMiit ti> goi>d morals ; and secondly, as insiNiiii|r 
t<H> miicii on manners and gr.i('4is, inste.id m 
more solid a<'i|uiremt:iits. On the first charge 
1 Imve no defence to otTcr ; but tkc second is cer- 
t.iinly emitieuu**, and Arises only from the idea 
and expci tatioii of findin(%.a general rtystem 
of cdiic.iiion in letters th.it were inicndcJ solely 
fi'r the lyipiovcmcnt of on» nian. Young 
.Manhonc w.is sufficiently inclioed to Rtudy, 
and imuucd uiih knowjciige ; the difficulty lay 
in his aukw.inl adilress and dnfiiffereiice to 
picasuig. 1 1 Is ag:iin<C these faults, therefore, 
and ihcNf faults oiii>*‘, that Chesterfield points 
his battery of eloquence. Had hefonnd his son, 
on the rontrary, u graceful hut .supcnicial frifler, 
hU l.ettcr:! would no doubt have urged, with 
cqii.'il real, how vain are all accomplishments 
when not supported by sterling information. 
Tn one word, he intended to write for Mr. 
Philip .Stanhope, and not for any other person. 
And yet even after this great deduction from 
gencr.'U minty, it w.is still the opinion of a most 
eminent man, no friend of Chc.Ntcifield, and no 

S roficient in the gratCN— the opinion of Dr. 
ohnsDii— 'I'ftkc out the immorality, and the 
«H>k should be put iiiUr the ffiinds of every voung 
gentleman.” ^L«ird ^anhopc, iii. p. 360.) 

Pngr 71, ^ 373. l^U couplet originally stood, 

*' With uvnioraiMtoin bodkVi lulnate down 
Thestveral |mwU, and where tiff chal^ broke down.* 

He saw the oversight of making ** down ” rhyme 
to itself in ccC reeling the proof. ** lihis,” be said, 
is qpc only down, but down derry-i^wn.” 

Pngr f », / 44Z. Whe^lf wpr- greased with 
tar ill Cc»wper*5 lime. Coachmen usedAo carry 
it with them. 

/f9&v Another attack cm his cousin, Madan, 
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^ whom he had a^ady vituperated ia Ami tiki* 
iypkthtrm, bee Memoir* p. xliift * 

Pagt 73, / 485. •Antony von I^uwcnhnrk, 
born at liclit* 163a. and dica there, i7-'3-^ 
Kemfhkable for hitsWin with the niicru^cu})^ 
which mad^iim also a K^C'd j>hy Jolo|i(ist ; aifu 
some of his cffsc overies were oltfrcat importance. 
Hih works occupy four 4to. vois. 

Page 74, / 526. Pygmalion, a cetcbrated 
statuary of Cyurus, Aisclled a statiifr <tf such 
t:xi|ui*eic keaut^hat he fdll in Mve with it, and 
^ Venus, sa his carjicst rcuue.xt, endowed it with 
* life. He married it* and became the father of 
l*aphuK* tho founder of the city of tli^t name 111 
Cyprus. 

Page 76. TafiH. It was the Author''# 
fear that this }a>em woiiM cive oflcnce^to 
'* uiienliehteiicd rcMdcrsy whirh iiiducc'd luiii 
to ask N ewton to tb rite his Preiace. 

Page 78, /Sj. Adu-st," burnt, scorched. 

I 119. Silencer Cowper, son of the l^rd 
Chancellor, l>ean of 1 )urh.|# i 745 -> 774 ‘ 'i’hc 
fioet *oys ‘‘ Second stall," t>n:ause the nnt 
the Hislio^'s. 'l'licreisaiAiiimtrresUii{{|tain^)lrt 
by him in the Pritish Museum, and a volume of 
Xood Scmifj#s on Church KcsiivaU, the frilhiw- 
iiiK extract from which will show tha. oewas no 
Calvincst • • 

“ 'I'hal iircdestinatiSn to carnal life is the 
arbitrary choice adcHiwtic Iviwer determined 
by no rule, but that of an uncoiitrollable will, 
and independent of any prccedipK merit or , 
worth in the persons so predestined, is a doc- 
trine unworthy of and destructive of all 
mural goounAs." 

/ 131. This description is \ description, 
to the ininutest detail, of the tw<^protiiinciit 
figuees in^iogarth's Morning." 

Page 80, / 201. Ocla is a laughter- moving 
.servant in Terence’s two jdays /Idetphi and 
Phormio. 

Page%tJ\\\. This was in Feb 1778, Nobles 
disfpused themselves as tavrrn-waiicr.s to obtain 
sight of him : the loveliest of Fnince would lay 
theic hair beneath his feet, llis ch.inot is the 
nucleus of a comet whose train filled whole 
streets: they crown him in the theatre, with 
immortal ^'ivats .’^fi.slly stiHc him under roses, 
for old Richelieu recowien'led opium in itBch 
state of the nerves, anothe cxaessjvc |iairiarch 
took loo much.” (Carlyles French Revolution.) ^ 

Page 83, / 358.^ I'>r. Richard Conyers, 
Rector of pi. Palirs, Deptford, w'as the Iwoiher- 
in-iaw of Thornton, and was the means OMntro- 
ducingN^on t^Cowper. (Mcgioir, p. xxxvi ) 
It is nee^ess to add tliat he was a zealou.s 
erangelit^ preaeli^ * 

li ^ and^l^ m these two li 4 M the poet 
has ffoketf through one of his own canons 
and, venturing out of England, has tried to de- 
scribe what he has never seen. In thAhrst liift 
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as lo the fact^ And thh fecoiul, I am 
not at all a descriptio#uf the olive. Its 


br.inches. I'he line ^ a inUtakeii gIo» 011 


Ai 

y, Riirt 


On Exi'^sTUL’AfiON, see Memoir,* 


clnstering herrie9%row sessile ulotig the 
hes. The '' — *■ ~ — ? *-» — • 

^saiah xxiv. 13. 

Page 83, / 378. “ And one who,” ftc. 

Earl of Dartmouth, the patron of Oliicy, 
a fast friend of Newton. 

^•tge 87. 
p. xliv. • 

Page 88, / 33. Jcr. tx. t. * 

Page 91, / 190. Joshua v. 14. 

Paret^9, / 246. ** Pcclpd,” plundered. So 
in Milton, “Paradi.se Regained.'' 

/'rt/r 03, f *83. Cowper, thoui^ professedly.! 
Whig, afw.iys rcgardetnhe Americans as rebels, 
and believed that George 111 . was light in his « 
persistent endeavours to coni]iicr them. 

* i pc/t. Various naval engagements were 
<<i|||chtiin 1780, wiii great bill incle- 

riMve results. Such were Rodney’s in the 
West Indies, April 17; Parker’s,^' tli^ logger 
Ijank: .Slid Graves’, with*thc Frciu.li, in the 
ChettTprake. .Sec Ixird Sianhojic’s Hist , chupg^ 
t Uit. , 

' f #91 On the violence of the iioliticnl 
strifea o( that time, .see the opening of ch. ixi. 
of Lord Staiihoiie Mean, shabby^ pitiful, 
and ttfiwarraniniilc.” were epithets used by 
one speaker in Ae House of Loids. 

/ 309. ^ic National r)chl wiR ndh-ly doubled 
during the /niurpan AV;ir. In 1775 it was 
jCtj4.ooo.ooo; III 1783, / 238,000, otAK llut it ii 
now ;^74u,cxA«,ixw. 

PagegSf I yi^. "Trucked,” trafficked away. 

/ 376. The I’est Act was fiassed 11^673, 
with a view of rxcluding Papists from power. 
Under its provisions^ all iiersons holding any 
}iosition of trust, civil or military, or ailniittr-^ 
of the Royal Household, were to receiv'd* 
the .^aemment of the lord's .Siipjier, accord- 
ing to the usage f>f the Church of England, 
declaring at the same time thtit they Aad nbw 
lorlief in Transiilistaiitiaiipn. Otic tihereiiire 
meets in the newspapers on hat day wit|uoticcs 
like this ; — '* Vcsterila|g his Royul MighnesH 
Prinre Frederick received tht^T.'onyft union, 
having licen apfioiiitcd Ranger cd Kichroond 
Park.^ The Act was Repealed in 1H28. 'Jli^ 
hishtp here referred to is Warbiirlon ((ilouccMcr# 
1760—1779) ; and the works Essays “ <)n the 
Ailiaifte between (dnurchand State,” and **'l'he 
Necessity and Kqufl^ pf 31 T<j« Law.” 

I w. A^the fine printlMg o^ihese Poems, 
the following pauat^ MlowedT ^80. After 
the edition was i^inlga oflT, the author came 
to the concltuion 1^9 it was nb^cctionable, 
and finding Newtovagpecing wk^ him, had tlie 
leaf cancell^ and suiMtitutea lines 390-413 
for th^ omitfid pa^ge. 1 have a ccgiy df the 
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• 1 

llrtt cJiUon ]fi«^ hcfurc^inc, \»ith ihc can(^ 
^lerfcctl^visiljlc. A few cupics arc in cxisl!bnw, 

• (jut.iininK Ijdth the •inccllutl leaf and tfmt 
^Llb^litu(ud fur it. Here n* the fiaisaf'C. Few 
will duiiht iluit the scuAd thiiU);lii>i were bckt, 
tliAiiih there ar^inodcrn cdiii«>nH in which thei 
jiC.Hai'e is rcfirchensihly retained, without a 
wriid abiMit the .uiihor'b uinissiuii uf it 

I “ llrwt tliiiii Milniittfil wjtli u liliiiil, fund triiiit, 

• Till' lln tliiit linin'dChy f<iUi«.rH' I hiiic* III dual, • 

'I li it tlrut n(t|iiilg«¥i tliHiii tin 11 mi^ 

Ciii-lr muuIm t^liuHv'ii Mild curiMd tlu iii lu *nvy 
'I III* 111! tlktt m-rliitnrv utriiNi uf Ita di^ulav. 

And t‘ki ‘1 nitrH iiljiite nil othi'r l>i‘«, 

'I III* 111* th. 1 l id »|M u link nil iiiuri y'n iiliin. 

\iii| |(i\i-ii tlitf kiy til yiiii liitlAi nM iimii, 

WIfi mii-i* iu«i iiiii'i'il li^inwlnlli' I liiilf 
I « di*llli*il Mini njln niiiiiui ii lit tliiTi*; 

'I III 111* tlinf kiiiivm nil kiiidritl, uMim iio frlvtul 
Inn liliii III it ^.ikea Ita nrntfrraa Ida rliii<( 1 ml.. 

‘I II ii lifiv ifiK «|iilt iiiiK ii IiLmmI, tunki-a OiMt u ImAht. 
ml I niiniditi-a him lluit alriMla tlio unwtT • 

I Anny m ilh * liarlly llint anntha a lU*, 

And tliriiniil tin* truth with amru uinl aiifhT l>y t 
MiiiIiih •III till- cAiiilniir liinl tliv erni'hiila aiiiilo ^ 

lh*itni»'il mi llimii tliiit IlKht th« iiiMrl>r'a iilK*, • 

\\ idiv iiiridi-iitdiii^lii la (riiwiiao&iirwiwd « ^ ■ 

AUviidn lliii ( 1 ‘iffta lliatviniuri'd tlinttvat : ^ 

tirmil Ui«*iii tliw rlyhia nf umii, and while they ceaaa 
'l.....3llhi*|W«0nf n Uiera, enilit them ; 

t iiil truatiny lilMiitii wRiimu falae xeal liun iiuuln 
^ feiu.h'i> their duly, tlmu art a«U hetray d.'* 

yVijC/*<y', Jiulc, verse 7. * • ^ » 

07, I 480. 'J'lic Sb'.nrdily c»f |he idr.i 
that ih^ 1. atilt clonient in our tongue comes 
tioin the koin.in om tipation of tiniain nce«ts 
1 continrnt. i imper kitcw alflnt'd notlniir; of 
li.itoty. 11% scAiis, further on, to fhjiik tliat 
\<iidtfn itiul 'riior were ^triti*di^k4wics. 

I 517. ** Which may lie Tuuiul at Docioin* 

i. oiiuiioiis," Cow per .idd*^ in a note. 

l\ig* oS, I 550. AIUkUiik to the reii;n of 
t']i»tric!» II. See Macatilay'a 'llibL ch. lii., 

•* St.4lkJ of the Navy." 

i 5^4- I’rim-c CharleH*!! m.-irth to llcrhy. 

% / 5()8. "'lh.it iiuinoi*t.il plain," imncly, 
Knnnyinedc 'I'he haroiis there surjiawtl 
I'lnebtis, bcratisr he f^uiul only a buirei iiistc.'td 
i*t the nymph Daphiie ; they ^.tined Innh the 
a'-.tnrcl ht viiiory, .iml the liberty which wu& the 
bu}|i%;i t ef the warfare. 

/694. Sep note on p. 56, / 362. 

/Vrfi* 4 o \,\ ^(x ** Kith,” tillage, hubhaiidiy 

(>hak.sp^ii%and other**}. 

• /’iW*‘ ^ »5- Iht t)r. Cotton, see Memoir, 

|\ .\xx. He died in extreme i^d age, in 1^8. 

V«iAV ii<x / 459*. **»* thw^iote: 

** 'I ho MoraviarL Musifinwiex in Greenland. 
i '/./r Kranu^ T^ivork ih^ refeved to i> the 
Knglish trutt^tion. by ftt^Trol^, of 1>avid 
Krantr's " History of tlie MVavian Brethren," 
t'u'oli»hed in 1780. A Jl^'v of this work lies 
Wfore us ; an^.wc eatrget 4f\>m it the paitsage 
tcfcircd 10 

" ll'h&bccond miaston was undChaLen.<in the 
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19th of January, 173;?, to Cm t-u/uKti. 'Ihc 
brethren, Christian ihivtd, iHutthnu SteuA^ 
ami Christian Utach^ basing met with many 
friends aiul paffoii.s at Co|)c»hacen, .set .sail on 
^ic loih of April. Soon after tlieir arriv.d, on 
^ 2oih of Slay, they built a house iiA far 
from the C'olony of Godhaab, 'I'hcy ^deavoured 
to learn the language, and to enter into a useful 
intcrcuttrse wiili the hcathrii, but met with 
'* inuiiy difiicuUies , iimong wbicli, th.!! which 
' seemed ih% most distrr-.'.ie g w a.s, that .ilniost all 
ilic Greenlaiidt#! of (tiat di>tri«.iiad be^p car- 
I ned off by the sm.ill-pox. In the > car 1734 they 
I rectMs'cd two assisiant.s, and agreed ^ith one 
; .inntfica that they would faithfully hold out, in 
; liittn^ei aiiA di’*t^cs^, by bard ;um1 h.i/ardoiis la- 
I Uiur, .0 lidst eonicmpt on all "ides, in danger of 
; Tifc amiiiig the incensed savages, bv :i suv>pOi^d 
' dc#;rtiun of thfir friends at C'npenn.igeii, by an 
: apparent tinfruitfnlncss, nay, impossibility of 
I ait css ti> the hearts uf the* heathen, and in 
< iii.in^thcr hardships and dillk'.ultics alicnding 
; the iinssioii in the first years. I'iicy had, indeed, 

I the joy of baptuiug, in the year i 73 c>. the first- 
; fruits, StimiH'l ^jarnak^ and family : but 

• he gas sTKin obliged dec from murderers. 

I Vit he.icturntd .igaiti in the year 1740, and 
j drew many t ireeiil.inders after him, to w hom he, 
i on his flight, had prearbud the gosjKrl. A great 
{ auakcning artisc, soon after, ^inong th^ Green- 
' landers ; and m a few ygars tbe*congregation 

• of the b.'ipti/cd.ftegulatcd so orderlv as C'u.ld 
■ hardly have bem tbtnigbl ^Liossibli* affinng 
I sas.ige«, ill! reused to such a degree that they 
i# were ubiigejeto think of a sotontT congregation 
H from among the healhen, which in 175B was 

begun at l'‘i.shcrs' Hav.'aiiA whiclii%>tit tlourish- 
ing " The whole hisioj;y tif ihKs niivsiun, as 
well .'ts that tn' the s;i«ie body to the West 

• i ndies, is f ne of the most self-denying and 
' licautiriil on reiord. It was ibU wt^h nMidc 
j { hcciilaud a Christian country. 

/Viyr*' 119 , / 554. '* Taiiiconnmus" George 

I Whitciicld. Horn at Cilout ester, Dec. 1714; 

I cdiic.iicd at Oxford : ordained 173^, and imme- 
! duitcly became famous as a preacher. He could 
I l*e heard. It is sjid, at a mile disbuice (Kng. 
j Cyrlomcdia^. Was a incest iiiiimatc frien^ of 
I ihe \Veslcys, Wh at Oxford and aficrw.*irds 
until he qiiarrclieil wuh thembn the question of 
tircdcstination, Whiicfield Ukiiig Calvinistic 
\iet.s. llie personal k|caclr soon healed, but 
from that time they n^er worked in coneert 
^ again. He died at Boston, in America, Dec 
1770. « ^ 

l*a£r 116. / 754. The last lii^ in all proba- 
bility# refer to Newton. * 


J*act 1 17. (Rarity may b#Baid to complete 
the .scries of "Christian Poems.* It was 
written in a fortnight, anc^iampteted on the 
laih of July, 1781. 

/ 23. ^ C^iain Cook was killed kt 0 #hyee 
(Hawaii), Feb. 14, 1779. and the news was 

I Mii.iwiMien Ftk^lan^ virk •%»nlinam«l arimt 
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H7, // — 64. There cuiifusioif in 

(.'ow|;>er*!i historifal memory herte Corter qpii- 
•lucred Mexico in i5i9>2o, and niercforc in the 
rei};ii, not of Phili|^, but of Charles V. In the 
cour^of the war.thc Mexican kti^, Montezuma, 
in ir^nj; to persuade #iis .subjects to submit 
tlie conquesi which he saw to be inevitably 
was morully wounded by them, to the great 
hagrin of Cortez. 1 n his last hours wc are tuid, 

** Cortez joinetl with Father llnrtholtincw in 
jiersuading him reiiqgnce his idulat^ , but nil 
their arguincttls were toe no ||gn>o%, and he 
cxpirJB, after having conjiired^ine general to 
'.wenge 4 ii» death." Francis Pizarro, in 1531, 
achieved the conquest of Peru, liy^cls of 
treachery unparalleled even by SpAiiurds, he 
gained p>sscssion of the iiica, Atahualpa, and 
having led him to tjayaiienornKnisranMnn, ha 4 
him tried by Father Vincent fur idolat^ry, 
avarice and other offences. He was con- 
deniiied to be burnt ahve. The pious priest 
afterwards "undertook the lnca’.s conversion ; 
and his arguments w'crc worthy of himst 4 IP. He < 
promised that if he would die a Christuin, 
instead of being burned,^ should be only 
strangled, which had iIm desired effect, at^^to 
the eternal dishonour 9 f all concerned i^chi.s 
iniquitous proceeding, he wa.s bapti/ctl in tlie 
csviiiiie anv strangled next uioriiiog.'* ^ 

/66. Is. j^v. iz. 
i ajo. Is Ixvi. 3. • 

/ «S3. 'I’honAon. .See hiemoir, xxiii. note. 

// 390-311. John Howard, born in Loncloit, 
1736. After the earthquake nt Lt.sbun, hci^ 
determined, being a rich m.m, to go thither- 
to help sufferert^ hut was captured by a 
t'nench privateer. The sights which he saw 
ill the prisrjii help^ to slApe hi.s future 
career of philanthropy. A few^ycars later 
hejivisttid the town and country jails in 
KiigUind and W.ales, and laid a report before 
the Hou.se of C.'ommons. Afterwards (in 1777) 
lie published his '* Account of the State of 
Prisons," a.stonishing the world by the value of 
his researches^ by hia prodigioas laliour, hazard, 
and self-devotion. He was immediately fell to 
lie not only one of (he greatest, but one of the 
ntiblest charactersof the age. In the same pious 
kiiiour he then visited the Nclhcrland.s, Ger- 
i)i.iny, France, Italy, Sweden, Poland, Russia, 
Spain, and Port%^ Dangers or disgust never 
tuined him from nU f<hh : he visited CoiRian- 
linoplc and Smyrna bccausc^hey were plague- 
stricken, and he desired to kndW the state oL 
I he lazarettos. PusMiiglastw-ards, hewasseizetf 
with fevCT in tfie Crimea, and died at Cherbon 
in 1790. • • 

Pnjpe IP5, /49s. t Cor. xiii^ 

Pagie fa6, / 4^^ Dean Swift. ^ 

Pagw 'ITie Dapri«^ire diiiped : 

all fuicr "Chriatians are commonTy sprinkled. 
*‘Los’e,*' says Cowper, "might oiakc them 
toierank of each other.” • a 
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laS, /613. Tim "Prin#c"of Maoliia^g-I, 
fiV (4**|>rdjecta durkniul detf for tig,* states- 
tiAn," i.s the work referral to here. See 
Macaulay's £.s!>ny on 1 ;* 

tag. CoNVErttATioN was originally 
intended for the iniriMlUciiAn to a .seemd 
volume. "I am in tlie middle of an alTiir 
railed ' Conversation,' which, as 'Table Talk* 
serves in_ the present vultimc by way of iniro- 
dftriory lidille, J design slihf^ perfonu the aam^ 
office in^ sexond." (t.eilcr to Newton.) 

t3<>» f 57’ Vest rU was nn^liilinti .sUM- 
d.incer orwonilcrrul skill. He took :i fnrcwclTuf 
the stage’ in 1781, aid was succeeded by his .son. 

P/V*" *33. / *98- Dardl was one of the rom- 
p.iiiiotisof risiiva.H, and Kriielliisa .Siciliiiri. The 
ficr(.9 comlsst between tlicsc two pugilists is 
dr.sc^l>cd in the Aaicid* v. 362-473 

134, / 243. Guy is Mipptwcd to have* 
I flourished in llic reign of A'lthelKlan, .‘ind, be* 
^sid<# niaiiy victorirs over dragons, he is siud to * 
HhNCncudcd the Ate of thmk|^gdom liy hght- 
ing an enormous Danish giant on Magdalen 
Hill, near Winchester. ^ ^ • 

/Vf|7* 135, / 3w. "Ihidgc," r. f. wearin/jt a/ur 
rolic to f^k like a philosuph*. (.'p, Comuh 
I. 7 y. • 

Pnjp^ 1 36. / 3^2. ^ II n'est jamais plus difficile 

dc bicti parlf'r que quatid on a lionte tli^ taire.** 
(Kochcfout.iul|J.) 

/ 35)8.^ There was an Idea that the ancients 
had ih^ arL of making luApsJWfiiih would 
burn for a niuou^iiid %‘car.s, and placed them 
ill sepulchres. 

/WA*r 139, /^5. Luke xxiv. 13-3T. , 

"/ijw/, y. n.y to practise extortion.” 
(Johnson.) in iV Ixxx. za. ^ 

Page 140,/ 59a " Fixed fee-umple,” cxclu- 

wvc poftscissioii. • ^ 

Page 145, / 834. Allusion to the profaite 
orgies of Medniennani Aliliey. A picture is Hlill . 
ill existence in whii h tlie chief actor in thesd 
evil deeds. Sir b DashwrKHl, in r<rt»rest-nicd*apa{ 
adoring the Venus de Medici. 

Hist., ch. XXX vii. ^ • 

/ 850. I Kings xvii( 31. g 

Page 147. Rv.tirrmknt. view, in 

! choosing this subject, 4 b to direct to the pro|^ 

' usftof the opportunities it affords for the culfm 
vation of a maft’s licst interests ; to cepsure the 
viceft and follicR tdiich. people carrv with them < 
into their retreatdPtwtge they moke no other 
use of leisure than eff/* gratify themselves 
with the indulgetfcAnfc^hcir fa^uiite appetites, 
and to pay themfelvek, by a life of pleasure, for 
a life 01 Utsineiiik."t(^tur to Newton.) . 

Page 149, / idS. «ln the frst two editions 
this line '* Whatever is, seems £ormed 
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iiiuccd for ti-s,".; it WM.iltered to.iu prea^««t 
form in "r>y * ’ 

Page 151, ivfi. Or.rper’s own love, aa we 
have .sent, was doomed to end in sorrow and 
disap]K>iutin«nt. Froni tnat time he never wrouu 
on 'tjovr, except in these bitter lincx. 

"page 152, / 37^ I>r. William Hcberden. 
Thin most ainiahle and adiniral^e man was liom 
Ml 1710, and WMH ,0>wper'H medical friend ‘a 
Tendon. The present (Misaage In incxji^esfuMv 
af'.'t;ting, sr^iearncst and true is t^ p<M:ts 
synipatfiy witn him on the cause of his retire* 
mriu. He lived, however twenty years after 
thi'*, and di<‘d at the auc ofthnety. He is vud 
to have spoken often his affection for Cowper. 

Page / 421. '* Malk,” the unploiighcd 
rid,(>‘s hetwecH tlie furrows, or at the ends of 
the field. u 

Page 157, / 117. “Nereids,” sea nymphs; 

. “ Dry.ids,'*^ wmxl nymphs. 

Page ifio, I (Mfij,, Voltaire, at his ret»-»at ‘•t 
Feriiey, luiilt .1' cmircli, and inscribed on the 
{Kirch, ‘Mlcocrcxit Voltaire.” 

Pa^e 161, liejii. Xllusinn to^Horiic To>ke*s 
better to Dunning, which contained the germs 
(if the “ Diversions of Pulley.*' 

Page i6j. The Dinm, Written In May 
1780, ai^ Kent to Mrs Newton, with this 
explanntiwy note “ 'l*he nwle dos'c was 
i<iu«>kinK a pi|ic,and the female deve was sewing, 
while she tlclivcf'd herself as nbov 4 'I’his 
little circuinsrance may lead yw pcrnai»s to 

f picss wli.it jMir 1 had ifi mv'iyc.’’ Of course 
ic means Mr. and Mrs. Hull. 

The f.iWe of The Rareen n^as also sent to 
Newton alKMii the same time, with a letter de- 
scribing the (irciiinstance which suggested It 
^ ^ 'Tests A|iril, as the bumpkins s.iy,” &c. 
The change of style had liccn imide in 1752, I 
but iHb cottimim itcoide for many years per- 
tlitarinudy held that they had liccn chr.ited 
of eleven days of their life, anil were furious 
with the promoters of« the change. 1 h.ivc 
myself heard an old wom.in descanting on the 
Ifttpiciy of it : aJic ** had heard her mother 

• r>ri\j” the local name fiwr a sriuiners nest. 

Page *'* .Sweet stream,” .Addressed 

to Miss .Shuttle w(^h, Mrs W. Unwin's sister 
Alexander .Sfikirk was liom in Fifeshire in 
«07h. quarrelled with his fnmilv and wenr'fo 
sea, and, his adventures on theSsland of Juan 
retoande? are said tc furnished the 

materials for 1 Vjfoe’s< muv fiction. Some 
relics of his ‘^olqy.^y alwdei” a guf| and cup, 
are atill in thepmses.sica of the family. But, 
after his return home, he , pined for his island 
again, ;ind would sec no oil, only going out of 
dtKin after dark^ After fraying nine mouths at 
home, he went away again, and was never more 
heard jC , o/- , 


Page 165. On the Promotryn 0/ Thurltnv^ 
I'hls was written for Hill, and sent to him in a 
letter, dated Nov. 14, 1779. no doubt with a 
natural desire recall himself and his prophery 
*0 the memory of his old, fnend. bee Mcyiuir, 
| 4 xxxvi. 

The OJe tc Peace was writtep, at the Iw- 
giiining of hi- .second attack of insanity, 1773. 
Memoir^ p. xl. 

Page 166. The Modfrn Pairict was in- 
tended foi*ti dcM'ription of Burl e on account of 
his friendship iliAih Fox, and the* line wFlch he 
took rxi the American and Koniaii C'aihul c 
question-. A few days afterwards, however. 
Cowpdt -.whow iinju'«t his |iociii uas. 1 w.is 
so well pleased W'lth In- pro{H*sals for a Kcform.'i* 
^1011 fEoxiomical Kcforiii Speech, Fell. 9. 1780J, 
that 1 tlioiigh^ licttcr of hi- cau-c, and buft.t 
m)" verses.” He must have kept a copy. 

Oa cfijerrdMg some »\antes of Note. Cow- 
per had iMtrroucd the liook from Unwin, and 
.sent ivback with these lines. *' 

Page 167. Rrfj^t, Kcc. . sent both to Unwin 
and Hill in letters. jH Sec Nfeinoir, p. xlii. 'J'lic 
ongpal MS. i<i in the Bril. Mus , with the 
folloixing heading ; — 

Nose Plf, KyesDefi.., 

Vid. Plowden, 
folio 6,cxia. 

llie house of I..onl Mansfield, which was 
burnt hy the Grudcti Kii>teM,.>was in Blomv 
biiry .Srpiare. Sec Mahon, ch. Ixi. 

, ** The Vand.ds,” alluding to ihtMerrible havoc 

and di‘-tni('tidn wnnight by the Vandalb when 
they .sacked Koine in 455. 

Page 168. "Phe Ltrt'e^ cf the \Vorld^ ftc. 
Newton told Cowperthi.. story, and he versified 
it in aUnit <n hour. Newton sent the verses 
to Mr. Thornton, having inserted smm. linc.vof 
his own. With this insertion, as Cowper 'a note 
shows, they apfiearcd in the Leedt Journal, 
he hot lieingnwnre who put them in print, or 
made the additions. I incs 9^14 appear to l*c 
those added by Newton, and in many editions 
they are pnnted in brackets ; but as there are 
no bratkeis in Cowper's own edition, 1 have 
printed none. 

Southey suppo^s that the expression, “gmng 
the whole hog,” is derived from this fii^. 

Pt^ge 17a In the latter '^rwarding The 
Nightingale and to Unwin, Cowper 
writes, “ 1 onl^' premise that in the philosopht- 
lal tract in the RegitCe, T found it asserted 
that the glow-worm is the nightingale's food.” 

rctu^yi. The following translation ‘s offered 
merely for the information of ihobc who do not 
read Latin. «• -u 

AWISH.^., 

Te momin Ant, ym br w r drfnirlv ianltfe. 

Ve cnw«w T* OMsm tarlcM br eenUe ■t wai m, 

Yr erwpj knolla y» shadM In d«e|wsnnfc vales ; 

Oh that tbtMie dar* might vniiw again wbro I 

rAt nij sunr btrtb-pUcs nnUilsd niMsI ys nllt 
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Ah huppy dA||^ ! Fur thou no feiiro 

T4u «Uh fur tatter ihliiin, uu tliMwbi uf auuijlU. 

Aiut DOW wlut wijuld 1 imt tluit. oil unktiuwu, 

1 uiiifht gruMT oMlMuldo uijr cuttogw iHMirtli. 

And oImp iu poHoe Iwiiooth an lalMiiarkeil turf. 

170, / 170. ^hrhe poor little Ooldftif^ 
dietl next dtMr to Cowper's house. He kept th^ 
IKwin by him for several months, coiiiinuaiiy 
reiouchiaK it. r 

Pa^e 171. The^^intapplet nt^ the Pee, 
Written Scpteiltber 1779, %inu dressed to Mih. 
Hill, who nad K>ven the poet the seeds from 
whiLli he produced his pineapples. 

'I’hc TransUiticu ef If orate wa.s inserted by 
him among his original poem.s for the sake uf 
the KeJlectiOH which follows it. 


S 2 l\ 

4. ^ 

W ^ iRj, fs 8. “ if Aim her.'* Isvcnr edition 
nhhshed in the nuthi||r’.s lillftinic read Umber. 
The correction was never made until i8uj. 

/78. It is said th:iS-a Saxon king conferred 
the disitiiLiioii of royalty upon the two e'licf 
niagLlrales of thin ancient town, who wwre 
originally elected from the two principal crafts, 
vu. millers aiih tanners. l‘hc first nolice ut 
ij^cm in iiterature is in tire, puke of Ducking ' 
h.im's of the Jtehearsai. 

Page 186, 1 154- "Yon cniineif>p.” A hill^n 
the grounds of M eston House, two or tlireo 
fields west of (.‘ow^ier's rc.sidence. 

/ 173-6. The square tower of Clifton : the 
t.*!!! spire, Olticy ; ttic vil&ges remote, L'AnLicr* 
tun, Slcvciiton. 


* Page 172. Vincent Dourne tias usher oi^the 
fifth form at Westminster when tAiw^ier tiavsed 
thnaigh it. He wa.s famonn for his skill iu 
Latin poetry, and in described as slovenly, 
dirty, and gouu-natured. One uf his^upil^ * 
the i)uke of Kichniond, once set fire to his 
greasy wig, and then bo.x^ his cars to |)ut it 
out. " 1 h.'tve an affection for the ineiii^y of 
Vinriy dlournc,’' says ^ow|n:r in on^ tT his 
letters. Hut he says also : " I lost more than I 

S it by hinipfor he made me as idh* as himself. • 
c w.'is^so iiiatteiitise to his bo>^.alld so m« 
different wh^hef they brought him good or 
bad exercises, or none at al^that he seemed 
determined, n.sdie was the best, to to be the 
last Latin poet of the Westminster line.*' 

• • i 

Page 173. The Shrttbhery was w'ntten soon 
after the Ode to Pe^ee. (See note, p. 16s.) 
The ShruYilAr>' is at Weston. It was afterwards 
cut down bv a stupid l^liff, wh<f iiusunderstood 
an order of Mr. 'ihroclcmoilun. ^ 

Page f74. The Winter Notegay. "’Fhat 
sunny shed," viz. in the authors g.irden, sum* 
roerhousc and greenhouse by turns. (Memoir, 
p. xlv.) 

Page 175. Prunes Poem is in Anderson'.s 
Poets, vii. p 405. 

BtHuiicea w.'is w ritten after reading Hume's 
Hiitory, in 178a 

Page 181. In a letter to Unwin, announcing 
the transmission^ the MS. of this volume, 
Cow^r writes g * 

"The motto of the whole* is Fit surenlux 
arbor. 1 f you can put the auihoi^s name urulcr ^ 
it, do so ; if not, it mus^go without one. For 
I know not to,,wb(mi to ascribe it. It w’as a 
motto taksn by a certain Prince of Ora^e, in 
the year 17^3, ^t not to his own writing, or 
indeed tojuiy p&m at all, but,«u 1 think, to a 
medal." , ^ 

Page 183,1/A ^^Ptir sires had JMWn-" Our 
auth d has^vain confounded Britoiis with 
Englishmen. 

Page 184, / 54. " Crewel," a knot'' ^ 


Page 187, / 237. 'Flic peasant's ncht," a 
licttci sort of f.iriii enttagu ; now, huwcsrr. uIihI 
instead of ihuichcd, and the trcc& arc all cut ' 
dow'ii. 

• ^ Miloiinade," a fihe 

i#cfiue of chcsniits iu WcMoff l*ark, ending 
at the rustic bridge •, 

/ 278. "'rhe Alcove" ds bej^md the rustic 
brid^‘, a view seat of six sidcH, three of thfciu 
open. (|fily a visit to the pRicc (.an enabld 
thercilUerto rcalirt! the wonderful truthfulness 
of tne whole descripdon. 

Page 193, I 534. This was a porikiit frc;ni 
life. An eiigra^iiig taken from this description 
was scut to CowiKr, who replied : "1 caniiiit 
say that^oorJiatv ininJi resemble#! lieoriKiit.il, 
who W.SH iicnliaraM) #mnc nor so liaiid>rf>niu 
as here represented ; but she has a figure wdl 
suited to the aacotint given in The /mh, :uid 
a face exceedingly expressive of despairinlf 
melancholy." « 

Page 195, /621. The Society and FAndly 
Islands. ^ 

/ 63V ** Omai " was a native of the Friendlfi 
Islands. He acted a.s ifltcr|irelcr to Captaiif 
Cook in hui third voyage, and came to 
England with him in 1775. He was natursllv 
an object of vtrv great interest in LondoW' 
circles, and charmed cvcryUidy by h'tj; hi^i' 
gcncc, modesty, and self-reliance. lU> Jdlin* 
SOB was delighted with him i iyid Kcynolds 
p.iinted him (.'ow)ier was < orre^t in sMpitosiiig 
that he pined after F.iigii>^h refiieinfiit after 
his rctiim home, ilunirth it was only a gucH^ 
iutntduccd as a vehicle for satire on our owil 
frivolity It afterwards related that lio 
entreated pathtiti>|^lvj|jp be earned back lO 
England .'igain. 

Page i97i*f 7oo.„ 1 ^our ]^8.‘'.rs #.fter this was 
written, kwnoldih hilQ* to give tip painting, 
owing to failing aigl^ 

/ 702. Bacon waiP a friend of N^ton, 
and, on the stren^h Jf this, took the ojipor- 
tiioiiy of c«wc%sing to the uoet his admira* 
tioD ctf his nnt \|lume, and also |jeui aim 
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a print liK ^iicwly t^^iiOicd monumept tfo 
Chatham. C'i;vr|i(r rettirrictl the civility 
iiitmiiiiunK the present dines, liacnn's IcUcts 
to him .ire tilinnsl the only ones which have 
hur^ivcd amoMKHtr thutfc wliich he received. ^ 

197, I iify. Another !*cvcre thrust at 
Clive. ^ 

* Pnge lofl. CovQi^r thiii explain.s the Tit/-^ 
of /'Aif TiMr^ir.e in a h;tter to N^'|c»ii 
*‘<<'hc hook t(^ which it U'longs is iiitendcd to 
strike the hour th.tt gives notice of approaching 
jiulginciit.” (Dee. ij, 1784.^ 

P**K^ 199, / 'Ijbe clpcision, th.it “slaves 
iMMiiot hre.ithe in KnSfiand,*' was given hy the 
.IimI-'cs, June i!», 177A on the I'ase of .Somerset. 
A poor slave. Gf that name, was hrought to 
^'.llglnlul. hut nil aecoftnt of ill licairn. was 

* innied .idrift hy his iii.istcr lly the cli.irity of 
i ir.iiivilic .SHanic he w.is restored to IumUIi. on 

* Mhioh his hnital iii.ister ret l.iiiiicd him. ,The 

« laim was resisted ^1 tri.il ent^ued in the (J m^cus. 
Ilcuch, and ih^ decision w.is given .ts stated 
here. I1M786. the >M*ar after these lines were 
wntlen, KngiVrtid Ws cniploying ijo ship'K 
which carried 4 i.tTTw sl.i VPS : hut in the fallow-, 
iiig year the Society for the Suppression of the 
Slave 'I'rade was instituted, and iht iptcsfion 
was opened in Parli.imciiu In April 1791, ‘*Vil- 
herforic jn.ido a direct motion for .ilydUion, 
which wm lost hy 88 to Uj. Lord CirenMllc and 
Fox to<ik up the (jucstion as Ministers in x8o6, 
and the «la\^^irac*c was aholushcd in 

Pact* VM, 764. Thef: w:|Kigi 4 .'it .al.nrm felt 
about ihih fog, apprchen.sions being felt iLit it 
ranlcnded an earthipiake. The great a.stro* 
iiomcr laihandr wrote a letter from Paris to com* 
pose the piihlic mind. 1c* .seems to have been 
caused by great heat fultowing heavy rains. 

y 74. The calamity which is dcscrilnsd in 
the lines which follow tix>k iiUcc in Fch. 178^. 
.\Sec . 4 tin AV.V.) Thoiis.ands of persons per- 
ished ill Messina; and the aged IVime of the 
' • pla< c pcrstuuled a civat number of the sur- 
\H\oni j:hal they would be wfer on the open sea. 
‘^Aewmli^igly they went out in fishing iNiats ; 
hir^hcssea was suddenly lashed into violence, 
the hrvfvs were sw‘.%mMd, and fresh multitudes 
})cri!Jut<li tli^i Prince ag;ong them. Sec line lat. 

/Vi^r ) 314, poetic name for 

Jtaly. 4 

'' / a4a. Wolfe wm killcdoin the momer*K of 

victory, at Quebec, Sept. 1^, ^ 7 S 9 * 

P*t£if »o5, / .151. Tii^-^hjrci^of this satire 
i'. Dr. Trusicr," ^Ijo.lUWdcs m.tking a large in- 
come hy writNig coihiiendnuns of iiepolar books, 
wich as L'ook'.s Voyag«, alridgM the .sermons 
of emmeut divines andt^rinted the residmim 
in MS: charai^cr for Heie in the pulpit. The 
degrading tram, unhafpilf, atUl flourishes. 

/s60m ** In score,'* #.e. with n>^ks of acoeof, 
&c , att-'ched to the wurdA * 


Ptsjiv ao6, / 3^9. " To dro^,’’ to play the 

Lutliioii. Noe^bsolcte. 

Paj^e aio, i Lustruifft a period of five 
years. 

V 595. Ifen/ffr, the c'anfidential fricr/il of 
Ulysses. (Odyssey, ii. 390 ) ,, 

J 5^. Lucui/tu^ a celebrated Roman com- 
manacr,^inous, on his return from his comiiiand 
in Asia, fur his luxurious living. Plutarch 
tells how aft actor onccasiied him fora hundred 
purple robes; 4’.uculhis replied, that hoKiiighC 
liuvtf twice as many. 

I 65a. Hackneyed," i.e. taken 
home ill a b:icknvy*co.ich. 

< y*/<<v rfij, /774. **0.scitancy,'*slceplncss,.staie 
of vu lulling. I 

1 780. See Memoir, p. xxxviii. 

e 1 5, / 3*. '* N iirou.s air, " the name given 
by l't:^‘slley to oxygen gas, f» hose rv-.e.irchca 
into its iiatii^ were iie.irly coiitciiiporaiicous 
with the writing (}l^hcsc lines. 

^ **5- *' JParall.'ix," the apparent 

ch.ingc in |M>sition of a star when viewed from 
different ixnnts. 

PitRf a»o, / 951. “ ('“astalia," the foivtuin on 
Mount Parna.ssu.s, sacred to* Aiwdlu and the 
Muses. e 

/ 957. “Themis," was the^godde-ss of* law, 
or<ler, and equity. 

.) Ncwt«m (Sir 1.) i649>i797, •hliltou 1608- 

, 1674, Hale (Sir M ) i6ix/-iC7{i; 

/V14V 991, / 334. Tile “onqLire’* was 
*' Puss." See ]|is celebn^cd account. 

Pujcr 994 , / 459. Alttlding to the Cmlex and 
Patrtuhotuyomachia^ ix>cins attributed rC" 
spectivciy to Virgil and Homer. ^ 

/ 4s 6. “The Splendid Shilling" written 
by lohn Phillips, born 1O76, died 1708 (Ander- 
son s Poets vol. vi. p. 539)^ Cowper was a 
w.irin admirer of this |)oem. 

Past 996, / 579. “ Ficoides,** the Ice-plant. 

Pa^e aw. ** Voluble," rolling. So used in 
Milton. This meaning is now obsolete. 

/ 766. '* Capability Flrown " realised a hand* 

son e fortune by bis gucc^^ in landscape 
gardening, and died ^st before these lines 
were written . 

Pagt 931, i 9. Tnis .bridge bestrides the 
whole vaUey between Olhey^and Emberton, 
this being needful in consMiienciT of winter 
floods,«which frequently lay the whole ground 
underwater. *■ « 

PA^ 933, / 86 . KaterilU^;«nva.s a quack who 
used to eiQubic in Lond<]& in c ^pany with a 
black cat, and began his advertiacmenM wich 
** Wonders I wonders ! " 

I ^ / 86, ''** Skillet," a small kettle. 



\’ OTF.S TO hp . | 33 — fw- 


Page 9J3, / “ Plasihecl," that is, with the 

branchcitiair broken, and then^terwuveu with 
cAher branches. 

Page 238, / 364. ** East, thSt breathes tl^ 

that iiuusea Jieiancholy niul irritabiitly 
into the ii^rin. Ine alliisum is tu the old 
curijectiire*h!kt the spleen is the seat of vexa* 
tiun and despondency. Compare Stj/a^ L 455. 

Pagr 240, / 428. Mr. Smith, the first laird 
Carringt<in, is^hc UeneG^'tor^ercTcTcrrcd to. 
CowjRr says* so in u letter To Unwin, ile 
writes .’•* ffow 1 love and honour that man ! 
Knr many reasons I dare not tell him how uiticli. 
'^lal line of Horace, * Dti tiH iiiTtfttJs 
runt arttnujnf fruendt' wui never lu*lf s«» 
.'ipplicable to the poet's friend as to Mr. Snitil* 
!^y bosom burns tu immortalize him." . 

/ loi. 'riiis is a description of Lavetidon 
Mill, about two miles from Oliicy. It u.(^ 
destniyed abouytweiity years after ihe^* lines 
were M ritten, and its place is now filfc# by a 
LOttun-inill. 

Pngr 950, / 12<». lie icc>p:ilare of St. 
retcisbiirj' was coiist^cicd by the Kntpi^ss 
Anna in the very cold winter of 17^0.* l.arge 
blocks of ic^were cut from the Neva, .s^iured 
with riilg aiHJ conip.iss, .and carsed * .'.h fiKures. 
When each ^'as» ready, it was nuivod to its 
pl.tce with cranes niul^iullcys, and.*it the instant 
of fitting it A httle water sMLs thrown upon 
the block to whiOn it w.as joined. 7 'hls insianily 
freezing, the v^iole was literally one block of if c, 
“ (iruiluciiig, w'uhout coniradictifln, an effect’ 
infinitely more lieautiful than if it ha<l lx;cn 
built of ih% ^ost C'-istly marble, its trails] mreiicy 
and bluish tint givins il rather |lie apiicar.iiiL'c 
of a precious stone.*’ •See an article in the 
Pcftny Miigatine for 1837 (p. cxtiactcd 

fruHi an Sccount published at (he time at St. 
Petersburg. 'I’hcre is an engraving of it io the 
.same page, from the Name source. The toy 
lasted from January till March. 

/13s. Virgil, Ccorg. iv. 317. 


523% 

mejuic good, the otner evil. *Tr is q^crely the 
lldi» of all ignorant and Apcrstitions mind.s. 
'nic god of evil is ol^cour»>c dreaded for the 
liarm he can do, ancLhi.s wrath is deprccaicil 
I by his terror-siricken votaries as in the cum: of 
'* ilaal and Moloch in Holy Scripture. ^ 

/’tfiv 257, /4^6. John Hampden horn 1594, 
killed at the battle nf Clialgrove Field, if'43W 
jUgeriion Sidney bj^n itvAtf executed 

PngAfio^ I (>1$. 'I’hc tA xaXtf^f the GrAk 
philosoidiy. 

Pngtr afi6, / 66. jf The emliattled tower " — <.1 
Eml/ertou Church. 

Pogr 967, / 84. ^ ^editiStlon," itc , zV. 
ICarnest thuught causcb hours lo serin but as 
moments. ^ * 

/ cjS. / f, Itftoks fifken exert a deceptive 
iiifliienre on an umliiiiktiig, uudisccniing'* 
leader. . 


Igjrictim," St. John's 
s^t ; Mezercon," spurginaA-el ; “ Aliliau,'* 
* "Trsh-inallow. ^ • 

971,/ 287. Langfoifi.a famous auctioneer 
articIcK of vertu. ^ • 


iimrsh-inallow. 
in art 

•|e Pag^ af4, 443- *X‘»- 4. f». 7- 

/Vf3jv^a75, / 485. ^'hc story of Misagatlius 
(frZVcX*. stgnir>iiiK ** hater of good'^ is ois* 
agreeable and very iinjirobable. 

Pngf^J^^ l*he HaitfciTommrmor.t- 

tioii hela in West miiistvr Abbey ni June 1784. 
The lines were mWed Ruring the rcvisal of the 
liiixifs. I'here were thousands of listeners and 
5'z.S voices ana instruments." • 

/ 0^8. ITie iiewR'of the Imtllo of (.'nllodcn 
is .said to have rcnchccl the Jamdoii u»^rcga* 
tiofis on Sunday, during morning scrvic^ 

/ fi6o. William, Ihike of Cumberland. • 

/678. Alluding to llig Stratford Jubilee^, 
1769. 


Pnge 951, / 178. Probably alludes to an 
intention in ancient times, which was abandoned, 
to 4 iew Mount Athos into a statue of 
Alexander. The Egyptian Sphinx is tfie nearest 
approach to wliat has actually been done in this 
way. The ncxctlinc, of course, refers tu^thc 
J*yramids. # ^ 

Page 253, / 399. Judges ix. ^ 

Page 254, / 361. ^ f(i(>l»h distinction. En- 
lightened patnqiism is attachment to iwititm- 
liens, and^herefore is not impatient of^hoit* 
comings in those^ho represent them. A letter 
to Newtoai wrritten just at this liftie. speaks with 
some severity o f Xie orge IJI. for his convict in 
the o veithit^ll^i^l^ 1^ ox uicion. 

P 4 ^ 256,* / 144. Manes, the founder of the 
Manichmms, hv^ in the third century. He 
Uught there were two gods of cqiiM powcl^ 


Page 980, [ 773 *' I.il>Ranl,"oId ft>rm of *' leo- ' 
pard," found in Sh.'ik.sj«arc and SpeuMeir < 

Page 282, / 884. Tile Unitarian hccMirf 
from the Church of England. a ' 

Pag^ 2P6 See Memoir, p. lii^^n a fetter lo 
Unwin, Nffvembcr 94. 1784. C'owprr g..4ys, “ 1 
wrote thui Epistle to Hifl on WednrMl.iy lUnt. 
tribRtc so due, that I must have disgrar.cfl my-* 
self iff h.'id not ^ayed it. He ever serves me 
in al^that he can/l^cg*|^ he has not seen ihe 
these twenty year^^ % , 

Page 288.* Thera able cAtirism on this 
I*oem, answering* C^n^r's strictures, and 
pointing out the impf^icahility of .some of lii.i 
own ideas, in the J^M^fUeieer^oX. iv.*, Lotid. 
18x4. • • ^ 

Pag 9 291, K3X. ^oho Cunyan. 
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A'drES TO Pp. 306-JJ9. 


Ptige life original John Gilpin i^,.aiv i 
to have l>ecn a Mr'. Hcycr, a linendrajter livii#^ | 
at the corner of l*.iicriA>stcr Kow anil Cheap- ‘ 
Hide. He died in 1791,91 the ajte of 98. See | 
Nii^h and (Queries, and Hcries, viii. 110. ! 

f n* the wonderful |>i>|>iilarit)r of this poem we ' 
h.'iVc spoken in the Memoir. Thu original MS. 
and the first printed copy arc in lint. Miis., and 
he Calaloffiic has «icvcral^ pn^es drvoted to 
hifTerent editions, *traiislat‘ *ns, and cuntinuif- 
tirns of it. The latter, as mi^ht be e' pcctcd, 
are mere ruhfitsh. 

In ‘labU Bookt p. 454, there is a 
ludicrous ciiKrTi\liiK of an ild woinati mUIi a 
huKC bonnet, in the st^lc of Mrs. (•.'tiiip's, sitting 
astride a g.tte, .tod iiiKtcrtie.ith it is s.tid, *lhc 
sketch here ciiKrived (pnnably from the fioi'i’s 
friend Komiic.) was found, with these three 
slan/as in the li.ind*writniR <tf C.'ow|ier, aijiong 
.,,llic |ia|K;rH of the late Mrs. Unti^in • 

'• Thru Mr*. ni1|iln nwwtljr siiitl 

li’iito lii'r llirtMi, , 

* 1 It rluiutijur nur tliiN{^yla *» Iduh, ' 

Amt |.iu nlnib sfU'r mo. ^ 

,'1ut liiislnir rlliiilwit until the Inp, 

Hhn*' yo. 

Hut witfl, to otrry |i.iMci>tiy, 

,, A s|Ms:taulr Hiid slinw ; 

Who * Vour siNuw Slid mn this dsy 
Ikitli nliAW your liorsviiiAiKihiii { 

Amt If you silty till ho v<imii*i Im« h, 

Voiir hunw ulli timl nu uhip.' ” 

Hone ROCS on to say, that prob.^hly Cowper 
intended this as part of a continuation of his 
ballad. Mr**. (1*, findiiiR time hjr4^ hc.ivy * 
on her hands duriiiR Jirr hiuhaiurs involun- | 
lary excursitm, jjoes but for a walk, and thu.s , 
cxuncs tu tfrief, in u manner tl}p very contrary 
tt^ het husband. 

“Merry iiin,” i.r. merry humour. TTic 
exprc-vion w.is derived from fhe custom of 
drinking from invigs with pins fixed in them, 
to reiiuiliite the qu.uitity to (>e drunk. 

fPoKMS 1794.) Wrilien S^trm- 
lier 1788 Mrs T. the wife of Mr. 

‘ ' (.tltcrwardA Sir I'teurg^). • 

,/*/n*i* )ij. TV#*' Brsp (CwFrtT. Mag, »7?s, ! 

1704). JIVriitcii June 8. 1783. Nr } 
J. ii<cpl.cii thinks that this was a gentle rebuke 
of Ncv^ion. i' whose ticfcntlc touch was ocra* ' 
sionally put fu :h at the vicarage Co dry utt I 's 
tears." <EsfMys vol. ii. p. 1T3 ) He '• right I 
ndouht^ly This was just the time when 
Cnwpcr felt Newton's roiighne.ss most. 

.Wnt'b this p<Mm appeared in the 
siened with iiiitiaU r'sne foolish woman 
told hei friends that irv: a? itors. Cowper heard 
of the laixenv and 'Vms verv angr^ and wrote 
10 a friend, Wl%n alKHiiVj publlim it amvmg his 
w orks, that he was goinn^ to* teach her that his 
rose had thorns. . 

OJe to A foil:: (PoFirs, c* 794.) 

Ppgo ^t^ Tke PoeVt Cift, 

written New Year's Pa^. rzSd • 


/Vfr 315. The Dogand Witer-lih, The 
inciuent is also told in a letter to Lady Heskeih 
(June 37, 1788). 

Catharina (f OBMfi. 17^). Written in 1790. 
S^e l^came i.ady Tfirockpioiton on the <* ath 
of Sir John, her husband's eldest brother. 
< trimshawe's edition of Cowper^ is dedicated 
to her, with warm encomiums. 

Pngr 316. (PohM.H, 1794.) 

Toge 3 r f . (I hid. bpt h pieces,) 

The jakt stafi'za but one of I'he Faiih/nl 
litni originally sukhI thus : — 

** i 4 ir. Mttliig nn his gTHtMl ruof, 

111 ) ohlriM*! Hint kuiM>a him. gUIng pnxif « 
Tliut Ilf il«*insil 1111 iiinrv , 

# Niir wfiiiii) fifriM&hit hU 1 Ago At lAin, 

TUI gfiitiv wlieil, I Mhut htiu uy • 

A priMiiier m» hvfurB." 

Prtge 320. (Ihiblished with The Dog and 
Watei^llly xw Nep.srate form, price (xl., in 179H, 
as well as in the collected edition of that year.; 
See Memoir, p. lay. 

Page 323. (Ohn . . M AO., January 1785, and 
Poi^As, x8oo.) These p'4>lar.H were at laivciidoii 
Mill, near Olncy. Vresh trees have since 
grown up from the old roots. 

Page 3ai. Tlte epitaph pn Mr. Thomas 
Hamilton (PoKsis, 1800^ was written fur his 
tombstone in N.:w)Nirt Pagiyell Churchyard. 
Me died in 1788, aged thirty-two. 

Page 335, The F.fitaph 'V## n Hate 
(Tobms, i8<k>). It WMS written in March, 1783. 
The MS. is in the Hri|, Mus. Poor Puss, 
who is referred to here, lived *hrce ye.ira 
longer, as the followiny memorandum .shows, 
found .imon-^ Cowper’s p.^pcrs after his death 

“Tuesday, March 9, 1786: This day ched 
poor Pus.s, aged eleven years, eleven montlis. 
He dieit lictwcen twelve and one at noon, of 
mere old age, apparently without pain.** 


Page 337. (H. iv. 3(56.) The awe-inspiring 
incident here described took place at Ix.-eds. 
The preacher was a Wesleyan, Mr. Edwards, 
who preached iron Isaiah iv. a. 

Page 338. (Both these pietxs are from 
Havi.by. i. 357,363.) TTie I.atin inscription was 
wTii en by Unwin, and seM to Cowrper for 
hiN opiiiicHi. He retuAed it with the trans- 
lation. 


Page 339. (H. 1. 3]^) This riddle was sent 
to several friends, as th^ letteni show, but 
was fs^t published in the Centlema'Fe Maga- 
nine for 1806 In the following number it was 
aiiswcred tlius . 


•• A riddle by Qomvm 
Unde inesw«w» *^strwi|e 
Kst my Anger. sIsHkrM ♦•••Mn ; 
For remealwrlng tfte bUae 
Of bmuty'B soft klaeu 
, I BOV long fiW Bnch rMdlee again 


J.T. 



Page 3*9. Str 7 . ReyneMs. (Private 
CoMKKSi'ONDKNCE.) The 'luiftor imendtHl to 
tilacc this in hi« first vulunie , bnt it* preJictiun 
ueing falsified the miscarrigge of the royat 
ci^e in America* he threw it aside. ** It w/hi 
proQueed*'* he $ays^*by the tuccesMi we met 
with abot# (hree years ago. Hut, unha|)|nly, 
the artlour I felt u^mi the occasion, distdaiiiing 
td l)c confined within the liounds of fitgt, pushed 
me upon uniting the prophetical with the 
iHictical character, ^iid deflated 4 ls own pur* 
|)us«" “ ibd^ '* is Sfiiin. • 

130 IfaprotMpin, (Gent. Mag.. 1781. 
S.iiil there to be *' by a gentlcgiaif’.”) Sent 
tn .1 letter to Newton. 

rt R*-'inu. Also sent to Newton, ngd 
fei '•t published in Cuwpcr’s ia;ttcrs. 'I’he Rer'tctu 
}i4.re referied to was the Matfthly ; the aiticie 
was written by a Mr. Hadtock. 

< >11 MadtXHs An'Tuu'r. In .1 letter to Newton, 
May ij, 1781# A grc.it iKtrtion of at^ third 
volume of Madan's ImmiIc is occupied with 
replying to Newton's coiiuums. 

AMtkthelyphtkifra. Stl^lcniuir, p. xliiL 


/‘rtjr 31s. Ltntf (IIayi.ky, v. vCi ) 

'J'he tlioii|dit was, of course, suggested by The- 
lyplithorsd* • 

in Anrrendam, (H. i. 750 ) < 

(.'owiK'r h.id relld iu the ncwsp,i)K*r the fool- 
I'lh suggestion that the (iardon riots w'erc 
rc.dly planned^y France, and sot on foot with 
I'rciich bn ties. It is .1 pity he gave .another 
thought to Aich an absurd surmise.^ Hut lit# 
w ickcdness of the plot mo horrified him that h<^ 
wrote ihgsc verses, die .d ways wrote verses, he 
says, whciF violently moved, liecaiise hi*, prose 
W.1S apt, under siich1^rumstancG.s, to lie ** ver- 
bose, iiillated, and disgii.sling.” ^ 

136. A Card. Vestris, a.s we h.'ive else- 
where said, was a celebrated dam cr of the lime. 
n»c jwevent poem wa.s wrrillcn w'hcn he lv>k 
leave of the st.ige in favour of his v>n, lieing 
unable to perform as heretofore. The lines were 
sent to Unw-iii. Fc:h. 27, 1781. 

On t/ie Mign Price ^ hr.. .Sent in a letter to 
Newton. The cocoa-nuts were naught in- 
d(*cd : "they contained nothing but a putrid 
liipior, with a round while lump, which in taste 
ami MilnUance ig^ich resembled tallow, and was 
uf the sue of a small^i'alimt." * 

Page 337. (Hayi.i'V. ii. 3.^ Written soon 
after the arr|uainUncc#ith Lady Austen begat# i 
See Memoir, ^ l.w 

*‘^‘/Avr- £»</,” a part of Olney 

adioinii^ Cowwer's residence. 

**Sa^erre, Lady AusiciTs residence in 
France.* • 

Page MiU.% (Jomnwjn's 

CoWfER, 1815.) Written in Dec rySi, and in- 
tended for the first volume of poems, but 
omitted by Newton’s advice. * E 


% 340- (JohAon's Cup'MCR.) f^ndosed 

|| anettcr. • 

~ I'he simile which C^wper has here latinised 
was by the Curate of Olney, as Cowper tells 
Uiiwui in the letter iMiic)i cujitoiiied it. ^ 

Page 34T. The note from Cowfier, at#ho 
bottom of the |>agc. is addressed to Unwin. 
The original cif|>y Ls in the llriiish Museum. 'J'he 
Aaitia verses W'ere by Dr^ Vincent, who sua* 
ccedcd^.loyd, ano^-as afterwards hcad-iiiabter. 

Page 34a. This poem al<io wffs intended for 
the fir»t volume, but Johnson did not like it. 

1 shall not bumble hirn for finding fault with 
it," said Cowper (DeCj^ 31, 1781), "though I 
have a liettcr opiiiiim oHt my.self. ** (First uiib- 
blished by Hull, ^itli the translations frum 
Mad.uiie fMiyon.^ Haylcy ytrinted another 
vcrsii>n, diflcnng in many places from the pre- 
sent ; and among the Uiiwin MSS. in the lirit^ 
Mils, is a third. It shows bow Tnucli labour 
th^l'oct licstowcd on his work.) * 

• /’#re 343, f/»/. f. *|Tall#:rsd’ Prov. xvi. 28. 

«" H.'iiulni-ll.ind insurance pl.iifj^." The 
"ILind in I l.iiKl,’'whiil^iilliHdhes these plates, 
is the oldest uf the insurance tximpunies, dating 
from ib^O. a • 

"The Chymist's Golden Dream," 
Alclicyiy. • 

Pag^ 34'>. Te Lady Ansfen. ( f f a vp'v, ii. 18. ) 
'I'lie benevolent plans uf L.'iily Austen to disi^l 
i’owjK'rls iiieTuichoIy led lu^r to present him 
with :/sm;dl priiiting-pressr Ibuiing a fiorxl 
whit h prcvpii iut^coursc between (^‘iifton 
and I >liie>', he wrote these lines, printed them 
himstlf, and s«it lliein to her. ^ 

/Vr>re 34G. The 9 alubriad. (Havi Ri* ii. ^p.) 

'* Coinbrud '*iH fn»m " coIul»rr/’a snake 'J lie 
rirciiiiistancc is dcscrilard in .1 letter iti^iiwin, 
^ujt* 3- 1782, Count dr (iratse was tbe^'rem b 
admiral defeated by Ixrrd l^txlney, in A|||il 
178a. 1 he present cnVtiparison w.is no dotnH 
.suggested by the r.aric.uures of him uiiiih were 
in ciri ulatioa at this time. 

if 

Page The young lady to whnqy^fle 

Cfukttcnd'X were .sent vniii, accordiim iTSlr. 
Hrijce, .Miss ( jrcen, Ijdy Austen’* njjfecc.* Fix- 
-1 • ic cdilon,*' ^ ' — 


c<;]A in the Aldux 


these #ersewhavc not 


present eibtion i* cx|))aincd iu Ae f^reface, p. 
xix. There are a few variatiou* Ijctwcen offg 
copy and the iUdine. 

Ihc Songe (l^vLKV, iL 51) were writtemfor 3 
f..aJy Atisien air* which she was*^- 

accustotned to play tm Rm harpsichord. 


Page 3^. The^orlginal MS. of 

the ifoem, ami th^ Latin translation which 
follows it, are in Ai« Hrit. Mu«.) Wruten for 
the same purpoM a*#he pisTrding. Cowper 
did not like the metre which the air rompcllcd 
him lo ua^ but^by commuu coii|«it, fie has 
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NCr-ES TO rp. 34^'36S. 


prodiicrv*^ on# 'of the Noblest songs in» llf .* 
fatigu.tgc. ‘I'lit* s'Ay\ <*vt:nt ort urred on the mr.i 
of Atigiist, 1782. 'J’h^ ediicjr has heard fiTis 

graiidl.tlhrr, wiiu was otic of the witnesses, 
d'.‘>|^riljc it. It,. is wen described by Lord 
bJ^iihopr« (Ji Ixvi, ** 

'riiis humorcnis picre was dU- 
|C<ivcrcd by Ifnyley, rolled up uith the MsS. of 
the other wigs •'.vVitten >t J..idy Austeir~> 
n^liicst, as if the author ik'ished to lay aside, 
bni not to ficstroy, the inciiioiics of their 
friendship. Wiiiien lyfl p < 'Iifloii Keynes was 
about a mile from C)lnry, the residence of Mr. 
Jones, Lady Atislcn's briuher-indaw. 

i.i> 

Pft/iy 1?i. /« /!rr:u/nit’»u, See., with Trans- 
lathm. (flAVi^ftv, ii. 157 )- hiicloscd in a letter 
to N'cutou, i.in. 24, 1784, prefaced by the fol- 
lowing jingle : — 

" Till* lilt* Tir Jfirtln 
lliul liieK'KMl fortiiiia 
T» wiite 1 1*111011 
r'jmiii/tiiiilM iiii>t,*ii*nni<*a ‘ , 

Wliinli r, lielii||jlii|||iiiti. 
llAttt iloiiu lliUi UltKlliili.*' 

T*iie cir^brnstinces whi< h iirofbired 
tbiscn’usKiii aic,eeiMr<lcd in the Memoir, ti xh*. 
The \iTscs were sent to Unwin, No- eit'lier to, 
1783, with no other tnjunetion than tha* he' 
Was not to print them. - llayley printed the I 
latter potion (from the top of p. 351). After i 
the death of rhurlow (Colnian had died in 
1704), there was no reason for CuppreHMiig the 
remainder. , * 

354, (Bt'LL.) nurf*lady w,is a Mrs. 
udlaLoys. 

*'/*rtor35S. To ifu Intmorial, Sec, (Privatk 
LoKKKsi'ONrJK.\'CB.) Sent in a Iftlcr to Unwin, 
April g 5 . *78*1 

P** 'f Artr/r. Printed here for the first time, 
or IB cat interest, as being the verses which j 
H.1I latdy Anstrn to think that L'ow|)cr loved j 
• her. Sec Memoir, p. Uv. 


The poem at the top is here placed 
wr the first lime .imong Uowprr’s Poems. It 
in *hc Kocord newNpapec of Feb. 
ao.v 80^. and was senl hy a correspondent who 
copieii iffniin the poet',s MS. 

I f pn^'hshrd his a 

defenre P'’'»»iion as a clergyman of the 

Ivitablisircd Lhiin-h. 'A reply soon followed, 
•^Wliiled Ah A^^fogv/or /V.>/rf//iw/ Pis^rn '-rs. 
1 hjs w«s n.Hiced in the Moit(A/r A’ct'/w. in 
wHnch the cruic s.ud :-js‘ In Vplv to Mr. 'New- 
ton - f mrih armimcnt^V tech he pleads, in the 
**’*■*''*' Kefonners.'^ &c- The 
AfonU/y Ar^rrv w.ar ehe^ read' at OIney, 
i).issing from hand to hand ft a small circle of 
fricii^-c Cowper lieiij-'r of the numlicr. he 
marked hi.s di--'ppn>b. 3 *ioiv- of the scntiineiit. 
and his regard for Neutnii. by writing these 
linns^in the offensive i*age, 

Epitaf* on ii. 275), written 


Jaiuiary 1785, just a montlf after the philo- 
supTicr s dcath.^ hent to Unwin. 

On the A uthor, &c. There Is a long letter of 
Cowper to N-:wion, speaking of this writer 
%ith mingled iridignatioi| and contempt^ 1 fie 
had asserted that *' Virgd iicscr wrote a line 
worth reading," whcren)>oii Cowps.* com])ares 

the iinfortnnalc man" to Krostratus (the 
iiiccnduify of the 'I'cmplc of Kphesus), and to 
Etni)cooi.u*H, w'ho threw himself duu n the crater 
of Ktiia, ^oihyvad)^ to* do aiiytliiiig 10 get 
talked ab..ut. ^ 9 

Js7 (H. iii 17.) Miss C ^a.s Miss 

Crciwt'': 1 jic name is given m tiilt in the origiiinl 
MS. iu,w in the Itritish Miiseiiin it w^iis 
2vriUcii at Unwin'.s request. In the letter con- 
taining it, Cow|>er s.iys, “ It is scrums, U'lt 
eprgr.immatiL,‘1ikc a bisliop at a ball." 

Ijraltimit. (11. it.) bee Memoir, p. Ixiv. 

Pttf* 35S (PoKMs, 1803.) >Vritten to Unwin, 
1>ei:. i77q. m reference to his conijdanii of the 
disagrecabicness qf colicctuig his dues. 

i/Wr 3S0- The * ‘Sonnet to Jlenry Coir^er 
(his lifs^ loiism) was sAit by the aiiihur ant<n> • 
nionsly to the CentientaH's J/agasinr wub a 
view to getting the unbiassed op .ions of his 
relatives II {Win it, 'J‘he ru.se|was Miccvssfnl,for the 
General c*>pied and Mrnt the Iinc.-> to Cowp>*r, 
saying that he l^ionglu tnem good. li.^C. wai 
rcading-dcik to the House ufi.Lorda. 

360. (Grst. Mao. 178%) Mrs. Mon- 
tague (t7-’o-iKoc>) w-as theaiithor of “ Dialogues 
of the Dead" and the Defence of Shak- 
speare. " 'I'he Pine Stocking Club met at her 
honve in T.cict*sicr SqiiafTe. Cowper knew her 
through L'dy Hesketh, of whom she w.ix an 
intiniain friend «. 

3.^1. Thus and the two following poems 
Were written in 1788. The agitation on the 
.slave trade was now in full force. Cowper, in his 
i poem Charity, h.td written on the rightcouii 
1 ride. Hi.s rel.tiivcs now begged him to write 
I a |x>cm on the subject He declined this, but 
w-rote the fodowing ballads, with a view to 
getting them snuE to popular airs. *' The 
Morning Dream," for example, was intended to 
W Sling to the tunc of “Tweedside" N*.me 
i»f *hcse were published un'ot 1803, after the 
I*oet’s death. •* 

Pacr 36t. (Pormx. i8oS ) The misohtn’ons 
bnii was Mr. Throckhior»on*.s and had, of 
course, been dwelling in H^ton Park. 

3(54. (Poems, 180S ) Annus Mirabilis 
was written in March of the >ear spoken of. 

Ifymn, (J^j'sos.) He had 
been aptJif d to. some I«w« tiir«i before, by 
Mr. Hiill to write a hymn of fftjs ch.*v ricr, 
but the application reached him in one of his 
pebawh* *y hours, and he declared it to he 
impossible. Next j-ear, however, the curatuuf 
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Olncy, Mr. made another applir. tlon, 

and was succcsKful, for this u.k#tlie result.® 
Sittnsas, SiC. (liui 1.. and PtniMs, i8u,;.) ’I1ie 
origin uf this iH>cn^ and of the fii^ wliuJi fuHou , 
ftjnv| one of the 1110^ annisiriK epiMides in thi 
poe^ hfc. 1-fc thuj dchcribcft it ui a letter to 
Lady lleskt-th : 

“ t)n Monday moniin^ la'.l, Sam brought 
me w'urd that there a man in tl^ kiti it(.n 
w'ho dcbired to speak with me. 1 orilcretl him 
in. A plain, dcceift, elderly figni# niailc its 
api)c0’anoc, ai^, licing t^sireffto sit, siiukc as 
follow's^ ‘Sir, I am clerk of the p.irish of All- 
Saifits, III Northampton, hrolher of Mr. (.ox, the 
puhftisicrcr. It is ciisioiiiarv ft»r the ]idl-s<in in 
my oftke to annex to a hill of mortality, which 
he publishes at L'hrisiinas. a I’opy of M-rscu 
\«>ii will do me a gre.it f.i\oiir, sir, if voti wonhl 
furnish nic with one.' To this ^ replicd| '%Ir. 
Cox, you h.ivc several men of genius in your 
town ; why h.isc you not applied to some i>f 
them? 'I'hcrc is4l tiaiiiesake of yours irw|i^tt< u> ^ 
lar- -Cox, the statuary, who, cvcr^IxMly knows, 
in a Hrst-rate maker of He surety is 

the man of all .the worldWor your piirptise.* 
‘Alas ! <ir, I have lierct^orc borrowed nelfiii*Ain 
him; but be is a Rrntleniaii of mo mu< l» reading 
th.at the penile of our town rannoi Miulerstatm 
him.' ^ciinfcss to you, my dear, i IcU nil the i 
force of the compliment implied in thisspceJi, 
and was almost readpto answer^ ' I'crh.itis, my 
friend, the^mtiy find ineHhiiiitellii^ibic too, 
for the juine ^asun.' But on asking him 
whether he ||ad walked over to Wc.sion 01^ 
purpose to implore the a.s.sistanc^of tny musc,^ 
and on his replying in the affirmative, 1 fclc^j 
my morrtfi^l vanity a little coiiviled, and ' 

rc ‘ ig the floor mau'pdistrcss,4ii'hich anpeared 
considerable, pfrimised to supply him. 
'llie wagfi^n h.’U accordingly gom^tnis day to 
NArth.ail^ton loaded in part with my eflTustonr. 
in the mortu.iry style.*' 

It will be noticed that there in no poem for 
1791. Thcohl clerk died, and Cow|>rr Ivificd 
that this would put himself ** out of ofTu e " 
After a year's interv.'il, Imwcver, the new clerk 
came to beseech a continuance. 

/Vt/r 370. Jmprnmftu, (Havi.rv, iii. ai.) In 
a htimorons letter to Unwin. He iM-gins by 
.saying that he has liccti trying again and again 
to tiiid soincthin|gto wmte about, and thci^oes 
olT into these lines. V 
The LiHft OH iko QHoen'^VisH to London^ 
to see the illiiminatioBS, after ^hc king's rc-g 
covery, were written ft the request of Lady 
Heskethand pfesented to the Prinress Augusta, 
in the exficcuiion that they would bevshowri 
to her Majesty A but Cowper never heard any 
naore of«them. * 

Page 571. •iHoirvsov, iii.) TJfts cir- 
Cum^nce*^"^ naraited in the TOentletiian't 
Mn^zin/ for^ April 178'/, but contradicted 
in the following month. However, it is ad- 
mitted that the subject concerned flid tbr^ 


-1^- •z 

Iiird on thc^/m,4ui 


iwsiiccessfiil bird on thc^fm, duit ft escaped 
.*y iis ii.iiur.il, nni'onfuictlftigility."*l{c soon 
crwuids drank hims#f into a faul fever. 


an Cl 

/'d/i.v 37a. l.inesy^. iii. 188 Mu 

• a Ifiirr to Rose. " My loumii and 1 divActl 
oiirschrs by iinagiiiiiig tbr in.inner in wlft.li 
iltiiiicr would ^avc dc.scrilicd the .scene." 

%Ptige 373. ToJJn. 7 i ^(H. iii. 903.) lljgp* 
Ode ttf Horace wad^nuiul in f>ne of the Koinnii 
libr.iiir*iii 17H8. I'nwpcr aski^ Mrs. T.»>to 
Copy it into tlie fly-leaf of his Horarc, and her 
exctiition of the tusk piociirril her this compli- 
iiicni, which he wfole in u blank page of the 
.S.1111C book. • 

Poge 374. (I’RfVi^f'oRRRsroNnrNrp..) Mrs. 
Kiuif, wife of the rector of Pfrtcnhull, intiti- 
dntu«i herself to biiifloh the grimiid of liriiig 
a friend of his brother. He gladly opened# 
rorrcspdiitilence W'ith her, and it was warm and 
Cfinxtant on Imih sides, 'jlicy never met. • 

a &C. ^(HaVIKV, iv. 7f‘4.) 

'Tie coffin of Milton, buried *at Cripplcgnie 
( mircb, was opened, and apain^ilct pubUsnerb 
dcM.ribing the .ippcarancdkif tliANxIy. 

On Thornton, iee Memoir, (9. 


Page .375- 
^ xxwi aioft. 

376.^ To APir. Bogoi. (Havi.rv, iii. 
3(19 ) YTiis is the o|>ening of a letter^ 

The Four Ages (Havi.rv, iv. t»i) was 
suggested by^is neiglibuiir Mr. lUiciian.in, 
cnnite 0 Kavetmione, whcAkmcbcd out Ins 
idea r>r wh* the w'oik hboiild Tic. ^ Cowper 
replied, " Vou^fve sfhl me a lieaiitifiil fioem. 
w.inting nothiim but metre." ( *ow)ier tried, as 
we see. to write it, Init the trotibIc.s which ca^e 
upon him forced hiss to aUuidon the idex 

P^^g^ yn» (Havi.rv, iii. 994.) Th#*‘iwo 
nymphs were May and June, and the poem 
was written in consequence of the iricliftier.^ 
of the former month in t79i. " C>h I wh.it^t 

month of May this has l^en !" fie savs, in a' 
letterto John Johnson. *tl.el never poe*, EikIisIi- 
|jrict at fvxst.give himself to the piajMSgOi Mgy 

again." , , ^ 

Page 378. On ike Rr/^sal^ A'C. o^iin^n a 
letter to Mrs. Throikr|orlon. ^^mc friend of 
Mr. ThrrK;kmortoirs hsfl iii.i<le Urn aj^ication, 
and Cow-jicr fell the refusal keenig. ^Jt acenis 
not a little cxtraordin.'ry that iicrsrms so noUv 
)>ati^nised-thrniselves on thi- sr:urc flf literal iiri> 
should resolve m give no encoiiragcin^t to it 
in ratiim. ShrxM^ J ^nd a fair opfKirturiify 
to thank them hcu,#<j|ie]L I will not neglect it.*' 

7'he retired Cat- (Fr/^ltf, iii. 7a.) 

Pa^ 380 T a 0 IU^AOak (H^ W. 423) wa.n in 
Yardiey Chase, neai^Olney. A memoranduni 
in i^wper's handw^ng says, ** Vardloy flak 
is 22 fret 6) incheain mrth.*^ -It is said tohave 
liecn planted by Judith, riaiightcr of William 
the L«nquelir, ai*^ wife of lilarl WqIaIicoI'* 
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/Vrje<* 780, • ‘Jf'he /abled Twins,*' 

anil I'uliiix, vMis c^r l^eda. ^ T 

/4t. At Uodnna w#iun or.ide of JuintCr, 
ihc responses of which were given from a 
hoyuw oak tree. , * 

f 3^3- TV the Ni^hthij'rtle. (H. iii. ^i.) 
'I lie .luthor mentions the circumstance in a 
I'-tier to Johnson, and, as in die fKicm. hopes 
is a hnppy oiricji.. Hut^it was unfulAlle^; 
fir he says aflerwanU thaK/*i79J is the saddest 
yt; ir he has yj^t known. ^ 

Page 184 l*he Lines tvritten for Insertion 
Ai. , were altered mure th:yi once, 'ihc origt* 
nal form was — 

*' III V.1I11 til llviffoi^ npi' ill fiflo 

W(i uiiiil»rii linnmmii'sviiiir : 

Dill wf'lii 111 I'Ktty H .Hu.lc luif |in4(<i. 

Yiiu ifKiii yuiir (siiiiL (or user.*' 

, Thr final version was due to the Miggestion 
of I.adv H‘<>skcth. 

• To XT tiher forte. (If. iii. »7‘i*) I* h.!!! licen 
niniourcil alMiiit in the coi^pty tliat C«iu\ er's^ 
Mcws ii|Kin thsi slilvc trailt: were qncstioiiaSSc 
111* refuV'd the rharue hy inrrcly inserting' he 
inescnt sound in Ike jWorthti Milton A/en'uty, 
anil look no further notice. 'I'hc List two hues 
(^ri'.;inally stoiHl thus ; •• 

••'I III ti K't lh*Mii iM'iiir two prlrisi thou w/iii. ♦ 

J< rooliiiii («jrc»|itlii*^ Mini tfcy ttml'ii -• Hell tUoUl*** 

/V. .^steu(}l. iii. T*f), .) friend of l!aylcy’s, 
ffa\e gntniinus assisunco to Mrs Unwin in 
her illness. Hr tlietl in 17’A. and t.’owpcr 
\M-ito a vein' tdlichiiig le«cr of syi 1 |:i.tthy to 
H.ivicv, in uhich hcj;all:i hiia. "uur good 
* " 1. 1 


Sain.intan." 


• jSs MUs Sally Ifur/is w.is sister of 

Krv James Hiirdis.n minyr poet and Pnifc>M»r 
ol f'oetrv at Oxford), and oii« of Cow|>cr’s 
corretpoudents. 

(.'niic'orning his ^^icnd^hip with Hayley, 
SCI! Memoir, p lxviji._ H.iy!vy, as seen by the 
ffonnet, had just vi-ired liiin, .ind during his 
* visit Mrs. lliiw Ill's .att.iik li:ul t.tkcn place, and 
. lie had been most I ind and useful in the 

(yiicrg^ticy* 

(Hayii-'Y. iii. 40(1 ) Mr Courtenay 
w.^Y Sir John Throckmorton’s brother, and 
succeeik*d him in the Qilc 
(HAvy^KV,\ii. v)o ) ♦riic lines to Dr, Darwin 
were wilt tc^.Ai Kurthani in August, 1793. lie 
was a wdrxl friend of lAayley. 

^ /’hay fe- a//rMt'hing,(^&c. 

OIaviVv, ill. 413. The openmg of a letter to 
mm.) I1ie fltxxlsand f j££''''l’cfcr to the dnsad- 


fid nervous fits he ^yv^rold concerning this 
journey, whiijh arc Clescribo*1 in thf letter. 

(Haylfy*. iV at) i^iio^innrt to Romney 
occupied three inonihs ip wntiiig, so depressed 
were*the poet’s .spirits. » " 

To (rlrwjfir A* tn:tuy. ^ Tlr* picture i* now in 
the possession of Mr. H. K. Vaughan Johnson. 
It 9Q>p«Rfed in the Exhil^'ion t* Fonr^ta in 


tSSBf be.side the portrait of hir mother which 
hisCincs have fiade so famous.* 

Page 388. Rpiiafk on Pop (Hayi.ey, iv. a), 
written at Ear«ham,andsentko Mrs. Cotirtenay. 

Hie two lines to I^adr Hesketh (Ha]^'.ev, 
iv. 39) are the heading Uf a letter, desenhitig 
his condition. Without his nigMy duse m 
twelve drops of laudanum, he says, he is 
devourci* by melancholy. 

Jipitaph^n Mr. Chester (Havlbv, iv. afiaX 
Page 389. Ot. a Plant, &cJ (Johns^^n, lit. 

19a The young friend (Havlev, iv. 
67) W.IS ^ohn Johnson 

Instn/i/ioH^ &c (Havikv. iv. 264) Tnis 
fvas written for a rough house which he intended 
building. )nit intention was fnisirated by*a 
imfeh finer one neing iMiilt, for which the.se lines 
wuuld have been unfitting See his humorous 
acf'oiiiit 111 the note to the fspieranis at p. 397. 

Jof Mrs. Vuwm. When this exmiissie 
sennet (Havi.isy, ii ) w,-i» written, Mrs. Oiiwin 
W.IS a sad wreck^. Cowiier deNcrilx:.s, at the 
liyie of Haylcy's ‘-visit, how they sit reading 
logWicr, and add.s, “ |!oor Mrs. Unwin, in the 
tncantiiiie, sits r|iitet in her comer, occasionally 
l.uighiiig at us both, and not seldoinmtemipting 
me with *>oine remark, for w’hich she' is rewarded 
by me wiih * Hush, hold yoin jieACc.”* 

To John JohufoH, &ci (H. iv. 258.) Cow- 
l>er tiad expreswd a wish for g bust of Homer, 
and Johnson made several attempts lo procure 
f one, .ind .’ll lyugih siiri-ecded W still stand*- in 
the groiinds at Weston, with Cow|>cr‘s inscrip- 
tion. See p. 391. , 

. .T’'Tr3qi. O^a Portr ^ft if /Ii$nself(lf k\-i f.y 
ill 410^. Written July«rs, 1792, shortly liefore 
start iiig fo'^ fiartham. The {xirtrait w.is taken 
.’It the request of John Johnson, wher A-ant«.ltt 
for his aunt, Mrs. IkKlham. Hy universal con- 
sent, it w.iH proiioiinccd an excellent likeness. 

'I’he Thttnhs f*r a Present^ Ac., was sent 
in a letter to Johnson, Deccmlicr 31, 1793. 
Cofieman was a friend of Johnson. 

Thr sonnet to Hayley (H. iv. 68) was 
in an-.wer to a proposal that they should un- 
dcrtalce a joint literary work, (.%iwper added, 
that he h.vl other rca.snns fur not entertaining 
tlie proposal. ** 1 am nolMxly in verse, unless 
in g comer and alone, and Ciiconnected in my 
opcr.iiion-» " He afteiCards, however, enter- 
t.xincd a pronosAl tliat he and ll.x>1ey should 
f complete " 'nie Four Ages *’ between them as 
a vehicle for illustra'ifionw hv FlaxmAn and 
lAwrcnce. See his letter to H/iyley of July 7, 
1703. ' Hut the increased glooniines? which fell 
on him, at the end of the yecr, put the whole 
pl.in nut of pov&ibility. • 

393. (Havusv, iiL i|sl) * 

39^* (Havlev, ft. vyfi Catharine 
Fanshawe was a co-heiress with two )»«>ler% 
and was known among her friends for her ulenc 
Csrgracefol pleasaalry, both in prose and verse. 



tlie au- 
vll? uu itic icni'r 


;<s ut'il ns for ht*^ skill in art, 
thnicsb uf llu; urll-kitOA n rijvlil 

“TW.-UI whU|M-fyil !b 11«iiv«o, 'IwWl uiuttereil la 

% lUJi.’ j 

There Is .1 l^iuh.ih’o Inin k 'm 1»‘ of heiA in Miss 
niui n 


J{cny> J 


til il, veil II |i|». 

\sliith 


I lie **slnn/.\s 
wly Ho'-keili wrrv 


an et|iuily kiii^haliie letter 
>1 • 

•he had uddi^ssed to 


Ij^oihu I'duiidcr die Io.'Ioa'- 
ITkivJ lesligth hSi lent lit'f 


ireiiiiisMiii^s. nTiwy^ lesl^th II! 

I Sl'sj^fieiii lit t uupci'i on ( oiiditiiui that she 
^ -Il iiild i^'illiei sli'ivv imr lOPV It iMt"'. Fan 
••iMwe ki‘[it her {niiTni^o in tlic loiier, hgt sent 

i.k With tlic Kiliowiii^ staiiAit 

" \l list u.iiiil.M if III) wawriiig li.itiil 

ll.ul •tuji'li ti> ^ 

• \\ ill'll ll> aUi III llnVI- l•ll••|s|y.•(.|||||,ikn< 1 , ^ 

t nw |wi II it nuira)' ? * ^ 

Tli< II Likf tli 1 U*ii>|itiii/ K'ft of thiUD, 

IS\ l-i II llli> iiplfil >1 1 . 
ll.kt, iMii<iUli<-ii Ill-Ill iry lAiiifuie. •a 

(ir nil til fiittSi'i? 

Aliiitf I isiniK il.Mii tilt i-ouik lit art 
!<• r • Imiiii u m n'ln 

W III II wriMi ll liV H lieffliC liriTt 
« Oil LUilt U lif ili^iraiu. ‘ V * 

T!ie ** / f■"•v ’’ \v.»s one whith Miss F.in- 
sliaw e uroic^ii Lady Ikskrth, wh •.tin 0>w- 
JUT an es^iact fr<»,u n — <J<iui)tks» some pretty 
vi<in|iluiicnt <ii»his** Sun/as." 

<ht Penelot^, 

Pi'N. IV • Sent ill a kttci to 11 . 

/ViO*. Ui*^ JyI\Vllv^ iv t.|3 ) The cahn 

<«»’ passionate tltsjiair -veins to over these 

e'.j.iisiie viMsis^ J I'cy weic viiaten fchorlly 
Ix’tviic Icavwii^Wesi/in^or ever. 

Pat^r On Sm (Johnson, 

Hi. 2^s-) • ^ 

,/f»r n i'h,k Thi^ wa9 a cl'»'k 
^ciil|linTCif liy Hsieoii for Kin;;; (ieorive 111 
It is iKjw' in the Prr-'rncc tdiamher at 
Windsor t a^tle. 'I’he translation is by Hayley 
in a bcc. (Havi kv, ii. 13s ) Written 
Inly 7, 170 ( Ilayley wa.s a man who soukIiI 
ninch alter bhatic ; he “could not bear a bun- 
beam. ” 

Pafe 307. (Hwirv, iv. 77 and On 
his return frnni Kartham, Cowprr vii'd to hit 
favourico duniestn:, “ Sam, build me a shed in 
the garden, with ^ychins you can And. and 
make it rude and roiigl^ like one of those*ai 
felartham." “ Yca, sir," said Sam, and fttraight- 
way, laying hit own noddle wit)# the village 
carpenter's, Iniili a thing for Stowe Gardcnit. 
(Letter to Hayl^. ^ily 24, 1793) Tlie poet I 
was going ^ piitThe first of the epigrams sover | 
the door, hut that he feared to “break Sam's 
heart, and the car|itnter‘s too." % 

AfanUs t\/aritiles. (H. iv. 367 ) ^ 

. P^ge 400. f^/vgre heard of my wthrr 
mwr/^ifromjKAyqiiarters," he wrh^; "1 have 
accordingly tatirix^ myself in two gtanra-s 
which 1 composed last night, while I lawwake^ 
tonnenled wuh pain, and doj^d with laudanum.^ 


Footes to />. 354— v 5*9 

a , 

\'h%Cttsfh^v<iy. On this Vifililc biA grand 
p .^11, sec Memuir, p. Ii^ii. 

Pitgt 403. Jraniic J^farii* Ilouvi^rcs de )u 
Motheu.is Iktii in April,* 164#, at Montaims, 
a (ouii ahinit qo milrs suuih of Paris, in ilyr 
province of Orlcaiiiis. J.iitle is known of her 
ji.ironts hilt lliat*lh<*y were wrll-io-iio peofilc, 
at^ of piouM hie. |j[hr> h:i|l both been iii.irriod^ 
li'Ttitr, uiid each li.i^a fatiiil^ : and one of her 
h.tlf tihteft. a nun in the LisiiIiihj coiivcni “I 
Montargis, was llie lausc of her heiiig nkiecd 
f*ir odtK ation in the same convent. Whilst 
their, the w'nIovvedaKiiglish cpieen, llciiric'tta 
M.iria, wished her tii bei^iiie in.ud of honour 
III her d.iiighier : but 4 i<t kitber lefiiMsi the 
iiilcT She rally funnel the rrsoliiiinii of giving 
Inrxl^io (iod, and h.-is rerurih-il lli*i endeavours 
lo do VI. her suci esses and failure'-, in her auto- 
liographv. In tfif’3 her father remnued with 
bis Litnily lo Fan^, and the ioliowiiig year she 
•w as married lo a rub gciitlenian of ihc loiirt, 
j^L <#lu‘on, lliiriy-mghi yeaXpS old, she bring 
iiiiT||u* sivtern. Her iiiothTr iff law dihlikcd 
liet vc:inil> , and Io*-i no o|>|iorltiiiiu uf insulting 
li«*r . and hrr hil^b.llld, tlii»i%;fi soffcrimes kind, 
w.is tume ofieiiiold and liaish with her; hiU 
these SOI rows dw) but lUc idc hcrfflie more earn- 
^4|sily lo aeeff rest tu reiigioii The Mrws whii'h 
sill* iffiittiately took life and fuuiul snbKient for 
her spiinuril needs, wcic given to her by a 
Fi.uisciscan (his name dors riot ap);elff), wlio 
h:«d spent five y#ais in solitude, hiuI lo whom 
she now lu^irtrii for 1 onfi ssion^ ( Mi ir lling her 
, sc'lf-dissaAfac^on to him, he “ n iw.iiin-d silent 
jfff.fr some iimi: 111 f jvdii.ffi<fii ,ind prtjri," and 
then b.iid, ** Vourcfli>rts have bn n iiiiNiiitesHful 
because you liaift sought wiiliout, what >tfii| 
c..m only find within^ Acuislom yoiiisrlf to 
seek God in yotif hi an, and voii will not fail to 
find IJim." She says that ifiesc words dffrlecl 
ioio her soul like lightning, and kbr never lo.sl 
.sight of them. 'J'he poein^iitiilrd “Lovcftnid 
(iratiiiidc” (p. 413) was wiiticii w-hrn tlicefTeir 
of them was otill upon her. I'roni the day of 
tliih b|icc(.h, July i66tf,ffhe aJw.iys dated her 
convemton. . « 

It would lie out of the questhm here Jo gi.\m 
a detailed bar c'ount of licr^ views, or e^trao^ 
from her prose writings, (.'owfirr's Ifoautlful 
tr;inslation» of her verses ^'ill anipljfansdrgr the 
purpose of slufwing w'hat^ her tlterologV bva». 
j Ouicttfm is the name whkli was |t|«i to it. 

I It might lic summed iip^n the wrfrd%*“lJcuft. 
eat Rismmum bimiim. KeM i» to 1.^ foiijd in 
tlie mind reponinjf itself upon the love of God.**« 


Il fjoionga to the sadjiiu,^' >» an S. AiiguKiineV 
(.onfeosioiiii, or ^eigpis’c 


Cbriai," or 


^ - 'Imiiatio 

, ^ightM*b CoRim«ntaf 7 -- not to 
oame living wiitm V* ^ 

Hw iocrcaoed fenrou met with little favour 
from her huiband. Wliiin «he went to her iwi- 
vate devotion*, ahe complain*, d** would time 
her with hi* watch, and if she 4va* more than 
half-an-lipur atti tim^e would be vexed j ii er 
only wonilly joy wacjp her three fhildi ^i^two 



Sjo NOTES 
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*orw anr* a dati^^lWr. Of ihc*e the eldor^ 4 Bit 
uas for a while aficMiay^d from her (hroiigh/’ie 
irifluciice of her inothn’'iii'law, and the Hiifali* 
pox, after destroying own great lieauty' of 
hn'c, ( arried OsT her younger and best -loved 
^y. " i loved my boy tenderly,” she writes'. 

^ but though 1 wasr greatly afflicted, I naw the 
hand (/f the Lord so clearly that I shed no 
^lcar>i. I oAered him .''“d.*' It wan imw 
that she wrote Diviwir Justice Ainiabre" 
Hi,. 41 1). It was nc.arly at the sjm* tim ^ that she 
first bcranicT acquainted with Kratu is de la 
i'ombe, an eloquent Harnabite friar, who had 
liueii iiitnKluccd to her he* her cousin. She 
was the me.ins of iiiY^iring him with her views, 
anri he hecatnr the forenwsl preacher of Quietism 
in Fi.im e. After a fcw\ears he was .seired by 
a Uttir de cntktt^ and sent to the na.stilte for 
heresy He was afteru ards piai'etl in another 
prison ; hut a prisoner he remaincil until his 
dc.sth, twenty-two years after his first arrent. 

In 167a iiiiother heavy blow fell upon her — as 
twofold blow. Vr falhev and little t^tVjthtq*- 
died nearly together. isecoiiiing coiiviiibe^l 
more and more that it was fiod’s will to pc)Ycc t 
her by affliettwns, ske rcMilvcd, by the advice of 
a* nun, to m.irk the fourth <tiiiiiversary<ar her 
‘'conversion by drawing up siiul signing what she 
c.illed a marriage CO veiiant with tHa k'avioiir.^ ' 
Here it is ' 

“ I Iwneeforth t. ske Jesus Christ to '.ic mine. 

1 promra to receive Him as a liusband to me 
Ami 1 give myself to Him, uns/orthv though I 
am, lu lie HisV^vuisc I. ^sk of tn thi% 

marriage or spirit with spirit, tlvt 1 Yiay lie of 
the s.tnie mind with Htiii — dilek, pure, nothing * 
III myself, and united in thnl’s will. And. 
t >!odgeil .IS 1 am to lie Hi-., I*’acrrpt, as a (Mrt 
of my inarriage portion, the tempcatKuis an«l 
sorrows, the crosses and the lonicmpt, which 
lell Him. 

^'* Ikannk M B. i>k i-a Motiik CiVyom. 

Se.iled with her ring." 

This (Kiciiment is a sufficient explanation of 
the poem eiitiilcs .1 **Als)firalions,'' ftc. (p. 410) 

« Soon after 0.1 me on what she c.il1s .a “state 
.ft^^lciyiyatioii,” which lasted fi>r .six years— .1 
Thriuntioii nut ofjioly desire or ^»ur|»ose, or 
rihh cr ho|ic, but of KOHs<iMhH in religion 
I* w'a#^v) t^iv h her, .ifi she afterwards believed, 
that n'KgiouA joy must not he sought for its own 
h.ike; it c.in only I'O possessed with safely 
. whcii^ it? possessor r^res not for it, but only 
f»r lif'sr , rhe poems .si jp 408, 4aft 4?;, 
^re descriptive of this phase of her cxt>eriem e, 
an<| there are imsia reference! to it 

I'lie Joy of the p. 4x6, was written 

ns Jie so. rt>w w as p.tssing^way. * I’hc mention, 
from time to itnie, of ftgf fof^ft and its s<mgntcrs 
IS explained by her Qrquent retirement f<w 
prayer to a forest nes>i«Hbr home, where, more 
than .utywhefilf, as wtrites, her soul found 
pe^^. * 

ner^sband died in f^j6i *Thry Jkad been 


ro P. 4C3. , 


much estranged, but not separated : but they 
wAc entiredy Ibconciled 'in nix last days. She' 
soon after left her mnther'indaw, and devoted 
. herself to aln«slecds and dorks of love in dif* 

‘ ferent parts of France, afterwards in ^,taly. 
being forced to move coiVtaiitly in consequciu c 
of the fierseciiiions of the Bi.siiop of Geneva, 
w'husc rei|«iest that she would go into a convriit 
she had refused ^ This is the ** Banishment ” to 
which idle refers in the last (Kiem in p. 41a. *l'h,it 
in p. 411% “ I j ;*ppy Soliliidc,” ,i$ saiu to h.ive 
been w ritten oirthe I &kc of Cieift v.i immo 'lately 
after her sik cess in freeing a gir! from the temp- 
tations of a wicked ccclesi.istu: ; and ih.st in the * 
follow^ing^ge, “Tbc 'I'riumph,” t<cc., was the 
OiitiHMiring of her heart on cr(>s<.ii)g the Alps, 
•ratia looking dnw'n fur the lirsl time on the land 
of. the Po and Adi^. « 

41 n July ifiSb returned to Paris, anfi 
soon after occurred the arrest and imprisonment 
of loi Cnmlie, already mentioned. Soon alter 
she i M'sclf was seized, and k mfiiied for eight 
months. Several poems tielonging to this im- 
prisonment have nut liren translated hy 
Cuw|)er She appealed to her enemies, but 
thiv replied w iih taui^fs : then to iVre la Chaise, 
the King's confessor, but no answer w-ii 
rrtiinicd. An application by her fJjeiul Mad.iinc 
dc Miramion to Madame de NLiinienon w':is 
more Kuccessful, and she rogaiqgd her hbertv. 
Almost imme^altly nf rr tni.s she tiegan her 
aoiiiaiiitaiicc .Wd correstKinik-ix e n ith tlig AbU'- 
l*>nclr»n. As this corrcspoiiiTcnce does not be.ir 
» ii|s>n her tx^-try, wo p.iss it py Biit*it was 
apparently' the inllueiu c wdiich she exerted 
over Fcnelon which led Bosquet to uneasiness 
and siispiciim of her, Aiding ig H«s bringing 
the matter Imforc the krig, and being appoinicii, 
with two others, comffiissioiicrs to esaminc her 
writings, f Whilst wailing in sus|>ensc, and c.v- 
|>ccting an unfavourable judgment she <.irnte 
“The Acquiescence,” itc , at p. 415. No 
judgment w-as pronounced at this tune : and 
after the irinl she retired for a se.isnn to .t con- 
vcni at Meaux, where her life and i onvcrsatioii 
w»vn her such love and revcience, that the 
prioress cntrc.iird her to stay for life .'she re- 
turned, however, to Pans; but soon after, the 
opiiositioii tontintiing, she was imprisoited at 
I Nincennes. I'hc ftdlowttig fiocms L«Iong to 
I this imprisonment ‘ Tlvt Ent ii e .Surrender " 

I t|k 4i5>, **^^lor>• P» Cl«i h 1 otc'*(p. 4 if*\ “Sclf- 
l love and Tnitb,” <kc. <p 417), “ The lojve of 
1 l*nd,*' &c. (p 4 1 7X “The Secrets,” &c (p. 419), 

! and several not transit'd by Cowper. 

! Just at the same tinA Fcneloii was m\de 
I Ari'hlnshop of l*.smbr.»y. Lffiiis yiV. did not 
I tike him . mil the .spfiouitment was urged iip<m 
him by the Uuke of BurgiifPtlv, and Fenelon’s 
high position made reAis.sl difticiilt.^ Pnibably, . 
too,*the king expected to^n him over to his 
.side. Tb? hope, howrv^wwwa lin. Fenelon 

S ithlcshea his /•’jr/t'ii'a/iefm an MaxHiarr des 
aints, in which the principles of Quietism wrere 
Cavowe^ and it was immedutely attacked as 
• • . « 
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% 


that Milton ^nd liC tutor, Aiappell, 


Suif some quarrel, th# the Mu»ter ol the 
college had to iiiierfere, and that Milton wai 
** ruhiicaied" — Miit away awhile. |fc 

%poears, bowerer, have kooii come hack, and 
to liave been placed under another tutor. ^ 
Pagt 431, / 99# Ovid, who wan K'tnished by 
A^uatiih tn Toiii^n the kluxine. Milton ])ro< 
l>Jhly ratca him tdc diighly Hi the lines which 
ftdiow. • ^ • 

i ’i'heae characterii lire all of them 

frotii *1 ei ence ; exe^ii tlic*'ciiirvd biniiiler,“oi 
lawyer, who tn tamii from a niodcrn L.alin 
whiOi tpan calretnely fKipulai 
at Cambridge. (Ma^n, p. 186.) 

439. // 45, ^ Konteoanid Macbeth, 
or Richard Ilf. ^ 

749. F.tcockb and Rolyii ices. .See Sophocles' 
“Aniigone." • 

► / 5*. Cheyne Walk, Chelsea, 01 (Jray’n Inn 

Paw'- . • , , 

Aft- Alluding to the legena that T.ondon 
WU.1 founded hv the 'rrojans. wdet^Hrut - a 
legend which Milton's ** mstur^uf Kiiglaiid " 
ahuwfcl that he half lielicved. 


‘*hereticaJ by Bossuct.* I'hat gt^at orator Jhd J 
o>iitruvcrMali»l was now at the height of hin ie> | 
putation ; and though Kenelon haii^ written little, i 
hII i^n knew tlmt the controversy would be* | 
a hJRle between gflnts. It does nut fall 
within the ftnits of ilie present note, except ! 
that, as It iirogressed. Uussuet, hritated at 
being foiled by his opponent, li^t his temper, 
and actually dcsCTnded to throwing our insiiiu> 
ations cunccrn^im th# relatious^f r'Aelunand 
Mad^e OiiycC, and cdhipaAl the two to 
the heroic Montanus and Rriscilla. Fcnelon 
‘ doul)tetI\vlicther io.inswrr thin ; hut his friends 
^^re urgent that he should do so, iqad fR:cord* 
l^ly he produced a repK'. of whi^ Clurles 
Ihiticr say.s, *' A nobler eflunioii of the iiidigna-^ 
ti<ni of insulted \irtuc and g|riiiiis, eloquence has 
never prudiiLUfl ” Piihlic upiuiuA dc< l.ircci t%t 
the grr.«i Itossuct him.sclf h.xd found his nuitch. 
lint this did not meet the king's views, and he 
apitculed tothe^ope. Iniioi'ent XllnM%.s an 
atiiiable and pUms man, and desired and en* 
treated tliat conciliatory inc^urcs might pre* 
v.iih But the king was tfK>i^;ent fur ilns,and 
demanded a c ensure .iliimac with menaces, 
it was piuikounred. and renehk** ‘ucepieil it so 
t ir as to crxse from rontruven>y any fiirtlicr. 
lie ceri^fnl *nevcr changed his views: but in 
hi> pre:i< lung he atvoideJ forms of expressinn 
which were likely to titlled Quieiist. His _ 

l.ils.st.w ritjiigs arc some of his%ost beautifuL I MfnuM ^ " Summons clear." icfiipi lo the 

He died in 171 j,at tlie age of sixty-tive. 1 practice of Bedels giving public notice of Con* 

Madame C/u^n w'as removed to the Ra.Hiille^ voiation^ ^ 

in t 4 ^H> 8 , after having had shameffll indignities^ 9m/si|^sw. I.eda's fiaramui#," the swan, 
to licar : and in this terrible place she wrote p jHson was, BccvKliniteto the legend, made 

*' I ruth aftd ^)ivtne Hove," ktc. (p. 411) and ' voting ag4iin by his MiighitT Medea. (Ov. 

•*Thc Testimony," <p. 4ii). She was I Met. vii.) /f/toilSerx aow was Avsi nlapiiiK. 
r« ieawd m >703, but bAished to Blois. Her -xtH stam. Ilemies (Mcrrnry)! 

» •nstitution, however, w'as brokciA anil her ■.. .. 

life Oras frfhi this lime uneventful, rlcr eldest 
.son was living III the ncighliourhood, and seems 
to have treated her dutifully. She s|M>ke as 
fervently as ever of the love of Ciod, Init 
strength for active work was gone. She died 
(Ml the gih of Jivue, *717, after drawing iipa will, 
the piety of which proves ths^t He whom her 
soul loved was sustaining her unto the end. 

431- See fist of books, p. xviii. No. 7, 
and .\lcmoir, p. Ixsii. 

DecKlati was not only a college friend of 
Milton, but they^w ^uch of carh 01 he# in 
London.and were fr^uent corr^i^pondcnts. Two 
letters from Deodati to Milton arcon the British 


7 88. 'yi he Kightlcss lioy," fittpid. 

• /Wr 433. BItjiy ii 'I’his Bedel was Rii 
Rcdtriiig, M.A. DicAOct. 1636. 


Kichtird 


•yrd stanam. CyttiMius^ 
who dwelt on MoiintXIvlIcue. Jiuryhaifx^ r>ne 
of the licralds sent by Agamemnon to Aobilles. 
(Iliad, i. 370.) I 

J*apr 43a. 'llie Bishop waa Lancelot AndrlWcs. 
who died Sept. ?i, 1696. 

/4. llic Plague ragwLthis year so fiercely 
that Parliament was aujollrned fioiri lamdon to 
Oxford : 10,000 |irrwm» died of it in loiiidott. • 
/q. llif "fraternal pair" (lirothers mi sMjn 
were Prince Chri.siian of iHiinswick an^ (.l^ni 
Mansfeld. the two ablest supponcrarof jbe 
Elector Palatine in thf Ihirl^f < 

Ihey both died in 1696. Sec iTyg 


They 
Europe, ii. 5^0 


llie- 


earn* War. 
Vif’w^odern 
heroes" are auarcntly 
If fa died ii 


SpSBSffL . 


Museum. The second (4 them was sent from f 
Cheshire, whither Iftodati had remov^ after I 

• ■ - - - / g^,m I'he creatii 

734. Iberian, 

743. C<t 7 wrj,^q||dcss oT floiiKry ; identical 
with the Roman nlOTa 5 ^ AUinJut, the lia|i|>y 
ruler of the Phaeaci^m in the isle of Schena. 
See the description* AT his g^dens * iff the 
Odysaey. • • ^ 


taking his^egnA in 1635, and is probablv that 
' re ferric to in Miltons answer, written in the 
spring of i6a6. • ^ 

7 / 3. 4. Vrrw, the Domw Vergivium ia the 
e of tfaiiikBshSex * 


Latin name 

7 M^ykrbiSieH cell. Thi#felen to 
MMoe incident in Milton's college life, the nature • 

of which has caused a controversy ^ cmn* ' b*age H^gy lr« Thortibs Young 
^‘Cat-d to )>e dificinsrd here. See Aaswi/ir afterwafVs returnewo England, afApTecame 
Luc of Milton, pp. i33-i4i* All tliat need yt vicar of StowraarkA U^ic# iher^in 
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t>i«* u’iikL iiiiiiriHoiif d > .1 iii(>iiiti.iiii 111 

1 tV util* ll .-thOKUi W.ls .lIHilllcr ll.llllC. 

/f» Doi'i-, iinihrr of the NcrrUis, or sea 

iiV^ii|ih-. ' 

/ lij “ Mrilc.i''. j li.iriiit ’* drawn by 

u'iiii;ri( I rt|i('iH iiiiis. ilu- iii^ciiinr ot 

i ir piiiui;li .iiifl .tciV)* of thr civih«lt 

iiniMhiili Iroiii It,’ vkjs prts*a»ird bv 

111# ivithh-'^t Or)riii-t( r (fVre*) vuih a w instil 
*h.iiu>t wlnTCwuh 10 travfl o'.irthi* caitli 
Kivc men the bl^-.«ii\^<» of aj^ru iiltnre. 

4 /*• f :i (luiHsaiit '^av'ni, 

wa^ s ml til ll i\t: h^'-ii kii ^^1 Iwro by ,*^laiit.<iUci, 
a (..‘iiiiliiian (I hyn .h> ijiaiUs 

t x\. “ 'I hr ’s.iKC," Siwrvtos. Tin' '* S'acvritr.** 

^ Aristiiilr " Aiiiin'iir's Ak\a.iilrr the 

f treat, wh'itc iiitrilu r, ( wa-i rtf|KiteU the 
«laii|;hii r i>l AriiiiiiMi. 


1 

I AatV'' 4 ; Whilr Vroa'i^iiiie was (iraihei • 

' iii^ th wi'i", ('Ill'll r'aiiic up Iroin tin* e in h and 
j (airifci InT away, lie Is jailed '* 'I'-enarian 
I dJi.,'* Iiciaa-c'a lavcrrii!! I .Lii.irurn (suiidi of 
I Pehipoitiu'Mis) was s)ii'(H>y’d to la l.iU); to^in. 

I f 8 ^ 'Jrthys, wile of Uv<.aim<‘ iiiollicr of 
' thernerKnd'- 

H 40 , / CjT. AW/.v/f, bfliie iTlovrd by 

[ liLi'anir the objc' t of llira'-* ji.ihaisy, 

j who ihrrf^iore winlv yic totm ot u.vi 

\ iitirse. anil m hi nine mb' d ht-r in ask /rns !■• 

I :4p|M‘ar t»i hi r in all his sph-'idoiir. I he* ^;nil 
I tinwillri^rly did •!>. .nid she w,i. m a iiniiiif;iit 
I consiinu- i by the h^litnmi^- ^,p«; 

' / ‘’larsi.*’ Kvm) I'diiiiiii laihi rio has read 

! .if. 1 ha\i‘ alirrtl it, ln-f aiist- /,-/ mikes ii / 

I me man; : refin, aiiis the otii^mal a* iTu* 

I 

j “ Net- n*!' en-itrt milil l•'r^^•||f a«-uit>U'i» tatA. 

I tlf'* i'llAt l•>llll'•> f|ll|,|i:il I .AXI>^ . 

I ISlui tu, I'ImmIi*, tii>i iiiiiiK Dti r.a st,ni.'' 


/ y». The ly^OTi.of Ai hll'C'.. . 

/ '.*<1 . b'/.'/a. (hit pail of (hr itia in W'^di 

W.(S llelii • i:i, tAf toiiniain. 

/ 5 i rriiclo^ic. *' 

/’iiX'* 4 >7. f 7-'- Hauler lictwcen t’ s 'German 
Piutesiaiit l.ea^nc and t^e linpcnahstH i«tder 
Tilly J>re S. hlller’s 'i'hirty Year.' W a% Ht^m s 
Tiaaslattpn, p. loi. 

/75. /.'«»'«#, the giKlde-ss of i.ar 

/ <>7. 1 Ki(i);s xix. 'Jltere in a (oveK alluMon 
to ( 'haries 1. :md hU wife. » 

/ lo'i. Aas xvi. There N an alliisKitt (lere 
t; the whippiiiKs iiiflietcd by Cbc hlar-cfuuiibcr. 

/ to.’ Matt. %iii. 34. 

/ IV' 3 Rings xix. 35. 

// 114. 115. 3Kings\ii.6k 

' /’rtj»i'4tS. The 5ih Klegy was written jiist 
aMcr he had taken his H, A, degree. U wa» 
. written in laindoii. So 

. / 9 . ITie forkW hill.'' Helicon. 

• yirtVrr, the C(mstcll;«tioi« J^fore the 
f 't V ^ to lie the waggoner driving 

‘•tTi.irlths’^ \Vain." *',Lrs» fatigued," that is, 
lie rifcec /ugb'.r in the sL.y. 

^ 37-4^1 Mars appear le« numeroat 
because light incne»tes. He give* as iKirtic 
reason, t^ftt there is less danger of initnight 
uUarklt ^ ^ 

«* 

PaM ai9, / 45. Cil^j’i, 'Vwas both the mocm 
and the huntrevs-grvjdcss. 

“Thy (Withered ^te ''Wthomw. Aurora 
was represented as 1^ vinir his side each morning 
to proclaim the coming Slie carried away 
beauty”*** Cei* this, c^-ouch admiration of h® 

/ 6». »rar, i.e, Cybele, iHo was repmented 
wuii a cr wn. I 


lie ine\n«, of cx|i}rso, th it flirrr is no d.-ingi'r 
«»f I'lurhus sf'triH'.? \'hc I'.irlh <iii liir, .ts IMi.irt«»ii 
did*: ft»r I*lM‘biis h.i. tlvk in.i.icr> 1.0 1 r his horses. 
/ !.•».* Stfritutts, the wiM'd i;.«l 
/ 1-‘7. PtMtfuuA^ ihi'g'idof ^!Jl•ph^“ds.^ Otu'iif/Sf 
I'ympns. I he rum liisum is tu>c v» 1 y eVsy. 'I he 
p»et. in linrs 1 r, *\ r,i!j-^yi;n Jt»\c in restore the 
golden .tgc, wtiur ilu re is prri>etiialspnn^:..'uiil 
l«> retuTii as uf ».|tl to < irih Ri;,un. If ni.it is 
•iti|.K»ssihlr, he g'*cs on. .it h .i-l let imt tlic yc.11 
♦ hj.sU*n loo c,jicLly. I five iis time to enjoy the 
dcJightw of ij.it me iK'fori: Winter toinrs 
'I Ills IS one of Milton’^ mod hraiii 'll! tHiem<, 
and h.iii It Ix^ii wriiieti in l‘.nght!h w'ould pro- 
Utbly have l>ei.n ^CLO(ls,‘•1o none in pif iilariiy. 

44 m f 4 ** Darkness,** retip~nicnt. 

/if. 'rhe g.imcof “ snaj'dnigon ’* 

/ ij. Horace, tor Cil>ccr.i, sec fM i. 10, 
and lor Chlo*', i. a p 

Pfff."^ 44>. / 4-7. That K F.lcguic pr^ctry is 
used for all sorts of Hubjectv 
/ 55. '* lint they," &c., t.r ejuc poeiv 

/ 5'^ Homer. 

/ ftj. Ltnus. rhe s/m of .^pr>lio, pcr'voniftca- 
non of a ilirge or l.iinentatiyii. 

/'dS. 7Vrrr/Vsr havin x become Wind in youth, 
Athena was eiitw.ired to rmurr his sight. .She 
waft unable tv do so, and therefore gave him as 
i'ompeiiftaiion the |ioter of understanding the 
voice of birds, and also a si iff by which he could 
walk nrithout siumbimg. i* 

/ 69. Cit/t'Arx, the sooth«;?ver of the flreck^ 
!n the degc ** Troy. “The turd c*" Tluace*’ 
was Orpheus. ' 

/72. The*‘cWe?ofW.S'* wOd)-s.sw., 
or LMyrser, the hero of the Od>*fS^ wh/,jcethe 
Btorica referred to ia the following lines are all 
taken. 

* The condiision, of, cmirse, refers to his mag' 
diOcent “ Ode oa the Nauvttys'* with which m 



%X(TrES TO 


leUs ii> hfif w a'fc inspired #'* he lay a§-ake 
on 1 . li'isim.iN niDiniiii;. li is unpulihshcd jci, 
he .III'!"* ■ il u.iitMfiir J >( oii.iii's 

** kccds of aTIm >n,‘‘ tt‘ »n“hc \cniacul*r 
loi^u**, not ta L.ituj^ like this. 




r449* 


J 3 f’- 


hlOj 


. Il llillst 
and May, 


1 1 llillst lia\n uta'UiK 


Aphrodite (Venus). *^0 

A. . . Colins, 


III on tile 1st 

. « 

L|s 

, tt til I O 




1.. 111rd fi nil •^liuilitus, ;^tOM 
ii.i^a innjiii to Iht. 

/ 1 I lis i-j cs were alreativ we.xk, evidently. 

li.s li!in(iii(.s- i..ii.ir (III .itKiiit io; 4 .^ • 

^ / ji "The .Si;^(..ia hoy," Li.uiyimde, the 

;; -d s « Uphi .lOT. • ^ 

• .>1 M\l.is i\«iii to nait*r I'loin .i fuMit 

inn. uliiii lie Niripls ti,!! fii lo\e w itl^iini 
.tiid dii'Mi h.iM III, .iiid il* u.is n<-\ci st« a .i,* am 
I > i|iliiie w Is I h.iscd iij 1‘ii'i hiis 'Vp'itlo. .iii*l 

when on lio* )tfii)l of Ikiiu; < nnt'lit litl^iiiriKd# 

1.1. M a 1.1111*1, IS Ill'll thi 11 * el'll w. 11*1 1*1*1 .line 

.\iv»llfi*s fis'iiiht** ir>*f. «;*i, «»n« «»l tti** 

llll^f Ill.'S ol I K'lr. W iiiIi.iIjiIaiiiIs wtic 
l.iiiKUis lor ill* .r s\i!j ^ jii hriy. 

/ j'l. “ / **. imkii'iuii *(’t {di.iliis 

\. as li'i, Isi'liiiid c'i l*r " n He ti.ol hci iy|^ 
,»ri*sei#i' d ms;!i .1 j.*'. illii wluiii via** nevir to #{ 
MISS Its nt.aik. ,tn«| on** I'av, when out hunting;, 
he killed her, not ki^iwin^; h||;. 

1 1’.( A are many Icj^emls com erning 
the^tuint hunter. Orion, hut all agrre that^e 
v.is Jepri' e^ 'if sight, 10 cons«{ucticc of tm 
viiiletii V of .'lis love. ^ 

/ 4'i.tt liras llerculcs: his friend, 

itiofi tnc hunter. • 


% Aye 440. &c.‘*^ilhrnof)l.‘ w«s oile 

A the Snens, s.iid he hiiih'd at Najihs. 

< 7;ii/, nf/. , M name soineiiincs given to the ( iirck 
ioKiiiics in Sovth liiMii Ch.ili is, wlu-lur 

I the r,il*»nisis <Mine. * * 

“ The hcaise* Pausihf>o,'* nlludinft tii*the 
tnuriimr of thi^ wavcN at (he hKit of the Muiiiit 
of tli.it name ^ 

• t/iri\//«fi, (\tfrw e/ .C^rr/*rr, the danghffrr 
of (tu^lavin* Adolphus u.is tnilv six 
old at*tlic time of hei f.ilheitfel death. ^Iir 
was eh 1 ted ijiieeii then, ;iiul :iS‘.iiinLd the 
governiiient in For an aieoiiiit of In 1 

life nml eh.iracte* sec l^y^r's /'uff'fr, 

\ol ill p (d She ^idkalcd in i6s 4, ami Mioii 
after joiiird the Kiijmii C'iiiholit'f liun h. 'I hei*: 
IS *^1.111** reavtui fovlhinkinK l^tt the lines hi.ii‘ 
ti.in l.iti-d were WTitien. not hy Milton, hut hy 
M. if veil. • 

417 Tlir V'ire-f’hanretlor was I»r 
I> liii (ioslyn. Master of Laiiis, and iVofesHor of 
^^^Kinc. Dic^tfisifi. ^ 

was a veiitatir, ^hi-Ai Hercules hliot 
^ith a |NMsoned arrow. llcixiiU'swwas aftir- 
watds imlmecl to piil on 4 i roUPw hieli hail hii 11 
ch|i^H‘d iti Ne^Mis’ hi'iod, Aiul iht* pr>iv>n 
pi'iit tial>.d all his limlw. At flie moiiiciit of nis 
fh all# Iti MAS tanght up to (he gods 

Ne’er had lletloi,” fxi . Iliad xxii, -2^ 


TeLotiOfi 

/4fi 


Phichus’ #rprTit,** / e A^scdapius, 


the g^'x^f healing, w ho came to K^nc disguised 
m thl: f^ni of a snake 

1 8 j. r/< /ri/cA, Amphiaraiis. one of the Aigo- 
riaiits. He fought in ihc w.ir against 'Ihches, 

1 ut was defeated, and w hiUt he was fleeing 
I hr earth .swallowed him up Ijcfore he could he 
overtaken. 

/’<«4V a4S. / 101, These lines seem to have 
Tiecn added at a later date, after he got over hu 
love attark. 

\si hf>igrattt. The line alludes (o 
the'legend ihatV'etis.in displeasure, wi|^held 
fire from men, hut Aometheus »tolc it in a 
hul'ow t:il>c. • ^ 

aW Effigy-nm. Ta^nora namni waa th# 
Jenny l.ind of age. Milton heard her for 
the firttAimeAit a maRniflcent concert at the 
t ardinariiarheriiirs, which be d^enbea in one 
of his l^istlcft. * A Frentit w^er, quoted by 
WaRoW^dbo ha^hc^lji l*eonora mus, accom* 
panied Dw her i^ywr. Aohiana, on the Tithe, ivav* 
that it thvEVhimkpnlo such rapMires tliat lie 
• •'f'^ot hit mfitahty." 

PrHiheta^ King of Thebn, was driven mad 
by Dioiiy^w, for resisting the intrdduction^if 
lus worship in|p the jcingdom. ^ 


il 

the 


(I’opw /4«>»'i 

'* Nor tlw chief”- natneiy, Kar^don. 
avi 4sa. (i*#|ie, /5fk> ) 

surgeon of (Arrt’k< 
'i'tojn^war.MMiof Alhriilapitis.^ He wus killed 
by KurypyItiH4 p • 

C htfcn, the w isesi of the Onlaiir^, iiistrueie*! 
in medic me Ify Afntllo. ‘H'hilc fighting VMih 
the other i rntaiiiy. Hcrrulcs accidciii.illy*iit 
liliii with a paisotini arrow. 

Ai\Uftaart^ A* sculapms. Hcwosblain l>w 
Zi*iii with n flash of Hghiriing, lest men ••hoiilu 
cscH|ic dralh aliogctil^cr through his skiff. ^ 

C'lrrht, Delphi. fl*ul here |ioeiii.ally “ir 
Canihridge. • 

yhaiHSf so rennwVlil flir his Jiistirc and*' 
piety (hat he w*i« caifrd ufKin Ici nettle iImmiIcs, t 
iir*t only among men, hut among thcyicicby^rtl * 
after bi^c.'itli waHai>|ioi|iicd judge ol^hcj^ad. 

7 ’Ar linhvp 0/ Aly was Nnholmi Kltoii, 
who died a few days fftcr llish^ ^fldrewes. 

Pjaer 448. ttt col. ActJir, fi^idfil n his poem 
entitled Jhit be furiausly lashes H utikn^n 
ttiMy. ^ J 

* rchilorhua%r 7 L% an early nrceB^irt^ He w,-!* 
a suitor to the jr of l.ycamlics, wlitfaL 

first consented. AffRjcfusc'cJ, to give hia 
daughter. In iiis mgeT^rchilorhtis wrote a 

E icm, not*onk|^t;c‘t4ping liiniof perjury', bi.t 
mpooning the mole family m ferc»riously, that 
wlieji the verses wm^ei ited at a puhiii..fesiival 
the daughters of.Ly^ubee^iung themselves 
through sftame. * 

• 

in the 


vugh sltame. ^ 

440 ,ffa 4 ' had the headjhf ]ffedu«% 

the centre oWter shielda whH» liad the \ 



S3t 


y^roT/iS rh 



tclrible power of tlkmng all who looked uiK>p 
It into btone. ,v 

ragit 44'j» i as- i.r by Zeus. 

/ a-^ . Thy. ow it wrt,” Phaeton. 

/ , 3. Hterntts, now Palkan. 

/j4-'5. 'I'he Ccrauiuan hills < were s.aid to 
h I VC been used ait ifiiM«iles in *he war of the 
'i’fJaiiH. u ^ 

I ^ i ** The prime m<ivcr,'* Primum ctobile, 
the external Mptierc, which, acciitdini; to tlie 
Ptolemaic syhtem, set all the others in motion. 

/ 46. Safuru, god of th'. seasons, which, 
■ays the lioct, keep on ^hejr mniid as nfoltl. 

** The ouriiinK casque or..)Aars,'' the abode of 
the lightning. ^ 

/ 40- r/nrhts, the sun, which needs not, 
throuuh wc.ikiicvs, to draw nearer to tile earth, 
!,.• order to gii'e it warmth. 

. I 5j. “ Tiie star,** Venus, sometimes a 

nioriiiiig, sometimes an evening star. ^ 

/ 58. Cjfntkiiti thd' moon. * '* 

/ 60. Tie ni()on^ is siipisised to hold out h r 
anus to catch tlA. firslTlicam.s of the sun. 
i fi8. Pfiorus^ N . E. promontory of Sicily, 
ffx). 'I'he shell hlowii by the Triunis was 
RtipiKised to ha>e the cnre|,t of soolliiug the 
Tcsilcss waves of the ut'C.an. „ 

^74 Hyacinth was the favourite 
of AjM)llo ; AdunLs ot C'ytlierea (Xeiuis). The 
poet, of course, ntfans that the Howersilicariiig 
tnese names af^ .still as sweet and beaiP'fiil .is 
ever. The anemone war saU} *0 lave sprung 
from the blood of Ailonia. 

'80. a S. Peter iii. 7. 

i 3, Oh tkf Platonic / fea, Mnemosyne^ 
mother of the Miisea 

/ 7. _ Alludes ti> the Platonic doctrine that 
there if in the divine regions an archctvpe of 
lu n, an nricinal perfect model of what man was 
Mitended to w. ^ 

. / 13. ** The g«-iddesaMk im," PalK-is. 

/ »i. the river of forget fulness. See 

V\*" ^11. vi. 71 j. (Drydcn, /yss.) 

/ Tircsias. 

/ 33 . '^erqies. ** The prophet- choir,** the 
S.H>tnsa:^rw 

/ 34. S^|^iini.sthon There are otily frag* 
nicpca of aA .indent history said to have been 
wmten by But modem examination ^.as 

led ic tlie opinion that they areVorgenes, 

» / 17- Hermes Triss^ is, the author of 

works much value Jjo^ke Neo-Platonists of 
Alexandria. . ^ ^ ^ . 

45 >f Plato.* Attulewms wax the 
grove, near Aiherfs. in wlA^ Plato taught. 

/ 1. To kii (CafArr. **JPieria*a stream,** 
sacred to the Miu^. 

Pt^' C'4% the nuiM of h^orffi 
' ^49^' Al^ding^ the beliefhi the 


449-456- 


i **mtMic of the spheres.** flv O^hiuchus (i.c. 

I the serpent', Orton^ and Atia^, are meant the 
constellations of. that name. *- 

V\|eir 453, / 50, LvtruSt, Bacchus. Fro-i a 
word signifying ** to looseiA^*' 

/5s. it was t >rpheus w ho sang these thingv 
St^e AimIL Khud. 1. 377 {Fawkes' Translation, 
1 620). # 

/ 70. Melon’s father wrs a goi>d musical 
composer, and hafi wnren some | eccs of great 
intricacy. 

y*itgr 4t3, / 82. His father had evidently 
trie.l to*pc^siiade him that literature was a 
thankless profession, bill, on finding that hi. 
wan licnt on it, did not ohicct further. 

1 91. '* Deep retreats,’* naively Horton. 

/ ' 13. Offer* me,'* ficc., ofrcr» to kiss me. 

/ 130 Alluding :igain to A|x>Uo and Phaeton. 

PaiFtfc 4 r\' Hardly anythin" in known of 
'‘Salsiilu^. He ap|>cars to have i>ccn a pof;t of 
much promise, but to have died early. (See 
M.is.son, p 754 ) ' :* , 

/4^rhe fairest nympMhat attended un Juno. 

/j. ** Verse divine," Italian poetry. 

/11. JCurus, the cast wind. c 
!* / 13. Amsohm^ Italy. * 

I Pnge 455, / 38. KvaK'ier is said to have 
I luiilt a town uni^r the Aventuic hill, and to 
. have taught his ncighly>urs inencness ami lies* 
! It was here that Salsillus h' 2S now liring. 

I ^'I'he venerable Manso, the generous patron 
I if the stricken Tasso and of Manni, wras now 
I in his 78th year, laving been born ij) i96t- His 
whole character, seems 10 have been a Di<'st 
beautiful one. See Maswon, pp. 756-761. Hr 
died at the e of 84. 

/ 3. *rhat IS, since Virgil celebrated GalTtis 
and Mseena^ there has been no patron w ho '*2 
deserved praise. 

/ la Tasso (i544~T590. Marini 
I Arc). He wrote the h>ng }Kvem Aaonr, wbuh 
is referred tw in the next line. 

4S^> i 19- Manso had built monuments 
to them, and had also written the Life of Tas-o. 

/31. Herodotus, to w-hom a Life of iloincr, 

, still extant, has been ascribed.^ 
j / 3(,. Tit^rus is a dpoet ' in the opening 
\ Fclogue of VirgiVi and tnereftrre often put for 
} any writer of song. I'be allusion here is to 
I 'Chaucer. v 

i / 5a Herodotus describes «he Hyperho^ns, 
who liv .d beyond the north wind, as Joming to 
; make their oflerings at Delos : and Miliua 
identifies these .'iih the British Dniidv Loao 
> was the maiden who offerings, and 

I Miltoa**makes her the daiigH V of i^orioeux, m 
giant who. sPeording to Gesafry fnrTUoantoudl, 
{ lived in Cornwall. The other maidens here 
I mentioned accompanied Loxo. 
i *1^ 63. ApoHo. banislied from benven for 
j sla^ng die Cyclops, k^ the herJs of Admciiig 



^\nrHSt a river of Eli<. < 

1 1^. CLia^ v^, I'ilc of miHinmiia &ouch of 
Thc-suly. • 

/&>. iMatit’s sfH, Hermes. ^ 

/ f>4.. 'I'hA Kound iii poet hero 

anV III the fidloAink: J»ociii intiin.ucs a lnui*- 
clieriiiK'd intention of wnlinf* a |MJcm mi Kiiit( 
Aitliiir How he his |inr|M)sea^e kiiuw. 
he left tliib work to iioi tinwoifiiy 

/‘itfff 4sS. IVoflali died in Aug. or Scigt 
whilst Milton w'.ia III Italy. The Uiiter, 
whilst 111 igiioiMiire of his lossfwrote the S^iiiot 
at p 4''A. He heard of it on hia way home. 

/ I ///weju was in Sicily. 'Jliouiil^tus an L 
Mosi'hiis, Si> nian poets, sang, one tne fates or 
Hapliiiis and Id>his, the other tJiat of Ihoii. 
yft Thyrsts^ MiUon.i^ 

/ 17. ** Tnless. hv^hance,** /6c.; atlumnc to 

the sii[ier aitiun of the ancients that. If any nin* 
w.is »c»*ii a wolf hcfoie (h- w.ilf wafcsccn hv 
him, he lost the use of his voice. I 


/’iiA'^ 4‘;»^ I 43 - 
aujj shci p. ^ 

4rsj. / 105. . 1 . -- 

the 'i’lojaii “sif. No doubt lite poet inroi 
tiiiine friend here. And ••o in lines 173-6, h^ 
doubtlrts riic.'ius s<vne ladies of his nitjnaiiit- 
aiicc : the/* 1.1 st, Oilon-*, iiiu^t Ims'C lived in 
Essex: lor ‘‘the 1 i^iaiiun Current " wa.s the 
rivfr Chclmcr. a 


Kmnan god of flocks 

iV/’/xn.t, .a prophet dnii^ 
meo^ 


J ^ 40 ^ 


PrvUus^ the prophetic 
the flm ks of Nciitniic. 


ITd man of ilie 


Anv 4#^f, 1 1P9 See p 46'> Ihiti’s trihiit*', 
being in prosc, does not api>c.u in iIiin volume. 

Aijrf 46^, * loj. Horton, Milton'Kresideme, 
was near the Colne. 

/ aoS. Deodati lived for n wMilc at St Albans, 
the aiiaent capital of t..assilx;lafi. 

1 90 ). ** .*simnlcs/* herlw. 

' / 774. ** Ye^rov«, f.'ircwcll," Th;^ is, I 

*m quitting pastoral for Hcn^ fioetry. 

^ / aay. Dardan, Trojan. Muiupia^ Riclw 
borough, in Kent. § ^ 

fvM brothers invaded Gaul and 
Italy, aiM Brennus conquered Rome. * 

/ 739. An’intgutf son of C'unolielin, Shak' 

,<^»eare*<#Cyml»eijgfc^_^ • 

i 733 * ** f>i 2 Iant?!^rcs.** The blunder 
** Gios^ri^gain see note on n. 97 . 
if> th^riginal, does nut call the Bricnos 
'qtar sires. Arw/trKa^ i\ntanny. (iorlois, king 
.w Cornwall ; L'/Agr^gtuirugvn b«aine can- 


bably the Yurk.shirc#ivcr wh^h the poet i^e.ms 

PttjCr 463, / 749. Thn // //le, by Aliiwlcl^ 
/afo. A/^t, the Humber. 

/asd. He iqeaiis that^ whilst he wa.s abro^. 
lie used to pimse hinisil'I^hy thinking huwnie 
woult^gpecite these heroic verses to his ^end 


on tluTr teiiniou. But the cAct meaiii^ of 
the original is not very clear 

“ liiei* tilil SHin»lMtiii Iswts suh curllim Uurl : 
llwc, •! plum 

l»f»es it not >ue^ “in my Inurcherowned 
head"? — he havinjgl>ceii aiim^tcd as a poet. 

/asS. M aiiso hatl given these (wo cu|>s alter 
the ‘reception of MiRoii'.s i'oein to him, ^ 

4^4* r>r. John Rouse, I.itirarian of the 
]iodlci.in, i6ao*^. 

*'Tw'ofolA" Ife Ahli|/ied hi.H faienis in 
1^45. half English, lull Laun, wuh separate 
t%le- pages. ^ ^ 

45 - Milton hiniscir. • 

/ 10. Daf/tiMM, Italian. • * 

J Kiom l.oiulon to ()xri>rd, near whit li 
tlm 'lhames and Isfei join. 

/\iav 465^ / 60, /ffM, son of ( 'relii^, daughter 
of KieethcMiM^kiiig of Altu a* Ion was reared at 
the Triple of Helphi. aiid^i la'iiig frown up 
was r^lae t|eaxiiiei thereof. # 

yW/cz-t “The Khinc " 

‘riiis IS a niist^f of the traiiHlaior. ‘I he nicr 
s|Miken of i* the Rciiu, W’hich flov's ^ a 
Bologna. N«ithing m known concctning ih 
laily, or ladii%, who inspired the tender feeling , 
dcM filled in these SoniictM. • ^ 

Milton found, nut long after thiK. thia at the 
lime when he wrolctus Sonnet to Heodat 
note on p 458,/!. 

Ihniriic, '.ec note' 


friend was dead. 

On 


cTiiH >onr 
note o 

I ^(1lclit 


dati,4|H 


rajsr 47 ?. 
on p 17'i. 

ArtCii'-473, / 13. “ Inherent," 

U>cd, tncrcforc, in the 4 hnsc of thi 
from which it is drriv||l 
/ 13. ** Sanioiis hlomf," the limi 

^ ^ mi 


ffn^sroun h 
:isMte .'inH^ 


13. *’ Sanioiis hlrM^il,’' the ^ti WrSus hItKt'l 
whi"h nins from a wmind. ’ J 

'JTierc is probably ri^ need to gisf 
' to4he enigmas. 

I 8. 

{ . ni 2 fH fds O fti Th^ ple- 

tnre W.IS cxhibillqflMnoiig lime in Wesimiii* 
\ Mcr Hail. 

» Af?>fir48T, / ***lfe.svcii-fom,'* l>e!rig ihe 
I son of Venus and ^rhiscs. . 
i ^ } 7 ' 7 *** 7 lag^ kinf ff Arcadi^ great* grnnds'.ro^ 

of Evander. 'J^kc )%ter, Hn f>f the nyni; h 
I Carineniis ^ jlh). migrated u> Italv s^iy 
I vearsJieforAhe 'Ikoian war. V 





NO^tES Ti^ P/. 48 *— 51 1 ., 


4 'h‘, / ^7.t^.I)ipl«(l !)U |i;ihii.s,'' 'V>iv * 
off'Mt'd j^illMllUll. ^ fj ■ 

4^>3, / «// Hercules, i^andsuii i 

of Ati.feus. 

/ 1 jj. ^fr/t 4 r, Agauictniio^i and Menelatis. 4 

/‘,rt,'r 4^4, / 1^4. part of Apulia : ^o , 

^‘tilcd fruiu iJaiinuH, the aucc'«^or of rurniiH, ', 
iirw ri% ii of /ICiicas (rir the U'ntt of Lattuiac • 
of the Kat'm king, LatiiiuH. • 

ElOH. Hr<!:.>ne and IViam were tffc only I 
iIiiMrcii of l^oincdon who Mirvived the cap 
tiiro of Tniy. Hciione inurrjfd TcUmon, kui^ 
nf SalarniH. 

/*rt^r 48A, / V 07 - jaws,*’ because 

lirruilcs. by Mf^jeuzing hia .ruruat, had put tlie . 
flames uiic. 


other returned tp Sitarta, where ^e W'aa trrai 
a-» a\oward ; anil tnouch Ac after waids feU 
the thickest of the at PUtiva. cove. 
«yth wounds, h* wa» not buri^ with the sa 
lutiiours a.s the rcbC 

l*alUd.ts was an AlexanCrian epij'^ummai 
in the lifth cciiiury. 

^ 4m Caiiimatfitu^ Alesandrian m 
lived ill wic third century 11 l., f.ivourcu 
Ptolemy Pii^adeluhus. Ver,, lew of hi» writi^ 
arc extant. ^ ^ 

Paiff 50a. Cythert^a^ Venus, .‘shr is \ dd 
haxeris^i out f-f ihje fo.ini of the hm. 

Nioljc, b) 4 gloriiyiiig hcrni-lf <*^01 l.rr iium 
otiH oAspniie, prcivcfkcd AjiotiM and l>»aiia, 1 
c^tUireii of Lutuna, to kill thein all. 

504. A/r**«iWirf- fljr. U C. 34a. 


/’iiV’c 4B8, / Jupiter’s shiehl. In 

the tiiidille rif It was the (totgoii head, «uid it 
Wa bordered with gulden tasMls. , 

/rtX'*' ^ • *''"l'l»i« rfcmofc," &c •* 

'i'onii, oii^rhe Ktixitic Sea, whither he w. t 
baiiishi'd hy Au"sihiuv. j 

/ '4S. /Wti/NS was the inventor of the j 
biarni hull in w*nich Phal.iris, tyrant of .\gri* ; 
gentiiui. hunit his vii.tiius alive. I* ri"w» 

Slid to have been the iirtii (o petiiJi by hU ui>n | 
iMvenliou. 

4<^. *'.h*hn Owen, I.affn fioct and 

rpigraiiioiatiRt. 15^1^1622.** ( Hole’s Hipgr.iiihi* 
r.d |)utioiiary ^ Nothing g<K«<l, aiidHhardly 
loler.ibic, in a iNietiial sense, had biniearcd in 
r.aiin verse among ourseU'e.s sUl this |ieriod. 
Owen's Epigrams (Audocni Kv'^ramniat:i), a | 
w 4 ‘ 4 -kn«iwii collection, were imiiltshed in 1607. I 
IJneqiml enough, they arc sDnietimes neat, and { 
more nC*en witty ; but they scarcely aspire 10 • 
Wie name of poetry. ” ^Hallani's l/ucrary ilislory, ' 
111 . -77 ; ‘ 

408. There are^veral stories whuh ’ 
ii'UMr.iic the first two npAcs. One will suffice. 1 
At the lialtle of ThcAiC>pylie, two Snartans | 
verc absent, sick, ilut when one ot them j 
, *-<* that the struggle was begun, he ha^tencd i 
kk as he wax; ami feU fightiii^ The ; 


5o:j. The .si«)r>' of lleiincs sic.d, 
Afioilo's oxen uiihin a few hours of hi» In 
U told 1(:^ Horace. 

SfHfois was ihe.rivor of Tn 
lienidc which l'.i/ assigned the prize 
licvsK/ to Venus in preference to luno » 
Mineiva. ^ . 

, 507. the (;rt 

comic writer, h c. 4*10, 

7 A** Uu'hxn ht0*d^ I^ind.'ir. ' 

For tiieorigiiukLof the '* I*,i>iKr.imor Home 
see HcnKloius, Xita Homcn. ,^ 7 .slord I'uri 
k^ssics. ^ 

' Pngf 508 iflio names SyttrHff, .rwnrr?^' 
/ej, signifv, “ ^lna'.hcr,C^.l^.hl'^, Dasiie 
'Ihfj' were luWier-fieiids.^who brokeWalf 1 
pot.H ill the kitclyn ^ ^ ^ 

an At henim comic ptict ha . 3 

50^ of L'yiacusc, a oinnu 

pewt. 

/V^*v s»o- ** If are and fwtny Frimtf 

<”»ay, I. w. (.\ndfT»ni/s Poets s’iii .W4.) “V 
Mtsf-raMd Pluttis” Book i. 6 (Anderson 34; 

511. T be two first lines only of *' 7 
BmtUrjIy and Snaid ” (1. 24); — 

'* All mStarl*. tnsoimit In plnre, 

Kruiiud ns vf thttr relgsr face.* 


.THE ENDb 


)«»• 


'aoWe, And TAVuwT^raiNriias, BMKAUvknJUiT , 










